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A SOUL’S TRAGEDY. 

ACT FIRST, 
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A SOUL’S TRAGEDY. 


ACT I. 

0 

Inside Luitolfo’s house , Chiappino, Eulalia. 

Eu. What is it keeps Luitolfol^ Night's fast falling, 
And 'twas scarce sunset . . . had the ave-bell 
founded before he sought the Provost's house? 

I think not; all he had to say would take 
Few minutes, such a very few, to say! 

H<j|W do you think, Chiappino I If our lord 
The Provost were less friendly to your friend 
Than everybody here professes him, 

I should begin to (tremble — should not you? 

Why are you silent when so many times 
I turn and speak to you? 

Ch That's good! 

Eu. You laugh? 

Ch Yes. I had fancied nothing that bears price 
In the whole world was left tp call ray own; 

And, niay be, felt a little pride thereat 
Up to a single man's or woman's love, 

Pown to the right in my own flesh and blood, 

There's nothing/»mine, I fancied, — till you spoke: 

Counting, you see, as no thing" the permission 
To stu^y this peculiar lot of mine 
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In silence: well, go silence withihe rest 
Of the world’s good! What can I say, shall serve 1 
Eu, This, — lest you, even more than needs, embitter 
Our parting: say your wrongs have cast, for once, 

A cloud across your spirit! « 

Ch, How a cloud] 

Eu, No man nor woman loves you, did you sqy? 
Ch, My God, were ’t not for thee! 

Eu, Ay, God remains 

Even did men forsake you. 

Ch* ^ Oh, not so! 

Were ’t not for God, I mean, what hope of truth — ' 

Speaking truth, hearing truth, would stay with man] 

I, now — the homeless friendless penniless 
Proscribed and exiled wretch who speak to you, — 
Ought to speak truth, yet could not, for my death, 
(The thing that tempts me most) help speaking lies 
About your friendship and Luitolfo’s courage 
And all our townsfolk’s equanimity — 

Through sheer incompetence to rid myself 
Of the old miserable lying trick ^ 

Caught from the liars I have lived with,— God, 

Did I not turn to thee! It is thy prompting 
I dare to be ashamed of, and thy counsel 
Would die along my coward lip, I know. 

But I do turn to thee. This craven tongue, 

These features which refuse the soul its way, 

Reclaim thou! Give me truth— truth, power to speak 

— And after be sole present to approve 

ITie spoken truth! Or, stay, that spoken truth, 

Who knows but you, too, may approvf ? 

Eu. Ah, well — 

Keep silence then, Quappinol 
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Clu Ypu would hear, 

You shall now, — why the thing we please to style 
My gratitude to you and all your friends 
For service done me, is just gratitude 
So much as youps was service — and no more. 

I was bom here, so was Luitolfo; both 

At* one time, much with the same circumstance 

Of rank and wealth; and both, up to this night 

Of parting company, have side by side 

Still fared, he in the sunshine — I, the shadow. 

“Why?” asks the world. “Because ” replies the world 

To its complacent self, “these playfellows, 

“Who took at church the holy- water drop 
“Each from the other’s finger, and so forth, — 

“Were of two moods: Luitolfo was the proper 
“Friend-making, everywhere friend-finding soul, 

“Fit for the sunshine, so, it followed him. 

“A happy-tempered bringer of the best 
“Out of the worst; who bears with what’s past cure, 
“And puts so good a face on ’t — wisely passive 
“Where action 's/ruitless, while he remedies 
“In silence what the foolish rail against; 

“A man to smooth such natures as parade 
“Of opposition must exasperate; 

“No general gauntlet-gatherer for the weak 
“Against the strong, yet over-scrupulous 
“ At lucky junctures; one who won’t forego 
“The after-battle work of binding wounds, 

“Because, forsooth he'd have to bring himself 
“To side with wound-inflictors for their leave!” 
—Why do yoy gaze, nor help me to repeat 
Whdit comes so glibly from the common mouth, 
About Luitolfo and his so-styled friend? 
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Eu. Because, that^friend's sense is obscured . . . 

CJu I thought 

You would be readier with the other half 
Of the world's story, my halfl Yet, 'tis true, 

For all the world does say it. Say your worst! 

True, I thank God, I ever said ^‘you sin,” 

When a man did sin: if I could not say it, 

I glared it at him; if I could not glare it, 

I prayed against him; then my part seemed over. 

God’s may begin yet: so it will, I trust. 

Eu, If the world outfaged you, did we'i , 

a. Whaes “me” * 

That you use well or *111? It's man, in me, 

All your successes are an outrage to. 

You all, whom sunshine follows, as you say! 

Here's our Faenza birthplace; they send here 
A provost from Ravenna: how he rules. 

You can at times be eloquent about. 

“Then, end his rule!” — “Ah yes, one stroke does that! 
“But patience under wrong works slow and sure. 

“.Must violence still bring peace fortlt? He, beside, 
“Returns so blandly one's obeisance! ah — 

“Some latent virtue may be lingering yet, 

^*Some human sympathy which, once excite, 

“And all the lump were leavened quietly: 

“So, no more talk of striking, for this time!” 

But I, as one of those he rules, won't bear 
ITiese pretty takings-up and layings-down 
Our cause, just as you, think occasion suits. 

Enough of earnest, is there? You'll play, will you? 
Diversify your tactics, give submission, 

Obsequiousness and flattery a turn, 

While we die in our misery patient deaths? 
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k' 

IWe all are outraged 'then, and I the first: 

I, for mankind, resent each shrug and smirk, 

Each beck and bend, each . . all you do and are, 

I hate! 

Eu, We shart a common censure, then. 

Tis well you have not poor Luitolfo's part 
New mine to point out in the wide offence. 

CL Oh, shall I let you so escape me, lady? 

Come, on your own ground, lady, — from yourself, 
(Leaving the people’s wrong, which most is mine) 

S at have I got to be so grateful for? 

se three last fines, no doubt, one on the other 
I by Luitolfo? ^ 

Eu, Shame, Chiappinol 

CL Shame 

Fall presently on who deserves it most! 

— Which is to see. He paid my fines — my friend, 
Your prosperous smooth lover presently. 

Then, scarce your wooer, — soon, your husband: well— 
I loved you. 

Eu. Hold! 

CL You knew it, years ago. 

When my voice faltered and my eye grew dim 
Becaifte you gave me your silk mask to hold — 

My voice that greatens when there’s need to curse 
The people’s Provost to their heart’s content, 

— My eye, the Provost, whp bears all men’s eyes, 
Banishes now because he cannot bear, — 

You knew . , but you do your parts — my part, I: 

*0 be itl You flourish, I decay: all’s well. 

Eu* I hear this for the first time. 

Ch. The fault ’s there? 

Then ray days spoke not, and my nights of fire 
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AV^ere voicclessi Tiien the very lieart may burst 
Yet all prove nought, because no**mincing speech 
Tells leisurely that thus it is and thus? 

Eulalia, truce with toying for this once! 

A banished fool, who troubles you to-night 
For the last time — why, what's to fear from me? 
You knew 1 loved you! 

Eti, Not so, on my faith! 

You were my now-afiianced lover's friend — 

Same in, went out with liim, could speak as he. 
All praise your ready parts and pregnant wit; 

See how your words come from you in a crowd! 
Luitolfo's first to pla^:e you o'er himself 
In all that challenges respect and love: 

Yet you were silent then, who blame me now. 

I say all this by fascination, sure: 

I am all but wed to one 1 love, yet listen! 

It must be, you are wronged, and that the wrongs 
Luitolfo pities. . . 

CJu — You too pity? Do! 

But hear first what my wrongs are; So began 
This talk and so shall end this talk. I say, 

Was 't not enough that I must strive (I saw) 

To grow so fiir familiar with your charms 
As next contrive some way to win them — which 
To do, an age seemed far too little — for, seel 
We all aspire to heaven; and Uiere is heaven 
Above us: go there! Dare we go? no, surely! 

How dare we go without a reverent pause, 

A growing less unfit for heaven? Even so, 

I dared not speak: the greater fool, it seems! 

Was 't not enough to struggle with such folly, 

But I must have, beside, the very man 
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Pjose slight free loole and incapacious soul 
^ve his longue scope to say whate'er he would 
*iMust have him load me with his benefits 
% fortune’s fiercest stroke? 

• Justice to him 

.^at’s now entreating, at his risk perhaps, 
isfice for you! Did he once call those acts 
P simple friendship— bounties, benefits? 

No: the straight course had been to call them so 
Sen, I had flung them back, and kept myself 
fefc ampered, free as he to the prize 
|K)Ot}i sought But “the gold was dross,” he said 
He loved me, and I loved him pot: why spurn 
trifle out of superfluity? 

He had forgotten he had done as much ” 

Jo m not I! Henceforth, try as I could 
Po take him at his word, there stood by you 
yiy benefactor; who might speak and laugh 
Ind urge his nothings, even banter me 
||fore you — but my tongue was tied. A dream! 
mi's wake: your husband . . . how you shake at that 
revenge! 

' £u, Why should I shake? What forcec 

k>.for?es me to be Luitolfo’s bride? 

CA* There’s my revenge, that nothing forces you. 
Jo gratitude, no liking of the eye 
Jor longing of the heart, but the poor bond 
■f habit — here so many times he came, 

S much he spoke, — all these compose the tie 
at pulls you from me. Well, he paid my fines, 

Jor missed a doak from wardrobe, dish from table; 
le spoke a good word to the Provost here, 
leld me up when xuy fortunes fell away 
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— It had not looked so well to let me drop — 

Men take pains to preserve a tree-stump, even, 
Whose boughs they played beneath — much more 
friend. 

But one grows tired of seeing, after^'the first, 

Pains spent upon impracticable stuff 

Like me. I could not change: you know the rest 

Fve spoke my mind too fully out, by chance, 

This morning to our Provost; so, ere night 
1 leave the city on pain of death. And now 
On my account there’9 gallant intercession 
Goes forward — that's so graceful; — and anon 
He’ll noisily come tt^-ck: "the intercession 
"Was made and fails; all’s over for us both 
"’Tis vain contending; I would better go.” 

And I do go — and straight to you he turns 
Light of a load; and ease of that permits 
His visage to repair the natural bland 
(Economy, sore broken late to suit 
My discontent. Thus, all are pleased — you, with 1 
He with himself, and all of you with me 
— "Who,” say the citizens, "had done far 
"In letting people sleep upon their woes, 

"If not possessed with talent to relieve th^{ti 
"When once awake; — but then I had,” theylf s?y, 
"Doubtless some unknown compensating pride 
"In what I did; and as I seem content 
“With ruining myself, why, so should they be.” 

And so they are, and so be with his prize 
The devil, when he gets them speedilyl 
Why does not your Luitolfo cornel i long 
To don this cloak and take the Lugo path. 

It seems you never loved me, then? 
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ChiappinoJ 


I'lever'l 

H 


Never. 


Thafs sad. Say what I might. 
Ire was nd help from being sure this while 
^ loved me. Love like mine must have 
^Tught: no river starts but to some sea. 

[Jhiad you loved me, I could soon devise 
specious reason why you stifled Idve, 
fancied self-denial on your part, 
ch made you choose Luitolfo; so, excepting 
the wide condemnation of all here, 

^oman. Well, the other dre^an may break! 
any heart, as mine loved you, 
ae, though in the vilest breast ^twere lodged, 
I, I think, be forced to love again: 

Ftliere^s no right nor reason in the world. 

^ you knew,” say you, — but I did not know, 
where you're blind, — a disease 

I may repove, 111 not x^pdlt 

to. You cannot, will not, see 
^you but in every circumstance^ 
re just now indignant at, 
we. 

I should bel . . . that, again 
my friend, my country and my love, 

Ls Luitolfo and these Faentines? 
u. As we. 

4* Now, 111 say something to remember. 

St in nature for the stable law^s 
•eauty and utility — Spring shall plant, 

Autumn garner to the end of time; 

Browmfur I. 
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I trust in God— tbe right shall %e the right 
And other than the wrong, while he endures; 

I trust in my own soul, that can perceive 
The outward and the inward, nature's good; 
And God's: so, seeing these men and myse^F, 

H right to speak, thus do I speak. — 

' . u iir , — God bears with them, well may 

But T-^protest against their claiming me. 

I simply say, if that’s allowable, 

I would not (broadly) do as they have done. 

— God curse this townful of born slaves, bred s 
Branded into the blood and bone, slaves! Cun 
Whoever loves, above his liberty. 

House, land or lifel and [A k7iocking 

— bless my hei|| 

Luitolfo! 

Eu. How he knocks! 

Ch, The peril, lady! 

^^Chiappino, I have run a risk — a risk! 

“For when I prayed the Provost (he’s my friend 
“To grant you a week’s respite of ♦he senten^ 
“That confiscates your goods, exiles yours^lW 
“He shrugged his shoulder — I say, shrugg^^H 
“And fright of that drove all else from 
“Here’s a good purse of scudi: off with yotij U IH 
“Lest of that shrug come what God only knows 
“The scudi — friend, they’re trash — no thanks, 1 
“Take the north gate, — for San Vitale’s suburb, 
“Whose double taxes you appealed against, 

“In discomposure at your ill-success 

“Is apt to stone you; there, there — only go! 

“Beside, Eulalia here looks sh'^pily. 

“Shake ... oh, you hurt me, so you squeeze my \ 
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Is it not thus you’ll speak, adventurous friend? 

^ * [As lie Ovetts the door^ Luitolfo^ ruthes in, his garments 
disordered,^ 

Luitolfol Blood? 

LuU, ^ There's more — and more of iti 

Eulalia — take the garment I No— you, frienjcUg*^ 

You fake it and the blood from me — you 4^* 

Eu^ Oh, who has hurt you? where's the wotlnd? 
Ch. “Who," say you? 

The man with many a touch of virtue yeti 
The Provost's friend has proved too frank of speech, 
A.nd this comes of it. Miserable hound! 

This comes of temporizing, as I said! 

Here's fruit of your smooth speeches and soft looks! 
!%)w see ray way! As God lives, I go straight 
To die palace and do justice, once for all I 
What says he? 

Ck. I'll do justice on him. 

Luit. Him? 

Ch, The Provost 

\ Luit, I've just killed him. 

Eu, * Oh, my Godl 

My friend, they’re on my trace; they'll have 
t * me — now! 


'hey're round him, busy with him; soon they'll find 
le's past their help, and then they'll be on me I 
hiappino, save Eulalia! I forget , . , 

/^ere you not bound for . • . 

Ch, Lugo? 

Luit, Ah — yes — ^yesl 

liat was die point I prayed of him to change. 

^ell, go — be happjl^ Is Eulalia safe? 
fiey're on me! 


2 
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C£ Ti| through me®they reach you, then! 

Friend, seem the man you are! Lqck arms — that's right! 
Now tell me what you've done; explain how you 
That still professed forbearance, still preached peace, 
Could bring yourself ... « 

What was peace for, Chiappino? 
I frfisd |)eace: did that promise, when peace failed^ 
Strife should not follow? All my peaceful days 
Were just the prelude to a day like this. 

I cried “You call me Triend': save my true friend! 
“Save him, or lose m^!" 

Ch, But you never said 

You meant to tell the Provost thus and thus. 

Luit. Why should I say it? What else did I mean? 
Ch* Well? He persisted? 

Luit. — “Would so order it 

“You should not trouble him too soon again." 

I saw a meaning in his eye and lip; 

I poured my heart's store of indignant words 
Out on him: then — I know not! He retorted, 

And I . . . some staff lay there to h^iind — I think 
He bade his servants thrust me out — I struck . . . 

Ah, they come! Fly you, save yourselves, you two! 
The dead back- weight of the beheading axe! • 

The glowing trip-hook, thumbscrews and the gadge! 

Eu. They do come! Torches in the Place! Farewell, 
Chiappino! You can work no good to us — 

Much to yourself; believe not, all the world 
Must needs be cursed henceforth! 

Ch. And you? 

Eu. I stay. 

Ch, Ha, ha! Now, listen! I am master here! 

This was my coarse disguise; this paper shows 
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path of fliglit and place of refuge — see — 
i^ugo, Argenta, past ^an Nicolo, 

Ferrara, then to Venice and all’s safe! 

Put on the cloaki. His people have to fetch 
A compass round about There’s time enough 
£re they can reach us, so you straightway make 
For Lugo . . nay, he hears notl On with it — 

The cloak, Luitolfo, do you hear me? See — 

He obeys he K:nows nftt how. Then, if I must — 
Answer me! Do you know the^Lugo gate? 

Ell. The north-west gate, over the bridge? 

Luit. 1 know. 

• Ch. Well, there — you are not frightened? all my route 
Is traced in that: at Venice you escape 
Their power. Eulalia, I am master here! 

\ Shouts from without. He pushes out LuiTOLFO, who 
complies meckankally. 

In time! Nay, help me with him — so! He’s gone. 

Eu. What have you done? On you, perchance, all 
know ^ 

The Provost’s hater, will men’s vengeance fall 
As our accomplice. 

Ch. • Mere accomplice? See! 

[PtMng on LtJITOLFO^S pest. 

Now, lady, am I true to my profession, 

Or one of these? 

You take Luitolfo’s place? 

Ch. Die for him. 

-2"^. Well done! increase. 

CX. How the people tany! 

; can’t be silentj I must speak: or sing — 
iow natural to sing now! 

Eu. 


Hush and prayl 
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We are to die; but* even I perceive 
'Tis not a very hard thing so to Sie. 

My cousin of the pale-blue tearful eyes, 

Poor Cesca, suffers more from one (Jay’s life 
With the stern husband; Tisbe’s heart goes forth 
Each evening after that wild son of hers, 

To track his thoughtless footstep tlirough tlie streets: 
How easy for them both to die like this! 

I am not sure that I could live as they. 

CA. Here they come, crowds 1 They pass the gatel 
Yes!— No!— 

One torch is in the courtyard. Here flock all. 

JSu, At least Luitolfo has escaped. What cries! 

CA. If they would drag one to the market-place, 
One might speak there! 

lai. List, list! 

CA. They mount the steps. 

thi Populace. 

CA. I killed the Provost! ^ 

TAe Populace [speaking logelAer.] 'Twas Chiappinp, 
friends! 

Our saviourl The best man at last as first! ^ 

He who first made us feel what chains we wore, 

He also strikes the blow that shatters them, 

He at last saves us — our best citizen! 

— Oh, have you. only courage to speak now? 

My eldest son was christened a year since 
‘‘Cino" to keep Chiappino’s name in mind — 

Cino, for shortness merely, you observe! 

The city’s in our hands. The guards are fled. 

Do you, the cause of all, come down — come up — 
Come out to counsel us, our chief, our king. 
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Whatever rewards you!* Choose youj own reward! 

The peril over, its revjard begins! 

Come and harangue us in the market-place! 

Eu. Chiappinol 

Ch. • Yes —I understand your eyes! 

You think I should have proniptlier disowned 
'I'his^deed with its strange unforeseen success, 

In favour of Luitolfo. But the peril, 

So far from ended, hardly seems begun. 

To-morrow, rather, wlien a calm succeeds, 
easily shall make him full apiends: 

And meantime — if we save them as they pray, 

And justify the deed by its effects? 

Eu, Yoti would, for worlds, yoif had denied at once. 
Ou I know my own intention, be assured! 

All’s well. Precede us, fellow-citizens! 


ACT II. 

The Mark(t-placc, Luitolfo in disguise fftingUng with the Popu- 
lace assembled opposite the Provost’s Palaee, 

1st T3y slander (to Luit.) You, a friend of Luitolfo’s? 
Then, your friend is vanished, — in all probability killed 
on the night that his patron the tyrannical Provost was 
loyally suppressed here, exactly a month ago, by our 
illustrious fellow-citizen, thrice-noble saviour, and new 
Provost that is like to be, this very morning, — Chiappino! 
Luii, He the new Provost? 

2nd, Up those steps will he go, and beneath yonder 
pillar stand, while Ogniben, the Pope’s legate from 
Ravenna, reads the new dignitaiys title to the people, 
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according to established custom :%r which reason, there 
is tlie assemblage you inquire afeout. 

LmL Chiappino — the late Provost’s successor? Im- 
possible! But tell me of that presently. What I would 
know first of all is, wherefore Luitolfb must so neces- 
sarily have been killed on that memorable night? . 

yd. You were Luitolfo’s friend? So was I Never, 
if you will credit me, did there exist so poor-spirited 
a milk-sop. He, with all the opportunities in \^e. 
world, furnished by daily converse with our oppressor, 
would not stir a finger to help us: and, when Chi:^p- 
pino rose in solitary majesty and . . . how does one 
go on saying? . . dealt the godlike blow, — this Luitolfa; 
not unreasonably feiring the indignation of an aroused 
and liberated people, fled precipitately. He may have' 
got trodden to death in the press at the soqth-east 
gate, when the Provost’s guards fled through it to 
Ravenna, with their wounded master, — if he did not 
rather hang himself under some hedge. 

LuiL Or why not simply have lain perdue in some*, 
quiet corner, — such as San Cassian(i, where his estate 
was, — receiving daily intelligence from some sure friend^ 
meanwhile, as to the turn matters were taking here — 
how, for instance, the Provost was not dead, alter all, 
only wounded — or, as to-day’s news would seem to 
prove, how Chiappino was not Brutus the Elder, after 
all, only the new Provost — and thus Luitolfd be 
enabled to watch a favourable opportunity for return* 
ingf Might it not have been so? 

Srd, Why, he may have taken that care of himself, 
certainly, for he came of a cautious stock. I’ll tell 
you how his uncle, just such another gingerly treader 
on tiptoes with finger on lip, — how he met his death 
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in the great plague-year; dico vobis! tHcaring that the 
seventeenth house in a certain street was infected, he 
calculates to pass it in safety by taking plentiful breath, 
say, when he shall arrive at the eleventh house; then 
scouring by, holding that breath, till he be got so far 
on the other side as number twenty-three, and thus 
( lude^the danger — And so did he begin; but, as he 
arrived at thirteen, we will say, — thinking to improve 
on his precaution by putting up a little prayer to St. 
f^epomucene of PragudJ this exhausted so much of his 
!||jngs’ reserve, that at sixteen it •was clean spent, — 
consequently at the fatal seventeen he inhaled with a 
vigour and persistence enough to syck you any latent 
venom out of the heart of a stone — Ha, hal 
LuiL (If I had not lent that man the money 

he wanted last spring, I should fear this bitterness 
was attributable to me.) Luitolfo is dead then, one 
may concluded 

Why, he had a house here, and a woman to 
whom he was affianced; and as they both pass naturally 
to the new Provost, fcis friend and heir . . • 

LmL Ah, I suspected you of imposing on me with 
your pleasantry! 1 know Chiappino better. 

1st. (Our friend has the bile! After all, I do not 
dislike finding somebody vary a little this general 
gape of admiration at Chiappino’s glorious qualities.) 
Pray, how much may you Joiow of what has taken 
place in Faenza since that memorable nights 
Luit. It is most to the purpose, that I know Chiap- 
pino to have been by profession a hater of that very 
office of Provost, you now charge him with proposing 
to accept 

1 st. Sir, ril tell you. That night was indeltd memor- 
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able, up we ros6, a mass of us, men, women, chil- 
dren; out fled the guards with the body of the tyrant; 
we were to defy the world: but, next grey morning, 
‘*What will Rome say?” began everybody. You know 
we are governed by Ravenna, which is governed by 
Rome. And quietly into the town, by the Ravenna 
road, comes on miileback a portly j^ersonagc, OgAiben 
byname, with the quality of Pontifical Legate; trots 
briskly through the streets humming a ‘‘ Cur fremuere 
gentes,'^ and makes directly for the Provost’s Palace — 
there it faces you. ^‘‘One Messer Chiappino is youy 
leader? I have known three-and- twenty leaders of re- 
volts!” (laughing gently to himself) — ‘‘Give me the 
help of your arm from my mule to yonder steps under 
the pillar — So! And now, my revolters and good 
friends, what do you want? The guards burst into 
Ravenna last night bearing your wounded Provost; 
and, having had a little talk with him, I take on my- 
self 'to come and try appease the disorderliness, be- 
fore Rome, hearing of it, resort to another method: 
'tis I come, and not another, fromoa certain love I con- 
fess to, of composing differences. So, do you under- 
stand, you are about to experience this unheard-of 
tyranny from me, that there shall be no herftling nor 
hanging, no confiscation nor exile: I insist on your 
simply pleasing yourselves. And now, pray, what does 
please you? To live without any government at all? 
Or having decided for one, to see its minister mur- 
dered by the first of your body that chooses to find 
himself wronged, or disposed for reverting to first 
principles and a justice anterior to all institutions, — 
and so will you carry matters, that the rest of the 
world must at length unite and put down such a den 
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of wild beastsi As for vengeance dn what has just 
taken place, — once fof all, the wounded man assures 
me he cannot conjecture who struck him; and this so 
earnestly, that one may be sure he knows perfectly 
well what intimate acquaintance could find admission 
to speak with him late last evening. I come not for 
vengdhnce therefore, but from pure curiosity to hear 
ftkat you will do next” And thus he ran on, on, 
easily and volubly, till he seemed to arrive quite na- 
turally at the praise of law, order, and paternal govern- 
ment by somebody from rather t distance. All our 
citizens were in the snare, and about to be friends 
with so congenial an adviser; but tj;iat Chiappiho sud- 
denly stood forth, spoke out indignantly, and set 
things right again. 

LuiL Do you see? I recognise him there 1 

3 rd. Ay but, mark you, at the end of Chiappino’s 
longest period in praise of a pure republic, — “And by 
whom do I desire such a government should be ad- 
ministered, perhaps, but by one like yourself?” — re- 
turns the Legate: thereupon speaking for a quarter of 
an hour together, on the natural and only legitimate 
government by the best and wisest. And it should 
seem there was soon discovered to be no such vast 
discrepancy at bottom between this and Chiappino's 
theory, place but each in its proper light “Oh, are 
you there?” quotli Chiappino: “Ay, in that, I agree,”* 
returns Chiappino: and so oil 

LuiL But did Chiappino cede at once to this? 

ui. Why, not altogether at once. For instance, he 
said that the difference between him and all his fel- 
lows was, that they seemed all washing to be kings in 
one or another way, — “whereas what right ” asked he, 



ZS 


A soul's tragedy. 


"has any man to wish to be superior to another?"—^ 
whereat, "Ah, sir,” answers tRe Legate, "this is the 
death of me, so often as I expect something is really 
going to be revealed to us by you p learer-secrs, deeper- 
thinkers — this — that your right-hand (to speak by a 
figure) should be found taking up the weapon it dis- 
played so ostentatiously, not to destroy any dragon in 
our path, as was prophesied, but simply to cut off its 
own fellow left-hand: yourself set about attacking 
yourself. For see now! Here are you who, I make 
sure, glory exceediftgly in knowing the noble nature 
of the soul, its divine impulses, and so forth; and 
with such a knowledge you stand, as it were, armed to 
encounter the natural doubts and fears as to that 
same inherent nobility, which are apt to waylay us, 
the weaker ones, in the road of life. And when we 
look eagerly to see them fall before you, lo, round 
you wheel, only the left-hand gets the blow; one proof 
of the soul's nobility destroys simply another proof, 
quite as good, of the same, for you are found deliver- 
ing an opinion like this I Why, What is this perpetual 
yearning to exceed, to subdue, to be better than, and 
a king over, one's fellows, — all that you so disclaim, — 
but the very tendency yourself are most proud of, and 
under another form, would oppose to it, — only in a 
lower stage of manifestation 1 You don't want to be 
vulgarly superior to your fellows after their poor 
fashion — to have me hold solemnly up your gown's 
tail, or hand you “an express of the last importance 
from the Pope, with all these bystanders noticing how 
unconcerned you look the while: but neither does our 
gaping friend, the burgess yonder, want the other kind 
of kingship, that consists in understanding better than 
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his fellows this and similar points 6f human nature, 
nor to roll under his tongue this sweeter morsel still, 
— the feeling that, through immense philosophy, he 
does no/ feel, he rather thinks, above you and me*” 
And so chatting, they glided off arm-in-arm. 

Zut/. And the result is . . 

is/^ Why that, a month having gone by, the in- 
domitable Chiappino, marrying as he will Luitolfo's 
love — at all events succeeding to Luitolfo’s wealth — 
becomes the first inhabitant of Facnza, and a proper 
^spirant to the Provostship; which we assemble here 
to see conferred on him this morning. The Legate's 
Guard to clear the way! He wnll follow presently. 

Ztt//. itvithdrawing a little.) I un&erstand the drift 
of Eulalia's communications less than ever. Yet she 
surely said, in so many words, that Chiappino was in 
urgent danger: wherefore, disregarding her injunction 
to continue in my retreat and await the result of, 
what she called, some experiment yet in process — I 
hastened here wfthout her leave or knowledge: what 
could I else? But if, this they say be true — if it were 
for such a purpose, she and Chiappino kept me away 
... Oh, no, no! I must confront him and her before 
I believe (this of them. And at the word, seel 

Enter Chiappino and Eulalia. 

Eu. Wg part here, then? The change in your prin- 
ples would seem to be complete. 

CE Now, why refuse to see that in my present 
mrse I change no principles, only re-adapt them and 
ore adroitly? I had despaired of, what you may 
il the material instruraent^ity of life; of ever bein,g 
pie to rightly operate on mankind through such a 
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deranged machiner)' as the existing modes of govern- 
ment: but now, if I suddenly discover how to inform 
these perverted institutions with fresh purpose, bring 
the functionary limbs once more into immediate com- 
munication with, and subjection to, the soul I am 
about to bestow on them — do you see? Why should 
one desire to invent, as long as it remains possible to 
renew and transform? When all further hope of the 
old organization shall be extinct, then, I ^ant you, it 
may be time to try and create another. 

£u. And there bsing discoverable some hope yet ^ 
the hitherto much-abused old system of absolute govern- 
ment by a Provost here, you mean to take your time 
about endeavouring to realize those visions of a per- 
fect State, we once heard of? 

CA. Say, I would fain realize my conception of a 
palace, for instance, and that there is, abstractedly, 
but a single way of erecting one perfectly. Here, in 
the market-place is my allotted building-ground; here 
I stand without a stone to lay, or a labourer to help 
me, — stand, too, during a short tday of life, close on 
which the night comes. On the other hand, circum- 
stances suddenly offer me (turn and see it) the old 
Provost’s house to experiment upon — ruinous, if you 
please, wrongly constructed at the beginning, and 
ready to tumble now. But materials abound, , a crowd 
of workmen offer their services; here, exists yet a Hall 
of Audience of originally noble proportions, there a 
Guest-chamber of symmetrical design enough: and I 
may restore, enlarge, abolish or unite these to heart’s 
content. Ought I not make the best of such an op- 
portunity, rather than continue to gaze disconsolately 
with folded arms on the flat pavement here, while the 
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un goes slowly down, Wer to rise ftgainl Since you 
:annot understand thi| nor me, it is better we should 
KUrt as you desire. 

Eu* So, the love breaks away too! 

Ch* No, rather ray souFs capacity for love widens 
—needs more than one object to content it, — and, 
yeingi better instructed, will not persist in seeing all 
he component parts of love in what is only a single 
)arl:, — nor in fii|ding that so many and so various 
oves, are all united in the love of a woman, — mani- 
old uses in one instrument, the savage has his 
word, sceptre and idol, all in one club-stick. Love 
s a very compound thing. The intellectual part of 
ny love I shall give to men, the Aighty dead or the 
llustrious living; and determine to call a mere sensual 
nstinct by as few fine names as possible. What do I 
osel 

Eu. Nay, I only think, what do I lose? and, one 
nore word — which shall complete my instruction — 
ioes friendship go too? What of Luitolfo, the author 
>f your present prosperity? 

Ch, How the author? — 

Eu, That blow now called yours . . . 

Ch. Struck without principle or purpose, as by a 
)]ind natural operation: yet to which all my thought 
ind life directly and advisedly tended. I would have 
struck it, and could not; he would have done his ut- 
nost to avoid striking it, yet did so. I dispute his 
ight to . that deed of mine — a final action with him, 
rom the first effect of which he fled away,!r— a mere 
irst step with me, on which I base a whole mighty 
uperstructure of good to follow. Could he get good 
rom it? 
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Eu. So we process, so we perfonnl 

Enter Ogniben. Eulai-Za stands apart. 

Ognu I have seen three-and-twenty leaders of re- 
volts? By your leave, sirl Perform? What does the 
lady say of performing? 

Ou Only the trite saying, that we must not trust 
profession, only performance. 

Ogni. She’ll not say that, sir, when she knows you 
longer; you’ll instruct her better. E^cr judge of men 
by their professions! For though the bright moment 
of promising is buC a moment and cannot be pro- 
longed, yet, if sincere in its moment’s extravagant 
goodness, why, tn^st it and know the man by it, I say 
— not by his performance; which is half the world’s 
work, interfere as the world needs must, with its ac- 
cidents and circumstances: the profession was purely 
the man’s own. I judge people by what they might 
be, — not are, nor will be. 

Ch. But have there not been found, too, performing 
natures, not merely promising? 

Ognu Plenty. Little Bindo of ORr town, for instance, 
promised his friend, great ugly Masaccio, once, “I will 
repay you!” — for a favour done him. So, when his 
father came to die, and Bindo succeeded to the in- 
heritance, h^ sends straightway for Masaccio and shares 
all with him — gives him half the land, half the money, 
half the kegs of wine in the cellar. ‘*Good,” say you: 
and it is good. But bad little Bindo found himself 
possessor of all }his wealth some five years before — 
on the happy night when Masaccio procured him that 
interview in the garden with his pretty cousin Lisa— 
instead of being the beggar he then was, — I am bound 
to believe that in the warm moment of promise he 
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Would have given away all the wing-kegs and all the 
money and all the lan|^, and only reserved to himself 
some hut on a hili-top hard by, whence he might 
spend his life in looking and seeing his friend enjoy 
himself: he meant fully that much, but the world inter- 
fered. — To our business! Did I understand you just 
now ^itliin-doors? You are not going to marry your 
old friend^s love, after alii 

I must have a woman that can sympathize with, 
and appreciate me, I told you. 

^ Ogm\ Oh, I remember! you,^ the greater nature, 
needs must have a lesser one ( — avowedly lesser — 
contest with you on that score would never do) — such 
a nature must comprehend you, as th*e phrase is, accom- 
pany and testify of your greatness from point to point 
onward. Why, that were being not merely as great as 
yourself, but greater considerably! Meantime, might 
not the more bounded nature as reasonably count on 
your appreciation of it, ratherl — on your keeping close 
by it, so far as you both go together, and then going 
on by yourself as Jfar as you pleasel Thus God 
serves us. 

O. And yet a woman tiiat could understand the 
whole of me, to whom I could reveal alike the strength 
and the weakness— 

Ogni, Ah my friend, wish for nothing so foolish! 
Worship your love, give her the best of you to see; 
be to her like the western lands (they bring us such 
strange news of) to the Spanish Court; send her oply 
your lumps of gold, fans of feathers, your spirit-like 
birds, and fruits and gems! So shall yOii, what is 
unseen of you, be supposed altogether a jmadise by 
her, — as these western lands by Spain: though I war- 

Jialeri Bronmhtj:^ I. J 
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rant there is red babodns, ugly reptiles and 

squalor enough, which they bring Spain as few samples 
of as possible. Do you want your mistress to respect 
your body generally? Offer her your mouth to kiss: 
don't strip off your boot and put your foot to her lips I 
You understand my humour by this time? I help men 
to carry out their own principles: if they please to say 
two and two make five, I assent, so they will but go 
on and say, four and four make ten. 

Ch, But these are my private affairs; what I desire 
you to occupy yoursflf about, is my public appearance 
presently: for when the people hear that I am appointed 
Provost, though you and I may thoroughly discern — 
and easily, too — tlTe right principle at bottom of such 
a movement, and how my republicanism remains 
thoroughly unaltered, only takes a form of expression 
hitherto commonly judged (and heretofore by myself) 
incompatible with its existence, — when thus I reconcile 
myself to an old form of government instead of pro- 
posing a new one . . . 

OgnL Why, you must deal wth people broadly. 
Begin at a distance from this matter and say>— New 
truths, old truths! sirs, there is nothing new possible 
to be revealed to us in the moral world ; we know all 
we shall ever know: and it*^is for simply reminding 
us, by their various respective expedients, how we do 
know this and the other matter, that men get called 
prophets, poets and the like. A philosopher's life is 
spent in discovering that, of the half-dozen truths he 
knew when a child, such an one is a lie, as the world 
states it in set terms; and then, after a weary lapse of 
years, and plenty of hard-thinking, it becomes a truth 
again after all, as he happens to newly consider it and 



A soul’s IRAGEDV. 


00 


view it in a different relation with tJie others; and so 
he restates it, to the tonfusion of somebody else in 
good time. As for adding to the original stock of 
truths, — impossible!, Thus, you see the expression of 
them is the grand business: — you have got a truth in 
your head about the right way of governing people, 
and ybu took a mode of expressing it which now you 
confess to be imperfect. But what then? There is 
truth in falsehood, falsehood in truth. No man ever 
mid one great truth, that I know, without the help of 
a good dozen of lies at least, g?nerally unconscious 
ones. And as when a child comes in breathlessly and 
relates a strange story, you try to oonjecture from the 
very falsities in It, what the reality was, — do not con- 
clude that he saw nothing in the sky, because he as- 
suredly did not see a flying horse there as he says, — 
so, through the contradictory expression, do you see, 
men should look painfully for, and trust to arrive 
eventually at, what you call the true principle at bot- 
tom. Ah, what an answer is there! to what will it not 
prove applicable!— -^'Contradictions? Of course there 
were ” say you! 

Ch, Syll, the world at large may call it inconsistency, 
and what shall I urge in reply? 

Ogm\ Why, look you, when they tax you with tergi- 
versation or duplicity, you may answer — you begin to 
perceive that, when all’s done and said, both great 
parties in the State, the advocators of change in the 
present system of things, and the opponents oi it, 
patriot and anti-patriot, are found working together 
for the common good; and that in the midst of their 
efforts for and against its progress, the world somehow 
or other still advances: to which result they Contribute 
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in equal proportions, those who spend their life in 
pushing it onward, as those who give theirs to the 
business of pulling it back. Now, if you found the 
world stand still between the opposite forces, and were 
glad, I should conceive you: but it steadily advances, 
you rejoice to seel By the side of such a rejoicer, 
the man who only winks as he keeps cunning and^juiet, 
and says, “Let yonder hot-headed fellow fight out my 
battle! I, for one, shall win in the end by the blows 
he gives, and which I ought to be giving’’ — even he 
seems graceful in hiy avowal, wlien one considers tha/‘ 
he might say, “I shall win quite as much by the blows 
our antagonist giv^es him, blows from which he saves 
me — I thank the antagonist equally!” Moreover, you 
may enlarge on the loss of the edge of party-animosity 
with age and experience . . . 

Ck. And naturally time must wear off such asperities: 
the bitterest adversaries get to discover certain points 
of similarity between each other, common sympathies 
— do they not? 

Ogni, Ay, had the young David but sat first to dine 
on his cheeses with the Philistine, he had soon dis- 
covered an abundance of such common sympathies. 
He of Gath, it is recorded, was born of a father and, 
mother, had brothers and sisters like another man, — 
they, no more than the sons of Jesse, were used to 
eat each other. But, for the sake of one broad anti- 
pathy that had existed from the beginning, David slung 
the stone, cut off the giant’s head, made a spoil of it, 
and after ate his cheeses alone, with the better appetite, 
for all I can learn. My friend, as you, with a quickened 
eye-sight, go on discovering much good on the worse 
side, remember that the same process should proper- 
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tionably magnify and demonstrate to you the much 
more good on the baiter sidel And when I profess 
no sympathy for the Goliahs of our lime, and you ob- 
ject that a large nature should sympathize with every 
form of intelligence, and see the good in it, however 
limited— I answer, “So I do; but preserve the propor- 
tions *of my sympathy, however finelier or widelier I 
may extend its action," I desire to be able, with a 
quickened eye-sight, to descry beauty in corruption 
where others see foulness only; but I hope I shall also 
Voiitinue to see a redoubled beauty in the higher 
forms of matter, where already everybody sees no 
foulness at all. I must retain, tO(j, my old power of 
selection, and choice of appropriation, to apply to such 
new gifts; else they only dazzle instead of enlightening 
me. God has bis archangels and consorts with them: 
though he made too, and intimately sees what is good 
in, the worm. Observe, I speak only as you profess 
to think and so ought to speak: I do justice to your 
own principles, that is all. 

Ch. But you very well know that the two parties do, 
on occasion, assume each other's characteristics. What 
more disgusting, for instance, than to see how promptly 
the newly emancipated slave will adopt, in his own 
favour, the very measures of precaution, which pressed 
soreliest on himself as institutions of the tyranny he 
has just escaped from? Do the classes, hitherto with- 
out opinion, get leave to express it? there follows a 
confederacy immediately, from which — exercise your 
individual right atnd dissent, and woe be to you! 

Ogni, And a journey over the sea to youl That is 
the generous way. Cry — “Emancipated slaves, the 
first excess, and off I go!" The first lime a poor devil, 
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who has been baiftinadoed steadily his whole life long, 
finds himself let alone and able^to legislate, so, begins 
pettishly, while he rubs his soles, ^^Woe be to whoever 
brings anything in the shape of a stick this way!'^ — 
you, rather than give up the very innocent pleasure 
of carrying one to switch flies with, — you go away, to 
everybody's sorrow. Yet you were quite reconciled to 
staying at home while the governors used to pass, 
every now and then, some such edict as ‘‘Let no man 
indulge in owning a stick which is not thick enougli 
to chastise our slaves, if need require!^’ Well, therrf 
are pre-ordained hierarchies among us, and a profane 
vulgar subjected ty a different law^ altogether; yet I 
am rather sorry you should see it so clearly: for, do 
you know what is to — all but save you at the Day of 
Judgment, all you men of genius'? It is this; that, 
while you generally began by pulling down God, and 
went on to the end of your life, in one effort at setting 
up your own genius in his pLace, — still, the last, bit- 
terest concession wrung with the utmost unwillingness 
from Ihe experience of the very loftiest of you, was in- 
variably — would one think it? — that the rest of man- 
kind, down to the lowest of the mass, stood not, nor 
ever could stand, just on a level and equjflity with 
yourselves. .That will be a point in the favour of all 
such, I hope and believe. 

CL Why, men of genius arc usually charged, I think, 
with doing just the reverse; and at once acknowledg- 
ing the natural inequality of mankind, by themselves 
participating in the universal craving after, and de- 
ference to, the civil distinctions which represent it. 
You wonder they pay such undue respect to titles and 
badges of superior rank. 
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OgnL Not I (alwa)^ on your own show- 

ing, be it noted!) Who doubts that, with a weapon 
to brandish, a man is the more formidable? Titles and 
badges are exercised as such a weapon, to which you 
and I look up wistfully. We could pin lions with it 
moreover, while in its present owner’s hands it hardly 
prods’ rats. Nay. better than a mere weapon of easy 
mastery and obvious use, it is a mysterious divining 
rod that may serve us in undreamed-of ways. Beauty, 
strength, intellect — men often have none of these, and 
'yet conceive pretty accurately vvhftt kind of advantages 
they would bestow on the possessor. We know at 
least what it is we make up our miiid to forego, and so 
can apply the fittest substitute in our power. Wanting 
beauty, we cultivate good humour; missing wit, we get 
riches: but the mistic unimaginable operation of that 
gold collar and string of Latin names which suddenly 
turned poor stupid little peevish Cecco of our town 
into natural lord of the best of us — a Duke, he is now 
— there indeed is a virtue to be reverenced! 

Ay, by the t^ulgar: not by Messere Stiatfa the 
poet, who pays more assiduous court to him than any* 
body. ^ 

What else should Stiatta pay court to? He 
has talent, not honour and riches: men naturally covet 
what they have not. 

No, or Cecco wmi|d covet talent, which he has 
not, whereas he covets more riches, of which he has 
plenty, already. 

Ogm: Because a purse adddd to a pme makes the 
holder twice as rich: but just^uch another talent as 
Stiatta’s, added to what he now possesses, what would 
‘that profit him? Give the talent a purse indeed, to do 
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something with! '^But lo, how we keep the good people 
waiting! t only desired to do justice to the noble 
sentiments which animate you, and which you are too 
modest to duly enforce. Come, to our main business: 
shall we ascend the steps? I am going to propose you 
for Provost to the people; they know your antecedents, 
and will accept you with a joyful unanimity: whereon 
I confirm their choice. Rouse up! Arc you nerving 
yourself to an effort? Beware the disaster of Messere 
Stiatta we were talking of! ‘who, determining to keep* 
an equal mind and •constant face on whatever migh! 
be the fortune of his last new poem with our towns- 
men, heard too plainly “hiss, hiss, hiss,'^ increase every 
moment Till at last the man fell senseless: not per- 
ceiving that the portentous sounds had all the while 
been issuing from between his own nobly Clenched 
teeth, and nostrils narrowed by resolve. 

CL Do you begin to throw off the mask? — to Jest 
with me, having got me effectually into your trap? 

Ognu Where is the trap, my friend? You hear whai 
I engage to do, for my part: you,*^for yours, have only 
to fulfil your promise made just now within doors, of 
professing unlimited obedience to Rome's au^ority in 
my person. And I shall authorize no more "than the 
simple re-estjiblishment of the Provostship and the con- 
ferment of its privileges upon yourself: the only novel 
stipulation being a birth of the peculiar circumstances 
of the time. 

CL And that stipulation? 

Ognh Just the obvious one^ — that in the event of 
the discovery of the actual assailant of the late Pro- 
vost , . , 

CL Hal 
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Ognu Why, he shall suffer the pr?>per penalty, of 
course; what did you Cxpectl 

Ck* Who heard of this! 

Ogm, Rather, who needed to hear of thisi 

CL Can it be, the popular rumour never reached 
yen . . . 

OgnL Many more such rumours reach me, friend, 
than I choose to receive; those which wait longest 
have best chance. Has the present one sufficiently 
waited? Now is its time for entry with effect. See the 
good people crowding about yoAder palace-steps — 
which vve may not have to ascend, after all! My good 
friends! (nay, two or three of you mill answer every 
purpose)— who was it fell upon and proved nearly the 
death of your late Provost? His successor desires to 
hear, that his day of inauguration may be graced by 
the act of prompt, bare justice we all anticipate. Who 
dealt the blow that night, does anybody know? 

IahYoI/o. \commg fonvard?i I! 

AIL Luitolfo! 

Luil. I avow the Seed, justify and approve it, and 
stand forth now, to relieve my friend of an unearned 
responsibility. Having taken thought, I am grown 
stronger: I shall shrink from nothing that awaits me. 
Nay, Chiappino — we are friends still: I dare say there 
is some proof of your superior nature in this starting 
aside, strange as it seemed at first. So, they tell me, 
my horse, is of the right stock, because a shadow in 
the path frightens him into a frenzy, makes him dash 
my brains out. I understand only the dull millers way 
of standing stockishly, plodding soberly, suffering on 
occasion a blow or two with due patience. 

Eu. I was determined to justify my cbofce, Chiap- 
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pitto; to let Lui&lfo's nature vindicate itself. Hence- 
forth we are undivided, whatever be our fortune. 

Ogm\ Now, in these last ten minutes of silence, what' 
have I been doing, deem you? Putting the finishing 
stroke to a homily of mine, I have long taken thought 
to perfect, on the text, “Let whoso thinketh hestandeth, 
take heed lest he fall.” To your house, Luitolfol Still, 
silent, my patriotic friend? Well, that is a good sign 
however. And you will go aside for a time? That is 
better still. I understand: it would be easy for you 
to die of remorse h%re on the spot and shock us all, 
but you mean to live and grow worthy of coming back 
to us one day. There, I will tell everybody; and you 
only do right to believe you must get better as you 
get older. All men do so: they are worst in child- 
hood, improve in manhood, and get ready in old age 
for another world. Youth, with its beauty and grace, 
w^ould seem bestowed on us for some such reason as 
to make us partly endurable till we have time for really 
becoming so of ourselves, without their aid; when they 
leave us. The sweetest child all smile on for his 
pleasant want of the whole world to break up, or suck 
in his mouth, seeing no other good in it— would be 
rudely handled by that world’s inhabitants,’ if he re- 
tained those angelic infantine desires when he had 
grown six feet high, black and bearded. But, little 
by little, he sees fit to forego claim after claim on the 
world, puts up with a less and less share of its good 
as his proper portion; and when the octogenarian asks 
barely a sup of gruel and a fire of diy sticks, and 
thanks you as for his full allowance and right ini the 
common good of life, — hoping nobody may murder 
him, — he who began by asking and expecting the 
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whole of us to bow down in worship Ho him, — why, I 
say he is advanced, fay onward, very far, nearly out 
of sight like our friend Chiappino yonder. And now 
— (ay, good-bye to you! He turns round the north- 
west gate: going to Lugo again? Good-bye!) — And 
now give thanks to God, the keys of the Provost’s 
palace to me, and yourselves to profitable meditation 
at home! I have known /Var-and-twenty leaders of 
revolts. 
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ACT I. 

M Q^lriNG. 

Bkaccio, as dkiaiing to his Sectetary; PucciO ikanding by . 

Brae. [U Puc.] Then, you join battle in an hour? 
Puc. Not I; 

Luria, the captain. 

Brae, [to the Sec.] “In an hour, the battle.” 

[To Puc.| Sir, let your eye Tun o*er this loose digest, 

And see if very much of your report 

Have slipped away through my civilian phrase. 

Does this instruct the Signory aright 
How array stands witR army? 

Puc. [takin'f; the paper ^ All seems here: 

—That Lijria, seizing with our citjr’s force 
The several points of vantage, hill and plain, 

Shuts Pisa safe from help on cverjr^ide, 

And, baffling the Lucchese arrived tpo late, 

Must, in the battle he delivers now, 

Beat her best troops and first of cliiefs. 

Brae. So sure? 

Tiburzio's a consummate captain tool 
Puc. Luria holds Pisans fortune in his hand. 

Brae, [/o the Sec.] “The Signory hold Pisa in their 
hand ” 
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Your own proved soldiership’s our warrant, sir: 

So, while my secretary ends hiS task, 

Have out tw^o horsemen, by the open roads, 

To post with it to Florence! 

Puc, [returning ike paper. '] All seems here; 

Unless . . . Ser Braccio, ’tis my last report! 

Since Pisa’s outbreak, and my overthrow, 

And Luria’s hastening at the city’s call 
To save her, as he only could, no doubt; 

Till now that she is saved or sure to be, — 

“Whatever you tell Florence, I tell you: 

Each day’s note you, her Commissary, make 
Of Luria’s movements, I myself supply. 

No youngster am I longer, to my cost; 

Therefore while Florence gloried in her choice 
And vaunted Luria, whom but Luria, still. 

As if zeal, courage, prudence, conduct, faith, 

Had never met in any man before, 

I saw no pressing need to swell the cry. 

But now, this last report and I have done — 

So, ere to-night comes with its fbar of praise, 

’Twere not amiss if some one old i’ the trade^' 
Subscribed with, “True, for once rash counsel’s best. 
**Th[s Moor of the bad faith and doubtful race, 

‘‘This boy to whose untried sagacity, 

“Raw valour, Florence trusts without reserve 
“The charge to save her, — justifies her choice; 

“In no point has this stranger failed his friends: 
“Now praise!” I say this, and it is not here. 

Brae* [to /A^Sec.] Write, ^Puccio, superseded in the 
charge, 

“By Luria, bears full witness to his worth, 

“And no reward our Signory can give 
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Their champion but hell back it cheWully/’ 

Aught morel Five minutes hence, both messengers! 

[PUCCIO gOfS. 

Brae* \a/ier a pause ^ and while he slowly tears the 
paper into shreds^ 

I think . . . (pray God,T hold in fit contempt 
This warfare's noble art and ordering, 

And, — once the brace of prizers fairly matched, 
Poleaxe with poleaxe, knife with knife as good,— 

Spit properly at what men term their skill!—) 

Yet here I think our fighter has thft odds. 

With Pisa's strength diminished thus and thus, 

Such points of vantage in our handstand such, 

Lucca still of! the stage, too, — all’s assured: 

Luria must win this battle. Write the Court,,. 

That Luria’s trial end and sentence pass! 

Sec. Patron, — 

Brae. Ay, Lapo? 

Sec. If you trip, I fall; 

'Tis in self-interest I speak — 

Brae. • Nay, nay, 

You overshoot the mark, my Lapo! Nay! 

When did^I say pure love’s impossible*! 4, 

I make you daily write those red cheeks thin, 

Load your young brow with what cpnceins it least, 
And, when we visit Florence, let you pace 
The Piazza by my side as if we talked, 

Where all your old acquaintances may see: 

You’d die for me, I should not be surprised. 

Now then! 

Sec. Sir, look about and love yourself! 

Step after step, Ae Signory and you 
Tread gay till this tremendous point’s to pass; 

Hoberi Browning;. /, a 
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Which, pass n6t, pass not, ere you ask yourself, — 
Bears the brain steadily such 'draughts of fire. 

Or too delicious may not prove the pride 
Of this long secret trial you dared plan, 

Dare execute, you solitary here, 

With the grey-headed toothless fools at home, 

Who think themselves your lords, such slaves are they? 
If they pronounce this sentence as you bid, 

Declare the treason, claim its penalty, — 

And sudden out of all the blaze of life, 

On the best minufc of his brightest day, 

From that adoring army at his back, 

Thro' Florence' joyous crowds before his face, 

Into the dark you beckon Luria. . . 

Brae. Then — 

Why, Lapo, when the fighting-people vaunt, 

We of the other craft and mystery. 

May we not smile demure, the danger past? 

Sec. Sir, no, no, no, — the danger, and your spirit 
At watch and ward? Where's danger on your part, 
With that thin flitting instantaneous steel 
'Gainst the blind bull-front of a brute-force world? 

If Luria, that's to perish sure as fate, 

Should have been really guiltless after all? 

Brae. Ah, you have thought that? 

Here I sit, your scribe 

And in and out goes Luria, days and nights; 

This Puccio comes; the Moor his other friend, 
Husain; they talk— all that's feigned easily; 

He speaks (I would not listen if I could), 

Reads, orders, counsels:— but he rests sometimes,— 

I see him stand and eat, sleep stretched an hour 
On the lynx-skins, yonder; hold his bared black arms 
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Into the sun from the tent-opening; itugh 
When his horse drops the forage from his teeth 
And neighs to hear him hum his Moorish songs. " 
That man believes in Florence, as the saint 
Tied to the wheel believes in God. 

Brae. How strange! 

You too have thought that! 

Sec. Do but you think too, 

And all is saved! I only have to write, 

‘‘The man seemed false awhile, proves true at last*, 
“Bury it” ... so I write the Sign^ry . . , 

“Bury this trial in your breast for ever, 

“Blot it from things or done or dreamed about! 

“So Luria shall receive his meed to-day 
“With no suspicion what reverse was near, — 

“As if no meteoric finger hushed 
“I'he doomed-word just on the destroyers lip, 
“Motioned him off, and let life's sun fall straight.” 
Brae, [iaoks io the wail of the tent.'l Did he draw tliat? 
Sec. With charcoal, when the watch 

Made the report at ftiid night; Lady Domizia 
Spoke of the unfinished Duomo, you remember; 

'Fhat is ^jis fancy how a Moorish front 
Might join to, and complete, the body, — a sketch, — 
And again where the cloak hangs, yonder in the shadow. 
Brae. He loves that woman. 

‘Skr. She is sent the spy 

Of Florence, — spies on you as you on him: 

Florence, if only for Domizia's sake, 

Is surely safe. What shall I writel 
Brae. I 

A Moorish front, nor of such ill design! 
l^apo, there's one thing plajn and positive; 
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: Man seeks his oWn good at the whole world's cost 
What? If to lead our troops, stand forth our chiefs, 
And hold our fate, and see us at their beck, 

Yet render up the charge when peace return, 

Have ever proved too much for Florentines, 

Even for the best and bravest of ourselves — 

If in the struggle when the soldier’s sword 
Should sink its point before the statist’s pen, 

And the calm head replace the violent hand, 

Virtue on virtue still have fallen away 
Before ambition with unvarying fate, 

Till Florence’ self at last in bitterness 
Be forced to own, such falls the natural end, 

And, sparing further to expose her sons 
To a vain strife and profitless disgrace, 

Declare, “The foreigner, one not my child, 

“Shall henceforth lead my troops, reach height by height 
^*The glory, then descend into the shame; 

“So shall rebellion be less guilt in him, 

“And punishment the easier task for me;” 

— If on the best of us such brand she set, 

Can I suppose an utter alien here, 

This Luria, our inevitable foe, 

Confessed a mercenary and a Moor, 

Bom free from many ties that bind the rest 
Of common faith in Heaven or hope on earth, 

No past with us, no future, — such a spirit 

Shall hold the path from which our staunchest broke, 

Stand firm where every famed precursor fell? 

My Lapo, I will frankly say, these proofs 
So duly noted of the man’s intent. 

Are for the doting fools at home, not me. 

The charges here, they may be true or false; 
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— What IS set down? Errors and oversights, 

A dallying interchange *of courtesies 

With Pisa’s General, — all that, hour by hour, 

Puccio’s pale discontent has furnished us, 

Of petulant speeches, inconsiderate acts, 

Now overhazard, overcaution now; 

Even that he loves this lady who believes 
She outwits Florence, and whom Florence posted 
By my procurement here, to spy on me, 

Lest I one minute lose her from my si^t — 

She who remembering her whole ftouse’s fall, 
That nest of traitors strangled in the birth, 

Now labours to make Luria (poor device 
As plain) the instrument of her revenge! 

— That she is ever at his ear to prompt 
Inordinate conceptions of his worth, 

Exorbitant belief in worth’s reward, 

And aft^r, when sure disappointment follows, 
Proportionable rage at such a wrong — 

Why, all these reasons, while I urge them most, 
Weigh with me less than least; as nothing weigh. 
Upon that broad raan’s-heart of his, I go: 

On what J know must be, yet while I live 
Shall Jkever be, because I live and know. 

Bru: e-force shall not rule Florence! Intellect 
May rule her, bad or good as chance supplies, — 
But intellect it shall be , pure if bad, 

And intellect’s tradition so kept up! 

Till the good come — ’twas intellect that ruled, 
Nof brute-force bringing from the battle-field 
The attributes of wisdom, foresight’s graces 
We lent it there to lure its grossness on; 

All which it took for earnest and kept safe 
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To show against *xis in our market-place, 

Just as the plumes and tags and swordsman's-gear 
(Fetched from the camp where, at their foolish best, 
When all was done they frightened nobody) 

Perk in our faces in the street, fojsooth, 

With our own warrant and allowance. No ! 

The whole procedure's overcharged, — its end 
In too strict keeping with the bad first step. 

To conquer Pisa was sheer inspiration? 

Well then, to perish for a single fault, 

Let that be simple jiistice! — There, my Lapo! 

A Moorish front ill suits our Duomo's body: 

Blot it out — and ^Jid Luria's sentence come! 

[Luria, 7vAo, with Domizia, has entered unobsen/ed at the 
close of the last phrase^ now advancing. 

And Luria, Luria, what of Luria now? 

Brae. Ah, you so close, sir? Lady Domizia too? 

I said it needs must be a busy moment 

For one like you; that you were now i' the thick 

Of your duties, doubtless, while we idlers sat . , . 

Lur. No — in that paper, — it wfis in that paper 
What you were saying! 

Brae, Oh— my day's dispatch! 

I censure you to Florence: will you see? ‘ 

Lur, See your dispatdi, your last, for the first time? 
Well, if I should, now? For in truth, Domizia, 

He would be forced to set about another, 

In his sly cool way, the true Florentine, 

To mention that important circumstance. 

So, while he wrote I should gain time, such time^ 

Do not send this! 

Brae, And wherefore? 

Lur» 


These Lucebese 
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Are not arrived — they never will arrive! 

And I must fight to-day^ arrived or not 
And I shall beat Tiburzio, that is sure: 

And then will be arriving his Lucchese, 

But slowly, oh so slowly, just in time 
To look upon my battle from the hills, 
like a late moon, of use to nobody! 

And I must break my battle up, send forth, 

Surround on this side, hold in check on that. 

Then comes to-morrow, we negotiate, 

You make me send for fresh instr^ptions home, 
incompleteness , incompleteness ? 

Brae. Ah, we scribes! 

■^rVhy, I had registered that very poiift, 

"JTe non-appearance of our foes' ally, 

As a most happy fortune; both at once 
Were formidable: singly faced, each falls. 

Lur. So, no great battle for my Florentines! 

No crowning deed, decisive and complete, 

For all of them, the simple as the wise, 

Old, young, alike, thgt do not understand 
Our wearisome pedantic art of war, 

By which we prove retreat may be success, 

Delay — btfst speed, — half loss, at times, — ^whole gain: 
They want results — as if it were their fault! 

And you, with warmest wish to be my friend, 

AVill not be able now to simply say 

“Your servant has performed his task — enough! 

“You ordered, he has executed; good! 

“Now walk the streets in holiday attire, 

“Congratulate your friends, till noon strikes fierce, 

“ Then form bright groups beneath the Duomo*s shade F' 
No, you will have to argue and explain, 
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€^ersuade them, ill is not so ill in the end, 

Tease, tire them out! Arrive, •arrive, Lucchese! 

Dorn. Well you will triumph for the past enough, 
Whatever be the present chance; no service 
Falls to the ground with Florence: she awaits 
Her saviour, will receive him fittingly. 

Lur. Ah Braccio, you know Florence I Will she, 
think you, 

Receive one . . . what means “fittingly receive”? 

— Receive compatriots, doubtless — I am none: 

And yet Domizia piomises so much! 

Brae, Kind women still give men a woman’s prize, 
I know not o’er \^ich gate most boughs will arch, 
Nor if the Square will wave red flags or blue. 

I should have judged, the fullest of rewards 
Our state gave Luria, when she made him chief 
Of her whole force, in her best captain’s place. 

Lur, That, ray reward? Florence on ray account 
Relieved Ser Puccio? — mark you, ray reward! 

And Puccio’s having all the fight’s true joyT- 
Goes here and there, gets close, tnay fight, himself, 
While I must order, stand aloof, o’ersee. \ 

That was my calling, there was my true place! 

I should have felt, in some one over me, 

Florence impersonate, my visible head, 

As I am over Puccio, — taking life 
Directly from her eye! They give me you: 

But do you aoss me, set me half to work? 

I enjoy nothing — though I will, for oncel 
Decide, shall we join battle? may I wait? « 

Brae. Let us compound the matter; wait till noon: 
Then, no arrival, — 

Lur. Ah, noon comes too fasti 
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1 wonder, do you guess why I delay * 

Involuntarily the final blow 

As long as possible? Peace follows it! 

Florence at peace, and the calm studious heads 
Come out again, the penetrating eyes; 

As if a spell broke, all resumed, each art 
You boast, more vivid that it slept awhile. 

’Gainst the glad heaven, o’er the white palace-front 
The interrupted scaffold climbs anew; 

The walls are peopled by the painter’s brush; 

The statue to its niche ascends toMwell. 

The present noise and trouble have retired 
And left the eternal past to rule onc^ more; — 

You speak fts speech and read its records plain, 
Greece livdi with you, each Roman breathes your 
friend: 

But Luria — where will then be Luria’s place? 

Dorn, Highest in honour, for that past’s own sake, 
Of which his actions, sealing up the sum 
By saving all that went before from week, 

Will range as part, \fith which be worshipped too. 
Lur, Then I may walk and watch yon in your 
^treets, 

Lead the smooth life my rough life helps no more, 

So different, so new, so beautiful-— 

Nc r fear that you will tire to see parade 
The club that slew the lion, now that crooks 
And shepherd-pipes come into use again? 

For very lone and silent seems my East 
In its drear vastness: still it spreads, and still 
No Braccios, no Domizias anywhere — 

Not ever morel— Well, well, to-day is ourst 
Dorn, [to Bkac.] Should he not have been one of us? 
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Not one of you, and so escape the thrill 
Of coming into you, of changing thus, — 

Feeling a soul grow on me that restricts 
The boundless unrest of the savage heart! 

The sea heaves up, hangs loaded o'er the land, 

Breaks there and buries its tumultuous strength; 
Horror, and silence, and a pause awhile: 

Lo, inland glides the gulf-stream, miles away, 

In rapture of assent, subdued and still, 

'Neath those strang^a banks, those unimagined skies. 
Well, 'tis not sure the quiet lasts for ever! 

Your placid headj still find rough hands new work; 
Some minutes' chance — there comes the need of mine; 
And, all resolved on, I too hear at last. 

Oh, you must find some use for me, Ser Braccio! 

You hold my strengtli; 'twere best dispose of it: 

What you created, see that you find food for — 

I shall be dangerous else! 

Brae, How dangerous, sir? 

Lur. There are so many ways^Domizia warns me, 
And one with half the power that I possess, 

Grows very formidable! Do you doubt? 

Why, first, who holds the army ... 

Donu While we talk, 

Morn wears; we keep you from your proper place, 

The field. 

Lur. Nay, to the field I move no more; 

My part is done, and Puccio's may begin: 

I cannot trench upon his province longer 
With any face. — You think yourselves so safe? 

Why see — in concert with Tiburzio, now — 

One could , • 
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Dorn, A trumpet! 

. Luf\ . My Lucchese at last! 

Arrived, as sure as Florence stands! Your leave! 

md. 

Dom* How plainly is true greatness charactered 
By such unconscious sport as Luria's here, 

Stiength sharing least the secret of itself! 

Be it with head that schemes or hand that acts, 

Such save the world which none but they could save, 
Yet think whate’er they did, that world could do. 
Brac» Yes: and how worthy notrp, that these same 
great ones 

In hand or head, with such unconscyusness 
And all its due entailed humility, 

Should never shrink, so far as I perceive, 

From taking up whatever tool there be 
Effects the whole world’s safety or mishap, 

Into their mild hands as a thing of course! 

Ihe statist finds it natural to lead 
The mob who might as easily lead him — 

The captain marshals»troops bom skilled in war — 
Statist and captain verily believe! 

While we poor scribes . . . you catch me thinking now, 
That I shSil in this very letter write 
W!)at none of you are able! To it, Lapo! 

(Domizia 

This last, worst, all-affected childish fit i 
Of Luria’s, this be-praised unconsciousness, 

Convinces me; the past was no child's play; 

It was a man beat Pisa, — not a child. 

All's mere dissimulation — to remove 

The fear, he best knows we should entertain. 

The utmost danger was at hand. Is't written J 
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Now make a duplicate, lest this should fail, 

And speak your fullest on the other side. 

S 0 C. I noticed he was busily repairing 
My half-effacement of his Duomo sketch, 

And, while he spoke of Florence, turned to it, 

As the Mage Negro king to Christ the babe. — 

I judge his childishness the mere relapse 
To boyhood of a man who has worked lately, 

And presently will work, so, meantime, plays: 
Whence, more than ever I believe in him. 

Brae, [a/kr a Jfhuse.] The sword! At best, the 
soldier, as he says, 

In Florence — thee black face, the barbarous name, 

For Italy to boast her show of the age, 

Her man of men! — To Florence with each letter! 


ACT IL 

NOON. * 

Born. Well, Florence, shall I reach thee, pierce thy 
heart , 

Thro* all its safeguards? Hate is said to help — 
Quicken the eye, invigorate the arm; 

And this my hate, made up of many hates, 

Might stand in scorn of visible instrument, 

And will thee dead: yet do I trust it not. 

Nor man*s devices nor Heaven*s memory 
Of wickedness forgot on earth so soon, 

But thy own nature, — hell and thee I trust, 

To keep thee constant in that wickedness, 

Where my revenge may meet thee. Turn aside 
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A single step, for ^atitude or shame, — 

Grace but this Luria, — this wild mass of rage 
I have prepared to launch against thee now, — 

With other payment than thy noblest found, — 

Give his desert for once its due reward, — 

AM past thee would my sure destruction roll 
But thou, who mad’st our House thy sacrifice, 

It cannot be thou wilt except this Moor 
From the accustomed fate of zeal and truth: 

Thou wilt deny his looked-for recompense. 

And then — I reach thee. Old and%ained, my sire 
Could bow down on his quiet broken heart, 

Die awe-struck and submissive, whemat last 
The strange blow came for the expected wreath; 
And Porzio passed in blind bewilderment 
To exile, never to return, — they say, 

Perplexed in his frank simple honest soul, 

As if some natural law had changed, — how else 
Could Florence, on plain fact pronouncing thus, 
Judge Porzio’s actions worthy such rewards 
But Berto, with the efer-passionate pulse, 

— Oh that long night, its dreadful hour on hour, 

; In which ijp way of getting his fair fame 
I From their inexplicable charges free, 

I Was found, save pouring forth the impatient blood 
i To show its colour whether false or no! 

! My brothers never had a friend like me * 
[Close in their need to watch the time, then speak, 

I Burst with a wakening laughter on their dream, 
Cry, “Florence was all falseness, so, false here!" 

1 ^^^d show them what a simple task remained — 
i 'Tu dreams, rise, and punish in God*s name 
[ wedded to the wickedness. 
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' None stood by them as I by L^iria stnnd. 

So, when the stranger cheated of his due 
Turns on thee as his rapid nature bids, 

Then, Florence, think, a hireling at thy throat 
For the first outrage, think who bore thy last, 

Yet mutely in forlorn obedience died! 

He comes — his friend — black faces in the camp 
Where moved those peerless brows and eyes of old! 

Luria md Husain. 

Dorn. Well, anS the movement — is it as you hopel 
’Tis Lucca^ 

Lur. Aft, the Pisan trumpet merely! 
Tiburzio's envoy, I must needs receive. 

Dom. Whom I withdraw before; tho* if I lingered 
You could not wonder, for my tinie fleets fast 
The overtaking night brings such reward! 

And where will then be room for me? Yet, praised, 
Remember who was first to promise praise, 

And envy those who also can ^rforra! 

Lur. This trumpet from the Pisans? — 

Hms, In the camp; 

A very noble presence — Braccio^s visage 
On Puccio’s body — calm and fixed and good; 

A man I seem as I had seen before: 

Most like, it was some statue had the face. 

Lur. Admit him! This will prove the last delay. 
Hus. Aji friend, go on, and die thou going on! 
Thou bear^ iriiat the grave woman said but now: 
To-nigbe rewards thee. That is well to hear; 

But stop not therefore: hear it, and go on! 

Imt, Oh, their reward and triumph and the rest 
Thejr round me in the ears with, all day long! 
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All that, I never take for earnest, friend! 

Well would it suit us,— -their triumphal arch 
Or storied pillar, ^ — thee and me, the Moors! 

But gratitude in those Italian eyes — 

That, we shall get'l 

TJus. It is too cold an air. 

Our sun rose out of yonder mound of mist: 

Where is he now? So, I trust none of them. 

Lur. Truly? 

Hus. I doubt and fear. JThere stands a wall 

' Twixt our expansive and explosive race 
And those absorbing, concentrating men. 

They use thee. 

Lur. And I feel it, Husain! yes, 

: And care not — yes, an alien force like mine 
Is only called to play its part outside 
'Their different nature; where its sole use seems 
'To fight with and keep off an adverse force 
As alien, — which repelled, mine too withdraws: 

Inside, they know noi what to do with me. 

'i’hus I have told them laughingly and oft, 

But long since am prepared to leaxn the worst. 

Hus. Vfhat is the worst? 

I will forestall them, Husain, 
I Will speak the destiny they dare not speak — 

I Banish myself before they find the heart. 

;I will be first to say, *‘The work rewards 1 
know, for all your praise, my use is over, 

“So may it prove! — meanwhile 'tis best I go, 

“Go carry safe my memories of you all 
^‘To other scenes of actior\, newer lands.’* — 

*1 hus leaving them confirmed in their belief 



64 


tURlA. 


They would not easily have tiied of rac. 

You think this hard to say? 

Hus. Say or not say, 

So thou but go, so they but let thee go! 

This hating people, that hate each the other, 

And in one blandness to us Moors unite — 

Locked each to each like slippery snakes, I say, 
Which still in all their tangles, hissing tongue 
And threatening tail, ne’er do each other harm; 
While any creature of a better blood, 

ITiey seem to fight^ for, while they circle safe 
And never touch it, — pines without a wound, 

Withers away beSide their eyes and breath. 

See thou , if Puccio come not safely out 
Of Braccio’s grasp, this Braccio sworn his foe, 

As Braccio safely from Domizia’s toils 

Who hates him most! But thou, the friend of all, 

. . Come out of them! 

Lur. The Pisan trumpet now! 

Hus. Breathe free — it is an eiipmy, no friend! 

Lur. He keeps his instincts, no new culture mars 
Their perfect use in him; just so the brutes 
Rest not, are anxious without visible cause, 

When change is in the elements at work, 

Which man’s trained senses fail to apprehend. 

But here, — he takes the distant chariot-wheel 
For thunder, festal flame for lightning’s flash, 

The finer traits of cultivated life 
For treachery and malevolence: I seel 

Enkr Tibukzio, 

Lur. Quick, sir, your message! I tut wait your 
message 
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To sound the charge. You bring no^overture 
For truce 1 — I would not, for your GeneraFs sake, 

You spoke of truce: a time to fight is come, 

And, whatsoe'er the fighFs event, he keeps 
}iis honest soldier^s-name to beat me with, 

Or leaves me all himseli to beat, I trust! 

Tib. I am Tiburzio. 

Ltir, Youl *Tis — yes . . Tiburiio! 

You were the last to keep the ford F the valley 
From Puccio, wlicn I threw in succours there! 

Why, I was on the heights — througli the defile 
Ten minutes after, when the prey was lost! 

You wore an open skull-cap with a twist 
Of water reeds — the plume being hewn away; 

While I drove down my battle from the heights, 

I saw with my own eyes! 

Tib. And you are Luria 

Who sent my cohort, that laid down its arms 
In error of the battle-signal's sense, 

Back safely to rne at the critical time — 

One of a hundred dc^ds. I know you! Therefore 
I'o none but you could I . . . 

Lur, No truce, Tiburzio! 

Tib. Ltiria, you know the peril imminent 
On Pisa, — that you have us in the toils, 

Us itcr last safeguard, all that intercepts 
The rage of her implacablest of foes 
From Pisa, — if we fell to-day, she fells. 

Tho’ Lucca will arrive, yet, 'tis too late. 

You have so plainly here the best of it, 

1 hat you must feel , brave soldier as you are, 

How dangerous we grow in this extreme, 

How truly formidable by despair. 

Kchm Broxminf^. /. 5 
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Still, probability should have their weight: 

The extreme chance is ours, but, that chance 
You win this battle. Wherefore say I this? 

To be well apprehended when I add, 

This danger absolutely comes from you. 

Were you, who threaten thus, a Florentine . . . 

Lur. Sir, I am nearer Florence than her sons. 

I can, and have perhaps obliged the State, 

Nor paid a mere son’s duty. 

Tib. Even so. 

Were you the son ^f Florence, yet endued 
With all your present nobleness of soul, 

No question, what I must communicate 
Would not detacli you from her. 

Lur. Me, detach^ 

Tib. Time urges. You will ruin presently 
Pisa, you never knew, for Florence’ sake 
You think you know. I have from time to time 
Made prize of certain secret missives sent 
From Braccio here, the Commissary, home: 

And knowing Florence otherwisdfi, I piece 

The entire chain out, from these its scattered links. 

Your trial occupies the Signory; 

They sit in judgment on your conduct now.^ 

When men at home inquire into the acts 
Which in the field e’en foes appreciate . . . 

Brief, they are Florentines? You, saving them, 
Seek but the sure destruction saviours find. 

Lur. Tiburzio! 

Tib. * All the wonder is of course. 

I am not here to teach you, nor direct, 

Only to loyally apprisUf — scarce that, 

This is the latest letter, sealed and safe, 
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As it left here an hour ago. One way ‘ 

Of two thought free to Florence, I command. 

The duplicate is on its roadj but this, — 

Read it, and then I shall have more to say. 

LfUr. Florence! ^ 

T^'h, Now, were yourself a Florentine, 

This letter, let it hold the worst it can, 

Would be no reason you should fall away, 

^he mother city is the mother still, 

|And recognition of the children’s service, 
per own affair; reward — there’s no Reward! 
jBut you are bound by quite another tie, 

|Nor nature shows, nor reason, why ai first 
A foreigner, born friend to all alike, 

IShould give himself to any special State 
More than anotlier, stand by Florence’ side 
Rather than Pisa; ’tis as fair a city 
You war against, as that you fight for — famed 
As well aS she in story, graced no less 
^With noble heads and patriotic hearts: 

Nor to a stranger’s ey% would either cause, 

Stripped of the cumulative loves and hates 
Which takg importance from familiar view, 

Stand as the right and sole to be upheld. 

Therefore, should the preponderating gift 
Of love and trust, Florence was first to throw, 
Which made you hers, not Pisa’s, void the sekte, — 
Old ties dissolving, things resume their place 
And all begins again. Break seal and read! 

At least let Pisa offer for you now! 

And I, as a good Pisan, shall rdoice — 

Though for myself I lose, in gaming you, 

'This last fight and its opportunity; 


5 
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The chance it brings of saving Pisa yet, 

Or in the turn of battle dying so 

That shame should want its extreme bitterness. 

Zwr, Tiburzio, you that fight for Pisa now 
As I for Florence . . say my chance were yours! 

You read this letter, and you find . , no, no! 

Too mad! 

Tib, I read the letter, find they purpose 
When I have crushed their foe, to crush me: well? 
Lur, You, being their captain, what is it you do? 
.Tib, Why as it all cities are alike; 

As Florence pays you, Pisa will pay me. 

I shall be as belied, whatever the event, 

As you, or more: my weak head, they will say, 
Prompted this last expedient, my faint heart 
Entailed on them indelible disgrace. 

Both which defects ask proper punishment. 

Another tenure of obedience, mine! 

You are no son of Pisans: break and read! 

Lur, And act on what 1 read? What act were fit? 
If the firm-fixed foundation of my faith 
In Florence, who to me stands for mankind, 

— If that break up and, disimprisoning 
From the abyss . . . Ah friend, it cannot be! 

You may be very sage, yet — all the world 
Having to fail, or your sagacity. 

You do not wish to find yourself alone! 

What would the world be worth? Whose love be sure? 
The world remains: you are deceived! 

Ttb. Your hand! 

I lead the vanguard. — If you fall , beside, 

The better: I am left to speak! For me, 

This was my duty^ nor would I rejoice 
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If I could help, it misses its effect; 

And after all you will look gallantly 
Found dead here with that letter in your breast 
Liir, Tiburzio — I would see these people once 
And test them ere I answer finally! 

At your arrival let the trumpet sound: 

If mine return not then the wonted cry 
It means that I believe — am Pisa’s! 

Tih Well! [Goes. 

Lur. ,My heart will have it he speaks true! My blood 
Heats close to this 'fibiirzio as a fjiend. 

If he had stept into my watch-tent, night 
And the wild desert full of foes around, 

I should have broke the bread and given the salt 
Secure, and, when my hour of watch was done, 

Taken my turn to sleep between his knees, 

Safe in the untroubled brow and honest cheek. 

Oh world, where all things pass and nought abides, 
Oh life, the long mutation — is it so? 

Is it with life as with the body’s change? 

— Where, e’en tho’ letter follow, good must pass, 

Nor manhood’s strength can mate with boyhood’s grace, 
Nor age’s wisdom, in its turn, find strength, 

But silently the first gift dies away, 

And though the new stays, never both at once, 
l/ife’s time of savage instinct o’er with me, 

It fades and dies away, past trusting more, 

As if to punish the ingratitude 

With which I turned to grow in these new lights. 

And learned to look with European eyes. 

Yet it is better, this cold certain way, 

Where Braccio’s brow tells nothing, Piiccio’s mouth, 
Domizia’s eyes reject the searcher; yes I 
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For on their cklm sagacity I lean, 

Their sense of right, deliberate choice of good, 
Sure, as they know my deeds, they deal with me. 
Yes, that is better — that is best of all! 

Such faith stays when mere wuld belief would go. 
Yes — when the desert creature’s heart, at fault 
Amid the scattering tempest’s pillared sands, 

Betrays its step into the pathless drift — 

The calm instructed eye of man holds fast 
By the sole bearing of the visible star, 

Sure that when sl#w the whirling wreck subside, 
The boundaries, lost now, shall be found again, — 
The palm-trees jnd the pyramid over all. 

Yes: I trust Florence: Pisa is deceived. 

Enter Braccio, Puccio, and DoMlziA. 

Brae. Noon’s at an end: no Lucca? You must fig 

Lur. Do you remember ever, gentle friends, 

I am no Florentine? 

Dorn. It is yourself 

Who still are forcing us, importunately, 

To bear in mind what else we should forget. 

Lur. For loss! — for what I lose in being none! 
No shrewd man, such as you yourselves reSpect, 

But would remind you of the stranger’s loss 
In natural friends and advocates at home, 
Hereditary loves, even rivalships 
With precedent for lionour and reward. 

Still, there’s a gain, tool If you take it so, 

The stranger’s lot has special gain as well. 

Do you forget there was my own far East 
I might have given away myself to, once, 

As now to Florence, and for such a gift, 
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Stood there like a descended deity t . 

There, worship waits us: what is it waits here? 

{Shows the Inter, 

See! Chance has put into my hand the means 
Of knowing what I earn, before I worL 
Should I fight better, should I fight the worse, 

With payment palpably before me^ Seel 
Here lies my whole reward! Best learn it now 
Or keep it for the end's entire delight 1 

Brae, If you serve Florence as the vulgar serve, 
For swordsman's-pay alone, — break seal and read! 

In that case, you will find your full desert. 

Lur, Give me my one last happy jnoment, friends 
You need me now, and all the graciousness 
This letter can contain will hardly balance 
The after feeling that you need no more. 

This moment . . oh, the East has use with you! 

Its sword still flashes — is not flung aside 
With the past praise, in a dark comer yet! 

How say you? 'Tis not so with Florentines — 
Captains of yours — fijr them, the ended wai* 

Is but a first step to the peace begun: 

He who did well in war, just earns the right 
To begin "doing well in peace, you know: 

And certain my precursors, — would not such 
Look to themselves in such a chance as mine, 

Secure the ground they trod upon, perhaps! 

For I have heard, by fits, or seemed to hear, 

Of strange mishap, mistake, ingratitude, 

Treachery even, "Say that one of you 
Surmised this letter carried what might turn 
To harm hereafter, cause him prejudice: 

What would he do? 
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Dorn, [hastiljf.'l Thank God and take revenge! 
Hurl her own force against the city straight! 

And, even at the moment when the foe 
Sounded defiance . . . 

[Tiburzio’s trumpd sou m/s in iht distance. 
Lur. Ah, you Florentines! 

So would you dol Wisely for you, no doubt! 

My simple Moorish instinct bids me clench 
The obligation you relieve me from, 

Still deeper! [TbPuc.] Sound our answer, I should say, 
And thus : — [/earing the paper — The battle! That 
solves every doubt. 


ACT III. 

A H ER NOON. 

* Puc'Clcv <7/ making a A* jAruPO. 

Puc. And here, your captain must report the rest; 
For, as I say, the main engagcfftcnt over 
And Luria's special part in it performed, 

How could subaltern like myself expert 

Leisure or leave to occupy the field 

And glean w'hat dropped from his wide harvesting? 

I thought, when Lucca at the battle's end 
Came up, just as the Pisan centre brokt\ 

I’hat Luria would detach me and prevent 
The flying Pisans seeking what they found, 

Friends in the rear, a point to rally by. 

But no, more honourable proved my [)ost! 

1 had the august < aptivc to escort 

Safe to our cijmp; some other could pursue, 
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Fight, and be famous; gentler chance was mine — 
Tiburzio's wounded spirit must be soothed! 

He's in the tent there* 

/ac. Is the substance down? 

I write--‘‘The vanguard beaten and both wings 
‘"'ll! full retreat, Tiburzio j)nsoner" — 

And now, — ‘‘That they fell back and formed again 
“On Lucca's coming” Why then, after all, 

'Tis half a victory, no conclusive one? 

Puc. Two operations where a sole had served. 

/ar. And Luria's fault was — I * 

Puc. Oh, for f;uilt"~not much! 

He led the attack, a thought imj>etuously, 

— There's commonly more prudence; now, he seemed 
To hurry measures, otherwise w'ell judged. 

By over-concentrating strengtlj at first 
Against the enemy's van, both wings escaped: 
rhai's reparable, yet it is a fault. 

£nkr Braccio. 

fac. As good as atuU victory to Florence, 

W'ith the advantage of a fault beside -- 
What is it^ Pucciol — that by pressing forward 
With too impetuous . . . 

Pfiic, The repot t anon! 

Thanks, sir — you have elsewhere a chiirge, 1 know. 

There's nothing done but I would do again; 

Yet, Lapo, it may be the past proves nothing. 

And I.uria has kept faithful to the close. 

/ur. I was for waiting. 

Prac* Yes, so was not I. 

He could not choose but tear that letter— true! 
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Still, certain of his tones, I mind, and looks: — 

You saw, too, with a fresher soul than L 
So, Porzio seemed an injured man, they say! 

WeU, I have gone upon the broad, sure ground, 

ii«/^LuRiA, Puccio, and Domzih. 

Lur. \io Puc.] Say, at his pleasure I will sec 
Tiburzio! 

Airs at his pleasure. 

Dom, [to Lur.] Were I not forewarned 
You would reject,^as you do constantly, 

Praise, “I might tell you how you have deserved 
Of Florence by this last and crowning feat: 

But words offend 

Lur, Nay, you may praise me now. 

I w'ant instruction every hour, I find, 

On points where once 1 saw least need of it; 

And praise, I have been used to slight perhaps, 
Seems scarce so easily dispensed with now. 

After a battle half one's strength is gone; 

The glorious passion in us once appeased, 

Our reason’s calm cold dreadful voice begins. 

All justice, power and beauty scarce appear 
Monopolized by Florence, as of late, 

To me, the stranger: you, no doubt, may know 
Why Pisa needs must bear her rival's yoke. 

And peradventure I grow nearer you, 

For I, too, want to know and be assured. . 

When a cause ceases to reward itself, 

Its friend seeks fresh sustainments; praise is one, 

And here stand you — you, lady, praise me well 
But yours — (your pardon)— is unlearned praise. 

To the motive, the endeavour, the heart's self, 
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Vour quick sense looks: you crown and call aright 
The soul o' the puq)ose, ere *tis shaped as act, 

Takes flesh i* the world, and clothes itself a king* 

But when the act conges, stands for what 'tis worth, 
—Here^s Puccio, the skilled soldier, he's my judge! 
Was all well, Puccio 1 

Puc, All was . . . must be well: 

If we beat Lucca i>resently, as doubtless . . . 

— No, there's no doubt, we must— all was well done. 
Lur, In truthi Still, you are of the trade, my 
Puccio! • 

You have the fellow-craftsman's sympathy. 

Theie’s none cares, like a fellow of the craft, 

For the all-unestimated sum of pains 
That go to a success the world can see: 

They praise then, but the best they never know 
— \Vliile you know! So, if envy mix with it. 

Hate even, still the bottom-praise of all, 

Whate\^er be the dregs, that drop's pure gold! 

—For nothing 's like it; nothing else records 
Those daily, nightly drippings in the dark 
Of the heart's blood, the world lets drop aw^ay 
For ever— so, pure gold that praise must be! 

And I have yours, my soldier! yet the best 
Is still to come. There's one looks on apart 
Wliom all refers to, failure or success; 

What's done might be our best, our utmost worlk, 

And yet inadequate to serve bis need 

Here's Braccio now, for Florence — here's our service— 

Well done for us, seems it well done for him! 

His chosen engine, tasked to its full strength 
Answers the cndl Should he have chosen higher! 

Do we help Florence, now our best is wrought! 



76 


1.UKIA. 


Brae. This battle, with the foregone services, 

Saves Florence. 

Lur. Why then, all is very well! 

Here am I in the middle of my friends, 

Who know me and who love me, one and all! 

And yet . . ^tis like . . this instant while I speak 
Is like the turning-moment of a dream 
When . . , Ah, you arc not foreigners like me! 

Well then, one always dreams of friends at home; 
And always comes, I say, the turning-point 
When something changes in the friendly eyes 
That love and look on you . . so slight, so slight . . 
And yet it tells you they are dead and gone, 

Or changed and enemies, for all their words, 

And all is mockery and a maddening show. 

You now, so kind here, all you Florentines, 

What is it in your eyes . , those lips, those brows . . 
Nobody spoke it, yet I know it well! — 

Come now — tliis battle savds you, all's at end, 

Your use of me is o\r, for good, for ill,*— 

Come now, whal^s done ngainsf me, while I speak, 

In Florence? Cornel 1 feel it in my blood, 

My eyes, my hair, a voi<'e is in my ears ^ 

That spite of all this smiling and soft speci h 
You are betraying me! What is it you do? 

Have it your way, and tJiink my use is over- 
Think you are saved and may throw off the mask 
Have it my way, and think more work remains 
Which I could do^ — so, show you fear me not! 

Or pnident be, or daring, as you choose, 

But tell me— tell what I refused to know^ 

At noon, lest heart should fail me! Weill Thai letter: 
My fate is sealed at Florence! What is ill 
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Brae. Sir, I shall not deny what you divine. 

It is no novelty for innocence 
To be suspected, but a privilege: 

'Fhe after certain compensation comes. 

Charges. I say not whether false or true, 

Have been ])referred against you some time since, 
Which Florence was bound, plainly, to receive, 

And which are therefore undergoing now 
The due investigation. That is all. 

I doubt not but your innocence will prove 
Ai)parent and illustrious, as to me, • 

'Fo them this evening, when the trial ends. 

Lur, My trial I 

Dom. Florence, Florence to the end, 

My whole heart tlianks thee! 

Puc. [/<? Brac.] What is ‘‘trial/^ sir? 

It was not for a trial — surely, no — 

J furnished you those notes from time to time! 

J held myself aggrieved— F am a man — 

And I might speak, — ay, and speak mere truth, too, 
And yet not mean at ifcttora of my heart 
What should assist a — trial, do you say I 
You shoult^have told me? 

• Dom. Nay, go on, go on! 

His sentence! Do they sentence him? What is it! 
The block — wheel! 

Brae. Sentence there is none as yet, 

Nor shall I give my own opinion now 
Of what it should be, or is like to be. 

When it is passed, applaud or disapprove! 

Up to that point, what is there to impugn! 

Lur. They are right, then, to try me? 

Brae. I assert, 
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Maintain and justify the absolute right 
Of Florence to do all she can have done 
In this procedure, — standing on her guard, 

Receiving even services like yours 
With utmost fit suspicious wariness. 

In other matters, keep the mummery upi 
Take all the experiences of all the world, 

Each knowledge that broke through a heart to life, 
Each reasoning which, to reach, burnt out a brain, 

— In other cases, Jmow these, warrant these, 

And then dispense with these — 'tis very well! 

Let friend trust friend, and love demand love's like, 
And gratitude be claimed for benefits, — 

There's grace in that, — and when the fresh heart breaks, 
The new brain proves a ruin, what of themi 
"^Vhere is the matter of one moth the more 
Singed in the. candle, at a summer's end! 

But Florence is no simple John or James 
To have his toy, his fancy, his conceit 
That he's the one excepted map by fate, 

And, when fate shows him he's mistaken there, 

Die with all good men's praise, and yield his place 
To Paul and George intent to try their chnnee! 
Florence exists because these pass away. 

She's a contrivance to supply a type 
Of man, which men's deficiencies refuse; 

She binds so many, that she grows out of them — 
Stands steady o'er their numbers, though they change 
And pas.s away — there's always what upholds, 

Always enough to fashion the great show. 

As see, yon hanging city, in the sun, 

Of shapely cloud substantially the same! 

A thousand vapours rise and sink again, 
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Arc interfused, and live their life and die, — 

Yet ever hangs the steady show i* the air, 

Under the sun's straight influence: that is well, 

That is worth heaven to hold, and God to bless! 

And so is Florence, — the unseen sun above, 

Which draws and holds suspended all of us, 

Binds transient vapours into a single cloud 
Differing from each and better than they all. 

And shall she dare to stake this permanence 
On any one man's faith? Man's heqft is weak, 

And its temptations many: let her prove 
Each servant to the very uttermost 
Before she grant him her reward, I say! 

And as for hearts she chajnees to mistake, 
Wronged hearts, not destined to receive reward, 
Though they deserve it, did she only know! 

— What should she do for these? 

Brae. What does she not? 

Say, that she gives them but herself to serve! 

Here's Luria— what haj^ profited his strength, 

When half an hour of sober fancying 
Had shown him step by step the uselessness 
Of strength *excrted for strength's proper sake? 

*But the truth is, she did create that strength, 

Draw to the end the corresponding means. 

The world is wide — are we the only men? 

Oh, for the time, the social purpose’ sake, 

Use words agreed on, bandy epithets, 

Call any man the sole great wise and good! 

But shall we therefore, standing by ourselves, 

Insult our souls and God with the same speech? 
There, swarm the ignoble thousands under him: 

What marks us from the hundreds and the tens! 
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Florence took up, turned all one way the soul 
Of Luria with its fires, and here he glows! 

She takes me out of all the world as him. 

Fixing my coldness till like ice it checks 
The fire! So, Braccio, Luria, which is best? 

Lur, Ah, brave mel And is this indeed the way 
To gain your good word and sincere esteem? 

Am I the baited animal that must turn 
And fight his baiters to deserve their praise? 
Obedience is mistake then? Be it so! 

Do you indeed re^nemher I stand here 
The captain of the conquering army, — mine — 

With all your tokens, praise and promise, ready 
To show for what their names meant vvlicn you gave. 
Not what you style them now you take away? 

If I call in my troops to arbitrate, 

And dash the first entliusiastic thrill 
Of victory with this you menace now — 

Commend to the instinctive popular sense, 

My story first, your corament aftenvard, 

Will they take, think you, parf with you or me? 

If I say — I, the labourer they saw work, 

Ending my work, ask pay, and find my lords 
Have all this while provided silently * 

Against the ejay of pay and proving faith. 

By what you call my sentence that's to come — 

Will friends advise I wait complacently? 

If I meet Florence half way at their head, 

What will you do, my mild antagonist! 

Brae 1 will rise up like fire, proud and triumphant 
ITiat Florence knew you thoroughly and by me, 

And so was saved. "See, Italy,” Til say, 

"llte crown of our precautions! Here's a man 



tvmjL 


8t 


**Was far advanced, just touched on the belief 
**Les$ subtle cities had accorded long; 

“But we were wiser: at the end comes this!” 

And from that minute, where is Lurial I^stl 
The very stones of Florence cry against 
The all-exacting, nought-enduring fool, 

Who thus resents her first probation, flouts 
As if he, only, shone and cast no shade, 

He, only, walked the earth with privilege 
Against suspicion, free where angels fear: 

He, for the first inquisitive mother%-word, 

Must turn, and stand on his defence, forsooth! 
Reward! You will not be worth punishment! 

And Florence knew me thus! Thus I have 
lived, — 

And thus you, with the clear fine intellect, 

Braccio, the cold acute instructed mind, 

Out of the stir, so calm and unconfused, 

Reported me — how could you otherwise! 

Ay! — and what dropped from you, just now, moreover! 
Your information, Piftcio! — Did your skill, 

Your understanding sympathy approve 
Such a report of me! Was this the end ! 

Or is even this the end! Can I stop here! 

You, lady, with the woman’s stand apart, 

The hc^t to see with, past man’s brain and eyes, 

. . I cannot fathom why you should destroy 
I'he unoffending one, you call your friend — 

Still, lessoned by the good examples here 
Of friendship, ’tis but natural I ask — 

Had you a further aim, in aught you urged, 

I’han your friend’s profit— in all those instances 
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Of perfidy, all Florence wrought of wrong — 

All I remember now for the first time! 

Dorn, I am a daughter of the Traversari, 

Sister of Porrio and of Berto both: ‘ 

So, have foreseen all that has come to pass, 

I knew the Florence that could doubt their faitli, 

Must needs mistrust a stranger^s — dealing them 
Punishment, would deny him his reward. 

And I believed, the shame they bore and died, 

He would not bear, but live and fight against — 
Seeing he was of #ther stuff than they. 

Lur. Hear them! All these against one foreigner! 
And all this while, where is in the whole world 
To his good faith a single witness? 

Tihurzio, \tvho has entered unseen during the preceding 
dialogue,] Here ! 

Thus I bear witness, not in word but deed. 

I live for Pisa; she*s not lost to-day 
By many chances — much prevents from that! 

Her army has been beaten, I am here, 

But Lucca comes at last, one hkppy chancel 
I rather would see Pisa three times lost 
Than saved by any traitor, even by you; 

The example of a traitors happy fortune * 

Would bring more evil in the end than good;— 

Pisa rejects the traitor, craves yourself! 

I, in her name, resign forthwith to you 
My charge, — the highest office, sword and shield! 

You sh^U not, by my counsel, turn on Florence 
Your army, give her calumny that ground — 

Nor bring one soldier: be you all we gain! 

And all she’ll lose, — a head to deck some bridge, 

And save the cost o* the crown should deck the head# 
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Leave her to perish in her perfidy, 

Plague-stricken and stripped naked to all eyes, 

A proverb and a bye-word in all mouths! 

Go you to Pisa! Florence is my place — 

Leave me to tell her of the rectitude, 

I, fiom the first, told Pisa, knowing it 
To Pisa! 

Dom. Ah my Braccio, are you caught! 

Brae, Puccio, good soldier and good citizen 
Whom I have ever kept beneath mv eye, 

Ready as fit, to serve in this evenr 
Florence, who clear foretold it from the first — 
I'hrough me, she gives you the command and charge 
She takes, through me, from him who held it late! 

A painful trial, very sore, was yours: 

All that could draw^ out, marshal in array 
The selfish passions Against the public good — 

Slights, scorns, neglects, were heaped on you to bear; 
And eveityou did bear and bow the head! 

It had been sorry tria^, to precede 
Your feet, hold up the promise of reward 
For luring gleam; your f^ootsteps kept the track 
I'hro’ dark and doubt: take ail line light at once! 

'IVial is over, consummation shines; 

Will have you served, as well henceforth command! 

Puc, No, no , • I dare not! I am grateful, glad; 
But Luria — you shall understand he's wronged — 

And he*s my captain^ — this is not the way 
We soldiers climb to fortune: think again! 

The sentence is not even passed, beside! 

I dare not , . where's the soldier could! 

Lur. Now, Florence — 

Is it to be! — You will know all the stttn^ 
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O’ the savage — to your neck the proof must go? 
You will prove the brute nature? Ah, 1 seel 
The savage plainly is impassible — 

He keeps his calm way through insulting words, 
Sarcastic; looks, sharp gestures — one of which 
Would stop you, fatal to your finer sense. 

But if he stolidly advance, march mute 
Without a mark upon his callous hide, 

Through the mere brushwood you grow angty with, 
And leave the tatters of your flesh upon, 

— You have to leafti that when the true bar comes, 
The murk mid-forest, the grand obstacle, 

Which when you reach, you give the labour up, 
Nor dash on, but lie dowm composed before, 

— He goes against it, like the brute he is: 

It falls before him, or he dies in his course. 

1 kept my course through past ingratitude: 

I saw — it does seem, now, as if I saw, 

Could not but see, those insults as they fell, 

-—Ay, let them glance from off me, very like, 
Laughing, perhaps, to think the^quality 
You grew so bold on, while you so despised 
The Moor’s dull mute inapprehensive mood. 

Was saving you; I bore and kept my course. 

Now real wrong fronts me: see if 1 succumb! 
Florence withstands me? — I will punish her. 

At night my sentence will arrive, you say. 

Till then I cannot, if I would, rebel 
— Unauthorized to lay my office down, 

Retaining my full power to will and do; 

After — it is to see. Tiburzio, thanks! 

Go; you are free: join Lucca! I suspend 
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All further operations till to-night. 

Thank you, and for the silence most of all! 

^0 Brac.] Let my complacent bland accuser go, 
Carry his self-approving head and heart 
Safe through the army which would trample him 
Dead in a moment at my word or sign! 

Go, sir, to Florence; tell friends what I say — 

That while I wait my sentence, tlieirs waits them! 
[To D 0 M .3 You, lady, — you have black Italian eyes'. 
1 would be generous if I might , . oh, yes — 

For I remember how so oft you itemed 
Inclined at heart to break the barrier down 
Which Florence finds God built between us both* 
Alas, for generosity! this hour 
Asks retribution: bear it as you may, 

I must — the Moor — the savage, — pardon you! 
Puccio, my trusty soldier, see them forth! 


•ACT IV. 

EVENING. 

£ii/fr Puccio aW Jacopo. 

Puc. What Luria will do! Ah, ^tis yours, fair sir, 
You and your subtle- witted masters part, 

1 o tell me that; I tell you what he can. 

/ar. Friend, you mistake my station: I observe 
The game, watch how my betters play, no more. 

Puc* But mankind are not pieces — there^s youi' fault* 
You cannot push them, and, the first move made, 
Lean back and study what the next shall be. 

In confidence that, when ’tis fixed upon, 
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You find just where you left them, blacks and whites: 
Men go on moving when your hand *s away. 

You build, I notice, firm on Luria’s faith ^ 

This whole time, — firmlier than I choose to build, 
Who never doubted it— of old, that is — 

With Luria in his ordinary mind. 

But now, oppression makes the wise man mad; 

How do I know he will not turn and stand 
And hold his own against you, as he raayl 
Suppose he but withdraw to Pisa — well, — 

Then, even if all happen to your wish, 

Which is a chance . . . 

/ac. Nay — ^twas an oversight, 

Not waiting till the proper warrant came: 

You could not take what was not ours to give. 

But when at night the sentence really comes, 

Our city authorizes past dispute 
Luna's removal and transfers the charge, 

You will perceive your duty and accept 1 
jPuc. Accept whatt muster-rolls of soldiep’ names! 
An army upon paper! — I want iften, 

The hearts as well as hands — and where’s a heart 
But beats with Luria, in the multitude 
I come from w^alking through by Luria's side? 

You gave them Luria, set him thus to grow, 
Head-like, upon their trunk; one heart feeds both. 
They feel him there, live twice, and well know why, 
— For they do know, if you are ignorant, 

Who kept his own place and respected theirs, 
Managed their sweat, yet never spared his blood. 

All was your act: anoAer might have served — 

There's peradventurc no such dearth of heads— 

^ut you choose Luria— so, they grew one flesh, 
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And now, for nothing they can understand, 

Luria removed, off is to roll the head; 

The body 's mine — much I "shall do with it! 

Jac. That's at the worst 

Puc, No— at the best, it is! 

Be't, do you hear! I saw them by his side. 

Only we two with Luria in the camp 

Are left that keep the secret! You think that! 

Hear what I know: from rear to van, no heart 

But felt the quiet patient hero there 

Was wronged, nor in the moveless^ ranks an eye 

But glancing told its fellow the whole story 

Of that convicted silent knot of spies 

Who passed thro' them to Florence; they might pass— 

No breast but gladlier beat when free of such! 

Our troops will catch up Luria, close him round, 

Bear him to Florence as their natural lord, 

Partake his fortune, live or die with him. 

Jac, And by mistake catch up along with him 
Puccio, noi^doubt, compelled in self-despite 
To still continue secdhd in command! 

Puc, No, sir, no second nor so fortunate! 

Your tricks succeed with me too well for that! 

I am as you have made me, live and die 
T(’ serve your end! a mere trained fighting-hack 
With words, you laugh at while they leave your mouth, 
For my life's rule and ordinance of God! 

1 have to do my duty, keep my faith, 

And earn my praise, and guard against my blame, 

As I was trained. I shall accept your charge. 

And fight against one better than myself, 

Spite of my heart's conviction of his worth* 

That, you may count on!— just as hitherto 
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I have gone on, persuaded I was wronged, 

Slighted, insulted, terms we learn by rote, — 
because Luria superse<!ed me — 

Because the better nature, fresh-inspired, 

Motinted above me to its proper place! 

What mattered all the kindly graciousness, 

The cordial brother^s-bearingl Ihis was clear — 

I, once the captain, was subaltern now, 

And so must keep complaining like a fool! 

Go, take the curse of a lost soul, I say! 

You neither play ypur puppets to the end, 

Nor treat the real man, — for his realness* sake , 
Thrust rudely in their place, — with^such regard ' 
As might console them for their altered rank. 

Me, the mere steady soldier, you depose 
For Luria, and here’s all your pet deserves! 

Of what account, then, is yOur laughing-stocki 
One word for all: whatever Luria does, 

— If backed by his indignant troops he turn, 

Revenge himself, and Florence go to ground, - 
Or, for a signal everlasting shaiife, 

He "pardon you, simply seek better friends, 

Side with the Pisans and Lucchese for chanjge 
— 'And if I, pledged to ingrates past belief, 

Dare fight against a man such fools (uUl false, 

Who, inasmuch as he was true, fights me,— 
Whichever way wc win, he wins for worth, 

For every soldier, for all true and good! 

Sir, chronicling the rest, omit not this! 

Js mttr Luria atid Husai>j. 

Hus. Saw'st thou 1-— For they arc gone! The world 
lies bare 

Before thee, to be tasted, felt and seen 
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Like what it is, now Florence goes away I 
Thou Hvest now, with men jsat man againf 
Those Florentines were all to thee of old; 

But Braccio, but Domizia, gone is each, 

There lie beneath thee thine own multitudes! 

Sav’st thoul 

Zuf , I saw. 

Hus. Then, hold thy course, my king! 

The years return. Let thy heart have its way: 

Ah, they would play with thee as with all else, 

Turn thee to use, and fashioit thee%ncw% 

Find out God's fault in thee as in the rest? 

Oh watch, oh listen only to these fiends 
Once at thtir occupation! Ere ft know, 

The free great heaven is shut, their stifling palf 
Drops till it frets the Very tingling hair, 

So weighs it on our head,“^nd, for the calth. 

Our common earth is tethered up and down, ‘ 

Over and across "-““here shah thou move,^ they cry! 
Zur. Ay, Husain} 

Hus, So have they spoiled all bestde! 

So stands a man girt round with Florentines, 

Priests, greybeards, Braccios, women, boys and spies, 
' All in one tale, all singing the same song, 

How thou must house, and live at bed and board, 
Take pledge and give it, go their every way, 

Breathe to their measure, make thy blood beat time 
With theirs— or, all is nothing — thou art lost — 

A savage, how shouldst thou perceive as they} 

Feel glad to stand 'neath God's close naked hand! 
I^ok up to it! Why down they pull thy neck, 

Lest it crush thee, who feeFst it and wnuldst kiss* 
Without their priests that needs must glove it first, 
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Lest peradventure flesh oifend thy lip. 

Love woman t Why, a very beast thou art! 

Thou must . . . 

Lur, Peace, Husain! 

Hu%. Ay but, spoiling all, 

For all, else tnie things, substituting false, 

That they should dare spoil, of all instincts, thine! 
Should dare to take thee with thine instincts up, 

Thy battle-ardours, like a ball of fire, 

And class them and allow them place and play 
So far, no farther ♦-unabashed the while 1 
Thou with the soul that never can take rest — 

Thou bom to do, undo, and do again, 

And never to be still, — wouldst thou make war? 

Oh, that is commendable, just and right! 

‘^Come over,'^ say they, “have the honour due 
‘Tn living out thy nature! Fight thy best: 

“It is to be for Florence, not thyself) 

“For thee, ft were a horror and a plague; 

“For us, when war is made for Florence, see, 

“How all is changed: the fire that fed on earth 
“f^ow towers to heaven!” — 

Lur. And what sealed up so long 

My Husain^s mouth? 

Hm. Oh friend, oh lord — for me, 

What am II — I was silent at thy side, 

Who am a part of thee. It is thy hand, 

Thy foot that glowa when in the heart fresh blood 
Boils up, thou heart of me! Now, live again, 

Again love as thou likest, hate as freel 
Turn to no Braccios nor Domiaias now, 

To ask, before thy very limbs dare move, 

If Florence* welfare be concerned therebyl 



LURIA. 


91 


Lur. So clear what Florence must expect of met 
JVkr. Both armies against Florence! Take revenge! 
Wide, deep — to live upon, in feeling now,— 

And, after live, in memory, year by year — 

-find, with the dear conviction, die at last! 

She lies now at thy pleasure: pleasure have! 

Their vaunted intellect that gilds our sense, 

And blends with life, to show it better by, 

—How think'st thoul — I have turned that light on 
themi 

They called our thirst of war a transient thing; 

“The battle-element must pass away 

“From life,^^ they said, “and leave a tranquil world/^ 

— Master, I took their light and turned it full 

On that dull turgid vein they said would burst 

And pass away; and as I looked on life, 

Still everywhere I tracked this, though it hid 
And shifted, lay so silent as it thought, 

Changed shape and hue yet ever was the same. 

Why, 'twas all fighting, all their nobler life! 

All work was fighting, ^Very harm — defeat, 

And every joy obtained— a victory! 

Be not their dupe I 

• — Their dupe? That hour is past! 

Here stand’st thou in the glory and the calm! 

All is determined! Silence for me now I 

[Husain 

Lur. Have I heard all! 

Dom. [xidzmncfng from the background*] No, Luria, I 
remain! 

Not from the motives these have urged on thee, 
Ignoble, insufficient, incomplete, 

And pregnant each with sure seeds of decay, 
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As failing of sustainment from thyself, 

— Neither from low revenge, nor selfishness, 

Nor savage lust of power, nor one, nor all, 

Shalt thou abolish Florence! I proclaim 
The angel in thee, and reject the sprites 
Which ineffectual crowd about his strength, 

And mingle with his work and claim a share! 
Inconsciously to the augustest end 
Thou hast arisen: second not in rank 
So much as time, to him who first ordained 
That Florence, thou art to destroy, should be. 

Yet him a star, too, guided, who broke first 
The pride of lonely power, the life apart, 

And made the eminences, each to each, 

Lean o’er the level world and let it lie 

Safe from the thunder henceforth ’neath their tops; 

So the few famous men of old combined, 

And let the multitude rise underneath, 

And reach them and unite — so Florence grew: 
Braccio speaks true, it was w^ll worth the price. 
But when the sheltered many grew in pride 
And gnidged the station of the elected ones, 

Who, greater than their kind, are truly great 
Only in voluntary servitude — 

Time was for thee to rise, and thou art here. 

Such plague possessed tliis Florence: who can tell 
The mighty girth and greatness at tiie heart 
Of those so perfect pillars of the grove 
She pulled down in her envy? \^o as I, 

The light weak parasite born but to twine 
Round each of them and, measuring them, livel 
My light love keeps the matchless circle safe, 

My slender life proves what has passed away, 
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I lived when they departed; lived to cling 
To thee, the mighty stranger; thou woul^t rise 
And burst the thraldom, and avenge, I knew. 

I have done nothing; all was thy strong bole. 

But a bird*s weight can break the infant tree 
Which after holds an aery in its arms, 

And hwas rny care that nought should warp thy spire 
From rising to the height; the roof is reached 
O' the forest, break through, see extend the sky! 

Go on to Florence, Lurial 'Tis man's cause! 

Fail thou, and thine ov\m fall were Hast to dread: 
Thou keepest Florence in her evil way, 

Encouragest her sin so much the more — 

And while the ignoble past is justified, 

Thou all the surelier warp'st the future growth, 

The cliiefs to come, the Lurias yet unborn, 

That, ^cater than thyself, are reached o'er thee 
Who giv'st the vantage>ground their foes require, 

As o'er my prostrate House thyself wast reached! 

Man calls thee, God reguites theel Ail is said, 

The mission of my House fulfilled at last: 

And the mere woman, speaking for herself, 

Reserves speech — it is now no woman's time. 

[Domizu 

Z r. Thus at the last must figure Luria, then! 
Doing the viirious work of all his friends, 

And answering every purpose save his own. 

No doubt, 'lis well for them to wish; but him — 

After the exploit what were left! Perchance 
A little pride upon the swarthy brow, 

At having brought successfully to bear 
'Gainst Florenc^ self her own espedal arms,— 

Her craftiness, impelled by fiercer strength 
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From Moorish blood than feeds the northern wit 
But after! — once the easy vengeance willed, * 
Beautiful Florence at a word laid low 
— (Not in her domes and towers and palaces, 

Not even in a dream, that outrage!) — low, 

As shamed in her own eyes henceforth for ever, 
Low, for the rival cities round to laugh, 

Conquered and pardoned by a hireling Moor! 

— For him, who did the irreparable OTong, 

What would be left, his life's illusion fled, — 

What hope or trust in the forloni wide world! 

How strange that Florence should mistake me so! 
^Vhence grew this! What withdrew her faith from me 
Some cause! These fretful-blooded children talk 
Against their mother, — they are wronged, they say — 
Notable wongs her smile makes up again! 

So, taking fire at each supposed offence, 

They may speak rashly, suffer for their speech: 

But what could it have been in word or deed 
Thus injured me! Some one<f,word spoken more 
Out of my heart, and all had changed perhajis 
My fault, it must have been, — for, what gain they? 
Why risk the danger! See, what I could do! 

And my fault, wherefore visit upon them, 

My Florentines! The notable revenge, 

I meditated! To stay passively, 

Attend their summons, be as they dispose! 

Why, if my very soldiers keep the rank, 

And if my chieftmns acquiesce, what then! 

I ruin Florence, teach her friends mistrust, 

Confirm her enemies in harsh belief, 

And when she finds one day, as find she must, 

The strange mistake, and how my heart was hers, 
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Shall it console me, that my Florentines 
Walk with a sadder step, in graver guise, 

Who took me with such frankness, pndsed me so, 

At the glad outsetl Had they loved me less, 

They had less feared what seemed a change in me. 
And after all, who did the harm! Not theyl 
How could they interf>ose with those old fools 
r the councill Suffer for those old fools' sakes — 
They, who made pictures of me, sang the songs 
About my battles! Ah, we Moors ^et blind 
Out of our proper world, where we can see! 

"J'he sun that guides is closer to us! There — 

There, my own orb! He sinks from out the sky! 
Why, there! a whole day has he blessed the land, 

My land, our Florence il about the hills, 

The fields md gardens, vineyards, olive-grounds, 

All have been blest — and yet we Florentines 
With souls intent upon our battle here, 

Found that he rose too soon, or set too late, 

Gave us no vantage, o^gave Pisa much — 

Therefore we wrongcfi him! Does he turn in ire 
To burn the earth that cannot understand! 

Or drop out quietly, and leave the sky, 

*His task once ended! Night wipes blame aw'ay. 
Another morning from my East shall spring 
And find all eyes at leisure, all disposed 
To watch and understand its work, no doubt 
So, praise the new sun, the successor praise, 

Praise the new Luria and forget the old! 

f Takimg a pkml Jr&m Air Anmt 

—Strange! This is all I brought from my own land 
To help me: Eurojjc would supply the rest. 

All needs beside, all other helps save onel 
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I thought of adverse fortune, battles lost, 

The natural upbraiding of the loser, 

And then this quiet remedy to seek 

At end of the disastrous day. [He drinh, 

'Tis sought 1 

This was my happy triumph-morning:"Florencc 
Is saved: I drink this, and ere night, — die! Strange! 


. ACT V. 

KICHT. 

Luria and PucCfO. 

Zur. I thought to do this, not to talk this: well, 
Such were my projects for the cit/s good, 

To help her in attack or by defence. 

Time, here as elsew^here, soon or late may take 
Our foresight by surpri.se thro' chance and change; 
But not a little we provide ag^st 
— If you see clear on every point. 

Pt4c, Most clear. 

Zur. Then all is said — not much, if you count 
words, 

Yet to an understanding ear enough; 

And all that my brief stay permits, beside. 

Nor must you blame me, as I sought to teach 
My elder in command, or threw a doubt 
Upon the very skill, it comforts me 
To know I leave,— your steady soldiership 
Which never failed me: yet, because it seemed 
A stranger^s eye might haply note defect 
That skill, through use and custom, overlooks 
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I have gone into the old cares once more, 

As if I had to come and save again 

Florence — that May — that raoming! *Th night now. 

Well — I broke off with? . . . 

Puc, Of the past campaign 

You spoke — of , measures to be kept in mind 
For future use. 

Lur. True, so . . . but, time — no time! 

As well end here; remember this, and me! 

Farewell now! 

Puc. Dare 1 speak? ^ 

Lur. South o’ the river — 

How is the second stream called . , no, — the third? 
Puc. Pesa. 

£ur. And a stoneVeast from the fording-placc 
To the east, — the little mount’s name? 

Puc. Lupo. 

Lur. Ay! 

Ay “ there the tower, and all that side is safe! 

With San Romano, west of Evoki, 

San Miniato, Scala, Bmpoli, 

Five towxrs in all,— forget not! 

Puc, Fear not me! 

Lur, — Nor to memorialize the Council now, 
r the easy hour, on those battalions’ claim, 

On the other side by Staggia on the hills, 

Who kept the Sienese at check! 

Puc, One word — 

Sir, I must speak! That you submit yourself 
To Florence’ bidding, howsoe’er it prove. 

And give up the command to me~is much, 

Too much, j>crhaps: but what you tell me now, 

Even will affect the other course you choose — 
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Poor as it may be, perils even thatl 
Refuge you seek at Pisa: yet these plans 
All militate for Florence, dll conclude 
Your formidable work to make her queen 
O’ the country, — which her rivals rose against 
When you began it, — which to interrupt, 

Pisa would buy you off at any price! 

You cannot mean to sue for Pisa's help, 

With this made perfect and on records 

Lur. 1 — 

At Pisa, and for refuge, do you sayl 

Puc. Where are you going, then? You must decide 
On leaving us, a silent fugitive, 

Alone, at night — you, stealing through our lines, 

Who were this morning's Luria, — you escape 
To painfully begin the world once more, 

With such a past, as it had never been! 

Where are you going? 

Lun Not so far, my Puccio, 

But that I hope to hear, enjoy and praise 
(If you mind praise from your tld captain yet) 

Each happy blow you strike for Florence! 

Pu^:. Ay, 

But ere you gain your shelter, what may come? 

For see — though nothing's surely known as yet, 

^tiH — truth must out — I apprehend the worst 
IC mere suspicion stood for certainty 
Before, there's nothing can arrest the step 
Of Florence toward your ruin, once on foot 
Forgive her fifty times, it matters not! 

And haying disbelieved your innocence, 

How can she trust your magnanimity? 

You may do harm to her — why then, you will! 
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And Florence is sagacious in pursuit 
Have you a friend to count on I 

Lur, One, sure friend. 

Puc, Potent? 

Lur, All-potent 

Puc, And he is apprised? 

Lur, He waits me. 

Puc, So! — Then 1, put in your place. 

Making iny profit of all done by you, 

Calling your labours mine, reaping their fruit. 

To this, the State's gift, now add^ours beside — 

That I may take as my peculiar store 
These your instructions to w'ork Florence good. 

And if, by putting some few happily 
In practice, I should both advantage her 
And draw down honour on myself, — what then? 

Lur, Do it, my Pucciol I shall know and praise! 
Puc, Though so, men say, ‘‘mark what we gain by 
change 

“ —A Puccio for a Luria!*^ 

Lur, * Even sol 

Puc, Then, not for fifty hundred Florences, 

Would I accept one office 'save my own, 

Fill any other than my rightful post 
Here at your feet, my captain and my lord! 

"J'hat such a cloud should break, such trouble be, 

Ere a man settle, soul and body, down 
Into his true place and take rest for ever! 

Here were my wise eyes fixed on your right-hand, 
And so the bad thoughts came and the worse words, 
And all went wrong and painfully enough,— 

No wonder, — till, the right spot stumbled on, 

All the jar stops, and there is peace |it once! 
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I am yours now, — a tool your right-hand wields! 
God’s love, that I should live, the man I am, 

On orders, warrants, patents and the like, 

As if there were no glowing eye i’ the world, 

To glance straight inspiration to my brain, 

No glorious heart to give mine twice the beats! 

For, see — my doubt, where is iti — fear? 'tis flown! 
And Florence and her anger arc a tale 
To scare a child! Why, half-a-dozen words 
Will tell her, spoken as I now can speak, 

Her error, my past^folly — and all's right, 

And you are Luria, our great chief again! 

Or at the worst — which worst were best of all -- 
To exile or to death I follow you! 

Lur, Thanks, Pucciol Let me use the privilege 
You grant me: if I still command you,— stay! 

Remain here — my vicegerent, it shall be, 

And not successor: let me, as of old, 

Still serv'e the State, my spirit prompting yours — 

Still triumph, one for both. Th^re! IvOave me now 
You cannot disobey my first command? 

Remember what I spoke of Jacopo, 

And what you promised to concert with him! 

Send him to speak with me — nay, no farewell! 

You shall be by me when the sentence comes. 

[PUCCJOjfW, 

So, there’s one Florentine returns again! 

Out of the genial morning-company, 

One face is left to take into the night. 

Enter Jacopo. 

Jac. I wait for your command, sir. 

Zwr. What, so soon? 
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I thank your ready presence and fair word. 

I used to notice you in early days 
As of the other species, so to speak, 

Those watchers of the lives of us who act — 

That weigh our motives, scrutinize our thoughts 
So, I propound this to your faculty 
As you would tell me, were a town to take 
. . That is, of old. I am departing hence 
Under these imputations; that is nought — 

I leave no friend on whom they may rebound, 
Hardly a name behind me in the land, 

Peing a stranger: all the more behoves 
That I regard how altered were the case 
With natives of the country, Florentines 
On whom the like mischance should fall: the roots 
O’ the tree survive the min of the trunk — 

No root of mine w’ill throb — you understand. 

But I had predecessors, Florentines, 

Accused as 1 am now, and punished so — 

The 'Fraversari; you J^now more than I 
How stigmatized they are, and lost in shame. 

Now Puccio, who succeeds me in command, 

Both served them and succeeded, in due time; 

He knows the way, holds proper documents, 

And has the power to lay the simple truth 
Before an active spirit, as I count yours: 

And also there’s 'Fiburzio, my new friend, 

Will, at a word, confirm such evidence, 

He being the great chivalric soul we know\ 

I put it to your tact, sir— were ’t not well, 

— A grace, though but for contrast's sake, no more, 
If you who witness, and have borne a share 
Involuntarily in my mischance, 
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Should, of yotir proper motion, set your skill 
To indicate — that is, investigate 
The right or wrong of what mischance befell 
Those famous citizens, your countryment 
Nay, you shall promise nothing: but reflect, 

And if your sense of justice prompt you — good! 

Jac. And if, the trial past, their fame stand clear 
To all men*s eyes, as yours, my lord, to mine — 
Their ghosts may sleep in quiet satisfied! 

For me, a straw thrown up into the air, 

My testimony goes^for a straw’s wortli. 

I used to hold by the instructed brain, 

And move with Braccio as my master-wind; 

The heart leads surelier; I must move with you — 

As greatest now, who ever were the best. 

So, let the last and humblest of your servants 
Accept your charge, as Braccio's heretofore, 

And tender homage by obeying you! 

[Jacopo 

Lur. Another! — Luria goes lift poorly forth. 

If we could wait! The only fault’s with time; 

All men become good creatures: but so slow! 

Enter Domizia. 

Lur. Ah, you onc^ morel 

Dom, Domizia, whom you knew, 

Performed her task, and died with it. ’Tis I, 

Another woman, you have never known. 

I>et the past sleep now! 

Lur. I have done with it, 

Dom. How inexhaustibly the spirit grows! 

One object, she seemed erewhile born to reach 
With her whole energies and die content, — 
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So like a wall at the world’s edge it stood, 

With nought beyond to live for, — is that reachedi— 
Already are new undreamed energies 
Outgrowing under, and extending farther 
To a new object; — there’s another world! 

See! I have told the purpose of my life; 

’Tis gained: you are decided, well or ill — 

You march on Florence, or submit to her — 

My work is done with you, your brow declares. 

But —leave you] — More of you seeips yet to reach! 

I stay for what I just begin to see. • 

Awr. So that you turn not to the past! 

Dorn, You trace 

Nothing but ill in it— my selfish impulse, 

Which sought its end and disregarded yoursi 

Lur. Speak not against your nature: best, each keep 
Ilis own — you, yours — most, now that I keep mine, 
— At least, fall by it, having too weakly stood. 

God’s finger marks distinctions, all so fine, 

Wc would confound: Jhe lesser has its use, 

Which, wdien it apes the greater, is foregone. 

I, born a Moor, lived half a Florentine; 

But, punished properly, can end, a Moor. 

Beside, there’s something makes me understand 
Your nature: I have seen it 
Dorn. Aught like mine! 

Lur. In ray own East . . if you w'ould stoop and help 
My barbarous illustration! It sounds ill; 

Yet there’s no wrong at bottom: rather, praise. 

Dom. Weill 

Lur. We have aeaturcs there, which if you saw 

The first time, you would doubtless marvel at 
For their surpassing beauty, craft and straigth. 
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And though it were a lively moment^s shock 
Wherein you found the purpose of forked tongues 
That seem innocuous in their lambent play, 

Yet, once made know such grace requires such guard, 
Your reason soon would acquiesce, I think, 

In wisdom which made all things for tlie best — 

So, take them, good with ill, contentedly, 

The prominent beauty with the latent sting. 

I am glad to have seen you wondrous Florentines: 
Yet . . 

Dorn, I am heri to listen. 

Lur, My own East! 

How nearer God we were! He glows above 
With scarce an intervention, presses close 
And palpitatingly, his soul o’er ours! 

We feel him, nor by painful reason know! 

The everlasting minute of creation 
Is felt there; now it is, as it was then; 

All changes at his instantaneous will, 

Not by the operation of a law 
Whose maker is elsewhere at oflier work. 

His hand is still engaged upon Jiis )vorld— 

Man’s praise can forward it, man’s prayer suspend, 
For is not God all-mighty 1 To recast 
ITie world, erase old things and make them new, 
What costs it him? So, man breatlies nobly there! 
And inasmuch as feeling, the East’s gift, ^ 

Is quick and transient — i:omes, and lo, is gone — 
While Northern thought is slow and durable, 

Surely a mission was reserved for me, 

Who, bom with a perception of the power 
And use of the North’s thought for us of the East, 
Should have remained and turned it to account, 
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Giving thought's character and permanence 
To the too transitory feeling there — 

Writing God’s message plain in mortal words. 
Instead of which, I leave my fated field 
For this where such a task is needed least, 

Where all are bom consummate in the art 
I just perceive a chance of making mine, — 

And then, deserting thus my early post, 

I wonder that tlie men I come among 
Mistake me! There, how all had understood, 

Still brought fresh stuff for me to sttmp and keep, 
Fresh instinct to translate them into law] 

Me, who . , . 

Dom. Who here the greater task achieve, 

More needful e^en: who have brought fresh stuff 
For us to mould, inteq^ret and prove right, — 

New feeling fresh from God, which, could we know 
O’ the instant, where had been our need of it? 
-—Whose life re-teaches us wdiat life should be, 
What faith is, loyalty simpleness, 

All, once revealed but Uiught us so long since 
That, having mere tradition of the fact, — 

1'ruth copied falteringly from copies faint, 

'Fhe early traits all dropped away, — we said 
On sight of faith like yours, “So looks not faith 
‘^We understand, described and praised before.” 

But stiM, the feat was dared; and though at first 
It suffered from our haste, yel^ trace by trace 
Old memories reappear, old truth returns, 

Our slow thought does its work, and alFs re-known. 
Oh noble Luria! What you have decreed 
I see not, but no animal revenge, 

No brute-like pumshment of bad by worse — 
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It cannot be, the gross and vulgar way 
Traced for me by convention and mistake, 

Has gained that calm approving eye and brow! 

Si>are Florence, after all! Let Luria trust 
To his own soul, and I will trust him mine! 

Im)\ ]n time! 

Dorn. How, lairia? 

Z?/r. It is midnight now, 

And they arrive from Florence with my fate. 

Dom. I hear no stej). 

Z//r. ^ 1 feel one, as you say. 


Eftu* Husain. 

Iltn, The man returned from Florence! 

Z//r. As I knew. 

Hus. He seeks thee. 

Lur. And I only wait for him. 

Aught else? 

Hus. A movement of the Lucchese troops 

Southward"— « 

Lur. Toward Florence? Have out instantly . . . 
Ah, old use clings! Puccio must care henceforth. 

In— quick — \is nearly midnight! ]hd him come! 

Enfer Tnunaio, Braccio, nffd Prccio. 

Lur. Tiburzio? — not at Pisa? 

Tt&. I return 

From Florence: I Jigrve Pisa, and must tliink 
By such procedure I have served her best. 

A people is but the attempt of many 
To rise to the completer life of one; 

And those who live as models for the mass 
Are singly of more value than they all. 
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Sucli Elan are you, and such a time is this, 

'Fhat your sole fate concerns a nation more 
Than its apparent welfare; and to prove 
Your rectitude, and duly crown the same, 

Imports us far beyond the day s event, 

A battleV loss or gain: the mass remains,— 

Keep but the model safe, new men will rise 
To take its mould, and other days to prove 
How great a good was Luria's having lived. 

I might go try my fortune as you bade, 

And joining Lucca, helped by your (fisgrace, 

Repair our harm — so were to-day *s work done; 

But where find Luria for our sons to seet 
No, I look farther. 1 have testified 
(Declaring my submission to your arms) 

Her full success to Florence, making clear 
Your probity, as none else could: I spoke, 

And out it shone! 

Zur, Ah — until Braccio spoke! 

J?rar, Till Braccio told in just a word the whole — 
His lapse to error, his return to knowledge: 

Which told , . Nay, Luria, / should droo]) the head, 

I whom shame rests with! Yet I dare look up, 

Suie of your pardon when I sue for it, 

Knowing you wholly. Let the midnight end! 

morn approaches! Still you answer not! 
Sunshine succeeds the shadow past away; 

Our faces, which phantasmal grew and false, 

Are all that felt it: they close round you, turn 
Themselves now in its complete vanishing. 

Speak, Luria! Here begins your true career: 

Look up to ill All now is possible, 

The glory and the grandeur of each dream. 
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And every prophecy shall be fulfilled 

Save one— (nay, now your word must conic at last) 

— That you would punish Florence! 

Ilus- [fmHtiNg to Lukia’s dead body^ I'hat is done. 
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1 . 

Out of the little chapel I burst. 

Into the fresh night-air again. 

Five minutes full, I waited first 

In the doorway, to escape the rain 

That drove in gusts down the comments centre, 

At the edge of which the chapel stands, 

Before I plucked up heart to enter. 

Heaven knows how many sorts of hands 
Reached past me, groping for the latch 
Of the inner door that hung on catch 
More obstinate the more they fumbled, 

Till, giving way at last with a scold 
Of the crazy hinge, in squeezed or tumbled 
One sheep more to the rest in fold, 

And left me irresolute, standing sentry 
In the sheepfold's lath-and-plaster enUy, 

Four feet long by two feet wide, 

Partitioned Ofi* from the vast inside — 

I blocked up half of it at least 
No remedy; the rain kept driving. 

They eyed me much as some wild beast, 

That congregation, still arriving, 
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Some of them by the main road, white 
A long way past me into the night, 

Skirting the common, then diverging; 

Not a few suddenly emerging 

From the common's self thro' the paling-gaps, 

—They house in the gravel-pits perhaps, 

Where the road stops short with its safeguard border 
Of lamps, as tired of such disorder; — 

But the most turned in yet more abruptly 
From a certain squalid knot of alleys, 

Where the town’s^ bad blood once slept corruptly, 
W^hich now the little chapel rallies 
And leads into day again, — its priestliness 
Lending itself to hide their beastliness 
So cleverly (thanks in part to the mason), 

And putting so cheery a whitewashed face on 
Those neophytes too much in lack of it, 

That, where you cross the common as I did, 

And meet the party thus presided, 

^^Mount Zion” with Love-lane^ at the back of it, 

They front you as little disconcerted 
As, bound for the hills, her fate averted, 

And her wicked people made to mind him, 

Lot mighjt have marched with Gomorrah behind him** 


ii. 

Well, from the road, the lanes or the common, 
In came the flock: the fat weary woman, 
Panting and bewildered, down-clapping 
Her umbrella with a mighty report, 

Grounded it by me, wry and flapping, 

A wreck of whalebones; then, with a snort, 
Like a startled horse, at the interloper 
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(Who humbly knew himself improper, 

But could not shrink up small enough) 

— Round to the door, and in, — the gruff 
Hinge’s invariable scold 
Making my very blood run cold. 

Prompt in the wake of her, up-pattered 
On broken clogs, the many-tatlcred 
Little old-faced peaking sister-tumed-mother 
Of the sickly babe she tried to smother 
Somehow up, with its spotted face, 

From the cold, on her breast, the one warm place; 
She too must stop, wring the poor ends dry 
Of a draggled shawl, and add thereby 
Her tribute to the door-mat, sopping 
Already from my own clothes’ dropping, 

Which yet she seemed to grudge I should stand on 
Then, stooping down to take off her pattens, 

She bore them defiantly, in each hand one, 

Planted together before her breast 
And its babe, as good as a lance in rest 
Close on her heels, tlie^dingy satins 
Of a female sorpething, past me flitted, 

With lips as much too white, as a streak 
Lay far too red on each hollow cheek; 

And it seemed the very door-hinge pitied 
All that was left of a 'woman once, 

Holding at least its tongue for the nonce. 

Then a tall yellow man, like the Penitent Thief, 
With his jaw bound up in a handkerchief, 

And eyelids screwed together tight, 

Led himself in by some inner light. 

And, except from him, from each that entered, 

I got the same interrogation — 
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*‘What, you, the alien, you have ventured 
“To take with us, the elect, your station? 

“A carer for none of it, a GallioT^ — 

Thus, plain as print, 1 read the glance 
At a common prey, in each countenance 
As of huntsman giving his hounds the taliyho. 

And, when the door’s cry drowned their wonder, 

The draught, it always sent in shutting, 

Msidc the flame of the single tallow candle 
In the cracked square lantern I stood under, 

Shoot its blue lip^at me, rebutting 
As it were, the luckless cause of scandal; 

I verily fancied the zealous light 
(In the chapel’s secret, too!) for spite 
Would shudder itself dean off the wick, 

With the airs of a Saint John’s Candlestick. 

'Fhere was no standing it much longer. 

“Good folks,” thought I, as resolve grew stronger, 
“This way you perforin the Grand-Inquisitor, 

‘‘IVhen the weather sends you a chance visitor? 

“You are the men, and wisdofn shall die with you, 
“And none of the old Seven Churches vie with you! 
“But still, despite the pretty perfection 
“To which you carry your trick of exclusiveness, 
“And, taking God’s word under wise protection, 
“Correct its tendency to diffusiveness, 

“And bid one reach it over hot [floughshares, — 
“Still, as I say, though you’ve found salvation, 

“If I should choose to cry, as now, ‘Shares!’ — 

“See if the best of you bars me my ration! 

“I prefer, if you please, for ray expotmder 

“Of the laws of the feast, the feast’s own Founder; 

“Mine’s the same right with your poorest and sickliest, 
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Supposing I don the mamage vestirnent; 

“So, shut your mouth and open your Testament, 
“And carve me ray portion at your quickliest!” 
Accordingly, as a shoemaker^s lad 
With wizened face in want of soap, 

And wet apron wound round his waist like a rope, 
(After stopping outside, for his cough was bad, 

To get the fit over, poor gentle creature, 

And so avoid disturbing the preacher). 

— Passed in, I sent my elbow spikewise 
At the shutting door, and entered likewise, 
Keceived the hinge’s accustomed greeting, 

And crossed the threshold’s magic pentacle, 

And found myself in full conventicle, 

— To wit, in Zion Chapel Meeting, 

On the Christmas-Eve of ’Forty-nine, 

Which, calling its flock to tlieir special clover, 
Found all assembled and one sheep over, 

Whose lot, as the weather pleased, was mine. 

* nu 

I very soon had enough of it 
llic hot smell and the human noises, 

•And my neighbour’s coat, tlie greasy cuff of it, 
Were a pebble-stone that a child’s hand poises, 
Compared with the pig-of-lead-like pressure 
Of the preaching-man’s immense stupidity, 

As he poured his doctrine forth, full measure, 

To meet his audience’s avidity. 

You needed not the wit of the Sibyl 
To guess the cause of it all, in a twinkling: 

No sooner got our friend an inkling 
Of treasure hid in the Holy Bible, 
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(Whenever 'twas that the thought first struck him, 

How death, at unawares, might duck him 
Deeper than the grave, and quench 
The gin-shop’s light in hell’s grim drench) 

Then he handled it so, in fine irreverence, 

As to hug the book of books to pieces: 

And, a patchwork of chapters and texts in severance, 
Not improved by the private dog^s-ears and creases, 
Having clothed his own soul with, he'd fain see equipt 
yours, — 

So tossed you again your Holy Scriptures. 

And you picked them up, in a sense, no doubt: 

Nay, had but a single face of niy neighbours 
Appeared to suspect that the preacher’s labours 
Were help which the world could be saved without, 
Tis odds but I might have borne in quiet 
A qualm or two at my spiritual diet, 

Or (who can tell!) perchance e\^en mustered 
Somewhat to urge in behalf of the sermon: 

But the flock sat on, divinely f\pstered, 

Sniffing, methought, its dew of Hermon 
With such content in every snuffle, 

As the devil inside us loves to ruffle. 

My old fat woman purred with pleasure, 

And thumb round thumb went twirling faster, 

While she, to his periods keeping measure, 

Maternally devoured the pastor. 

The man with the handkerchief, untied it, 

Showed us a horrible wen inside it, 

Gave his eyelids yet anoffier screwing, 

And rocked himself as the woman was doing. 

The shoemaker’s lad, discreetly choking, 

Kept down his cough. ’Twas too provoking I 
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My gorge rose at the nonsense and stuff of it; 

So, saying like Eve when she plucked the apple, 

<‘I wanted a taste, and now there's enough of it" 

I flung out of the little chapel. 


I'Jiere was a lull in the rain, a lull 
In the wind too; the moon was risen, 

And would have shone out pure and full, 

But for the ramparted cloud-prison, 

Block on block built up in the West, 

For what puq)ose the wind knows best, 

Wiio dianges his mind continually. 

And the empty other lialf of the sky 
Seemed in its silence as if it knew 
What, any moment, might look through 
A chance gap in that fortress massy: — 
Through its fissures you got hints 
Of the flying moon, by the shifting tints, 

Now, a dull lion-colour, now, brassy 
Burning to yellow, and whitest yellow, 

Like furnace-smoke just cre the flames l>ellow, 
Ail a-simmer with intense strain 
fo let her tlirough, — then blank again, 

M the hope of her appearance failing. 

Jiist by the chapel, a break in the railing 
Shows a narrow path directly across; 

'Tis ever dry walking there, on the moss — 
Besides, you go gently all the way uphili 
1 stooped under iind soon felt better; 

My head grew lighter, my limbs more supple, 
As I walked on, glad to have sUpt the fetter. 
My mind was full of the scene 1 liad kft| 
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That placid flock, that pastor vociferant, 

— How this outside was pure and different! 

The sermon, no what a mingled weft 
Of good and ill! Were either less, 

Its fellow had coloured the whole distinctly; 

But alas for the excellent earnestness, 

And the truths, quite true if stated succinctly, 

But as surely false, in their quaint presentment, 
However to pastor and flock's contentment! 

Say rather, such truths looked false to your eyes. 

With his provings find parallels twisted and twined, 
Till how could you know them, grown doiil>Ie their size 
In the natural fog of the good man's mind, 

Like yonder spots of our roadside lamps. 

Haloed about with the common's damps? 

Truth remains true, the fault 's in the prover; 

The zeal was good, and the aspiration; 

And yet, and yet, yet, fifty limes over, 

Pharaoh received no demonstration, 

By his Baker’s dream of Baskets. Three, 

Of the doctrine of the Trinity, — 

Although, as our preacher thus embellished it, 
Apparently his hearers relished it 
With so unfeigned a gust— who knows if 
They did not prefer our friend to Joseph! 

But so it is everywhere, one way with all of them! 
These people have really felt, no doubt, 

A something, the motion they styde the Call of them; 
And this is their mqthod of bringing about, 

By a mechanism of words and tones, 

(So many texts in so many groans) 

A sort of reviving and reproducing, 

More or less perfectly, (who can tell ? — ) 
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Of the mood itself, that strengthens by using; 

And how it happens, I understand well. 

A tune was bom in my head last week. 

Out of the thump-thump and shriek-shriek 

Of the train, as I came by it, up from Manchester; 

And when, next week, I take it back again, 

My head will sing to the engine's clack again, 

While it only makes my neighbour s haunches stir, 

— Finding no dormant musical sprout 

In him, as in me, to be jolted ouL 

n'is the taught already that profits hy teaching; 

He gets no more from the railway's preaching 
Than, from this preacher who does the rail's office, I: 
Whom therefore the flock cast a jealous eye on. 

Still, why paint over their door “Mount Zion,*' 

To which all flesh shall come, saith the prophecyl 

V. 

But wherefore be harsh on a single casef 
After how many mode|, this Christmas-Eve, 

Does the selfsame weary thing take place? 

The same endeavour to make you believe. 

And with much the same effect, no more: 

* Each method abundantly convincing, 

As 1 say, to those convinced before, 

Blit scarce to be swallowed without wincing 
By the not-as-yct-convinced. For me, 

I have my own church equally: 

And in this church my faith sprang first! 

(1 said, as I reached the rising ground, 

And the wind began again, with a burst 
Of rain in ray face, and a glad rebound 
From the heart beneath, as if, God speeding me, 
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I entered his church-door, nature leading me) 

— In youth I looked to these very skies. 

And probing their immensities, 

I found God there, his visible power; 

Yet felt in my heart, amid all its sense 

Of the power, an equal evidence 

That liis love, there too, was the nobler dower. 

For the loving worm within its clod. 

Were diviner than a loveless god 
Amid his worlds, I will dare to say. 

You know what l,mean: God^s all, man's nought: 

But also, God, whose pleasure brought 

Man into being, stands away 

As it were a handbreadth off, to give 

Room for the newly-made to live, 

And look at him from a place apart, 

And use his gifts of brain and heart, 

Given, indeed, but to keep for ever. 

Who speaks of man, then, must not sever 
Man's very elements from man. 

Saying, **But all is God's''— whose plan 
Was to create man and then leave him 
Abie, his own word saith, to grieve him, 

But able to glorify him too, 

As a mere machine could never do. 

That prayed or praised, all unaware 

Of its fitness for aught but praise and i)rayer, 

Made perfect as a thing of course. 

Man, therefore, stands on his own stock 
Of love and power as a pin-point rock, 

And, looking to God who ordained divorce 
Of the rock from his boundless continent, 

Sees, in his power made evident, 
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Oaly excess by a million-fold 
O'er the power God gave man in the mould. 
For, note: man^s hand, first formed to cany 
A few pounds' weight, when taught to marry 
Its strength with an engine's, lifts a mountain, 
— Advancing in power by one degree; 

And why count steps through eternity t 
But love is tlie ever-springing fountain: 

Man may enlarge or narrow his bed 
For the water's play, but the water-head — 
How can he multiply or reduce it! • 

As easy create it, as cause it to cease; 

He may profit by it, or abuse it, 

But 'tis not a thing to bear increase 
As power does: be love less or more 
In Uie heart of man, he keeps it shut 
Or opes it wide, as he pleases, but 
Love's sum remains what it was before. 

So, gazing up, in my youth, at love 
As seen through power ,.cver above 
All modes which make it manifest, 

My soul brought all to a single test — 
niat he, the Eternal First and Last, 

Who, in his power, had so surj>assed 
AH man conceives of what is might, — 

Whose wisdom, too, show’ed infinite, 

— Would prove as infinitely good; 

Would never, (my sou! understood,) 

With power to work all love desires, 

Bestow e’en less than man requires; 

That he who endlessly was teaching, 

Above my spirit's utmost reaching, 

AVhat love can do in the leaf or stone, 
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(So that to master this alone, 

This done in the stone or leaf for me, 

I must go on learning endlessly) 

Would never need that I, in turn, 

Should point him out defect unheeded, 

And show that God had yet to learn 
What the meanest human creature needed, 

— Not life, to wit, for a few short years, 

Tracking his way through doubts and fears, 

While the stupid earth on which I stay 
Suffers no changt, but passive adds 
Its myriad years to myriads, 

Though I, he gave it to, decay. 

Seeing death come and choose about me, 

And my dearest ones depart without me. 

No: love which, on earth, amid all the shows of it. 
Has ever been seen the sole good of life in it. 

The love, ever growing there, spite of the strife in it. 
Shall arise, made perfect, from death’s repose of it. 
And I shall behold thee, face»to face, 

0 God, and in thy light retrace 

How in all I loved here, still wast thou! 

\Vhom pressing to, then, as I fain would nf»w, 

1 shall find as able to satiate 

'fhe love, thy gift, as my spirit’s wonder 
Thou art able to quicken and sublimate. 

With this sky of thine, that I now walk under 
And glory in thee for, as I gaze 
Thus, thus! Oh, let men keep their ways 
Of seeking thee in a narrow shrine — 

Be this my way! And this is mine! 
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For lo, what think youl suddenly 
The rain and the wind ceased, and the sky 
Keceived at once the full fruition 
Of moon's consummate apparition. 

The black cloud-barricade was riven, 

Ruined beneath her feet, and driven 

Deep in the West; while, bare and breathless, 

North and South and East lay ready 

For a glorious thing that, dauntless, cftathless, 

Sprang across them and stood steady. 

'Twas a moon-rainbow, vast and perfect, 

From heaven lo heaven extending, perfect 
As the mother-moon's self, full in face. 

It rose, distinctly at the base 

ith its seven proper colours chorded, 

Wnch still, in the rising, were compressed, 
Until at last they coalesced. 

And supreme the spectral creature lorded 
In a triumph of whitest white, — 

Above which intcrv'cncd the night. 

But above night too, like only the next, 
tIic second of a wondrous sequence, 

Reaching in rare and rarer frequence, 

Till the heaven of heavens were circumficxed. 
Another rainbow rose, a mightier, 

Fainter, flushier and flightier, — 

Rapture dying along its verge. 

Oh , whose foot shall I see emerge, 

Whose, from the straining topmost dark, 

On to the keystone of that arct 
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Vli. 

This sight was shown me, there and then, — 
Me, one out of a world of men, 

Singled forth, as the chance might hap 
To another if, in a thunderclap 
Where I heard noise and you saw flame. 
Some one man knew God called his name. 
For me, I tliink 1 said, “Appear! 

“Good were it to be ever here. 

“If thou wilt, lei: me build to thee 
“Service-tabernacles three, 

“Where, forever in thy presence, 

“In ecstatic acquiescence, 

“Far alike from thriftless learning 
“And ignorance's undisceming, 

“1 may w'orship and remain 1" 

Thus at the show above me, gazing 
With upturned eyes, I felt my brain 
Glutted with the glory, blazing 
Throughout its whole mass, cner and under, 
Until at length it burst asunder 
And out of it bodily there streamed, 

The too-rauch glory, as it seemed, 
l\assing from out me to the ground. 

Then palely ser|>entining round 
Into the dark wilii mazy error. 

* VIIL 

All at once I looked up with terror. 

He was there* 

He himself with his human hair. 

On tlie narrow pathway, just before. 
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I saw the back of him, no more — 

He had left the chapel, then, as I. 

I forgot all about the sky. 

No face: only the sight 

Of a sweepy garment, vast and white. 

With a hem that I could recognise. 

I felt terror, no surprise; 

My mind filled with the cataract, 

At one bound of the mighty fact 
“I remember, he did say 
Doubtless, that, to this world's end, • 
Wlrere two or three should meet and pray, 
He would be in the midst, their friend; 
Certainly he was there with them!” 

And rny pulses leaped for joy 
Of the golden thought without alloy. 

That I saw his very vesture's hem. 

Then rushed the blood back, cold and clear 
With a fresh enhancing shiver of fear; 

And I lustened, cried out while I pressed 
To the salvation of the vest, 

“But not so. Lord! It cannot be 
“That thou, indeed, art leaving me — 

“Me, that have despised thy friends i 
“Did my heart make no amends? 

“Thou art the love of God— above 
“His })ower, didst hear me plage his love, 
“And that vtas leaving the world for thee; 
“Therefore thou roust not turn from me 
“As I had chosen the other part 
“Folly and pride o’ercamc my heart. 

“Our best is bad, nor bears thy test; 

“Still, it should 1^ our very best 
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*^I thought it best that thou, the spirit, 

“Be worshipped in spirit and in truth, 
“And in beauty, as even we require it — 
“Not in the forms burlesque, uncouth, 

“I left but now, as scarcely fitted 
“For thee: I knew not what I pitied. 

“But, all I felt there, right or wrong, 
“What is it to thee, who curest sinning! 
“Am I not weak as thou art strong! 

“I have looked to thee from the beginning, 
“Straight up to/hee through all the world 
“Which, like an idle scroll, lay furled 
“To nothingness on either side: 

“And since the time thou wast descried, 
“Spite of the weak heart, so have I 
“Lived ever, and so fain would die, 
“Living and dying, thee before! 

“But if thou leavest me — “ 


IX. 

Less or more, 

I suppose that I spoke thus. 

When, — have mercy, Lord, on us! 

The whole face turned upon me fulL 
And I spread myself beneath it, 

As when the bleacher spreads, to seethe it 
In the cleansing sun, his wool, — 

Steeps in tlie flood of noontide whiteness 
Some defiled, discoloured web — 

So lay I, saturate with brightness. 

And when the flood appeared to ebb, 

Lo, I was walking, light and swift, 

With my senses settling fipist and steadying, 
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But ray body caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the vesture's amplitude, still eddying 
On, just before me, still to be followed, 

As it carried me after with its motion: 

What shall I sayi — as a path were hollowed 
And a man went weltering through the ocean, 
vSucked along in the flying wake 
Of the luminous water-snake. 

Darkness and cold were cloven, as through 
I ]»asscd, upborne yet walking too. 

And I turned to myself at intervals,-* 

‘'So he said, so it befals. 

“God who registers the cup 
“Of mere cold water, for his sake 
To a disciple rendered up, 

“Disdains not his own thirst to slake 
“At the poorest love was ever offered: 

“And because ray heart I proffered, 

“With true love trembling at the brim, 

“He suffers me to follow him 
“For ever, my own way, — dispensed 
“From setiking to be influenced 
“By all the less immediate vmys 
‘^That earth, in worships manifold, 

“Adopts to reach, by prayer and i>raise, 

“The garment's hem, which, lo, 1 hold!” 


X* 

4nd so we crossed the world and stopped. 
For where am I, in city or plain, 

Since I am 'ware of the world again! 

And what is this that rises propped 
Witii pillars of prodigious girUi! 
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Is it really on the earth, 

This miraculous Dome of God? 

Has the angeVs measuring-rod 
Which numbered cubits, gem from gem, 

^Twixt the gates of the New Jerusalem, 

Meted it out, — and what he meted, 

Have the sons of men. completed? 

— Binding, ever as he bade, 

Columns in the colonnade 

With arms wide open to embrace 

The entry of the -human race 

To the breast of * . . what is it, yon building. 

Ablaze in front, all paint and gilding, 

With marble for brick, and stones of price 
For garniture of the edifice? 

Now I see; it is no dream; 

It stands there and it does not seem: 

For ever, in pictures, thus it looks, 

And thus I have read of it in books 
Often inJBngland, leagues away, 

And wondered how these fountains play, 

Growing up eternally 

Each to a musical water-tree, 

Whose blossoms drop, a glittering boon. 

Before my eyes, in the light of the moon, 

To the granite lavers underneath. 

Liar and dreamer in your teeth! 

I, the sinner that speak to you, 

Was in Rome this night, and stood, and knew 
Both this and more. For see, for see. 

The dark is rent , mine eye is free 
To pierce the crust of the outer wall, 

And I view inside, and all there, all, 
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As the swarming hollow of a hive, 

The whole Basilica alive! 

Men in the chancel, body and nave, 

Men on the pillars* architrave, 

Men on the statues, men on the tombs 
With popes and kings in their porphyry wombs, 
All famishing in expectation 
Of the main-altar’s consnmmation. 

For see, for see, the rapturous moment 
Approaches, and earth's best endowment 
Blends with heaven’s; the taper-fires • 

Pant up, the winding brazen spires 
Heave loftier yet the baldachin; 

The incense-gaspings, long kept in, 

Suspire in clouds; the organ blatant 
Holds bis breath and grovels latent, 

As if God’s hushing finger grazed him, 

(Like Behemoth when he praised him) 

At the silver bell’s shrill tinkling, 

Quick cold drops of terror sprinkling 
On the sudden pavement strewed 
With faces of the multitude. 

Earth breaks up, time drops away, 

In flows heaven, with its new day 
Of tuidless life, when he who trod, 

Very man and very God^ 

This earth in weakness, shame and pain, 

Dying the death whose signs remain 
Up yonder bn the accursed tree, — 

Shall come again, no more to be 
Of captivity the thrall, 

But the one God, All in all. 

King of kings, Lord of lords, 

Ktlvrl BrmmiKg. /. 
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As his liecv^ant John received the words, 
died I and live for evermore 


XI. 

Yet I was left outside the door. 

"WTiy sit I here on the threshold-stone. 

Left till he return, alone 

Save for the garment's extreme fold 

Abandoned still to bless my hoidT' 

My reason, to tny doubt, replied, 

As if a book we»:j opened wide, 

And at a certain page I traced 
Every" record undefaced, 

Added by successive years, — 

The harvestings of truth’s stray cars 
Singly gleaned, and in one sheaf 
Bound together for belief. 

Yes, I said — that he will go 
And sit with these in turn, I know. 

Their faith’s heart beats, though her head swims 
Too giddily to guide her limbs. 

Disabled by their palsy-stroke 

From propping me. Though Romeos gross yoke 

Drops off, no more to be endured, 

Her teaching is not so obscured 
By errors and perv^ersities, 

That no truth shines athwart the lies; 

And he, whose eye detects a spark 
Even where, to man's, whole seems dark, 
May well see flame where each beholder 
Acknowledges the embers smoulder. 

But I, a mere man, fear to^quit 
The cltie God gave me as most fit 
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To guide my footsteps through life's mai?e, 
Because himself discerns all ways 
Open to reach him: I, a man 
Able to mark where faith began 
To swerve aside, till from its summit 
Judgment drops her damning plummet. 
Pronouncing such a fatal space 
Departed from the founder's base: 

He will not bid me enter too, 

But rather sit, as now I do, 

Awaiting his return outside. 

— T'was tlius my reason straight replied 
And joyously I turned, and pressed 
The garment's skirt upon my breast, 

Until, afresh its light suffusing me, 

My heart cried What has been abusing me 
'That I should wait here lonely and coldly, 
Instead of rising, entering boldly, 

Baring truth s face, and letting drift 
Her veils of lies as they choose to .shift? 

Do these men praise him! I will raise 
My voice up to their point of praise! 

I see the error; but above 
*'rhe scope of error, see the love. — 

01.. love of those first Christian days! 

— Fanned so soon into a blaze, 

From the spark preserved by the trampled sect, 
That the anticjue sovereign Intellect 
Which tlien sat ruling in the world, ' 

Like a change in dreams, was hurled 
From the throne he reigned ttponf 
You looked up and he wm gone. 

Gone, his glory of the pen! 
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—Love, witli Greece and Rome in ken, 
Bade her scribes abhor the trick 
Of poetry and rhetoric, 

And exult with hearts set free, 

In blessed imbecility 

Scrawled, perchance, on some torn sheet 

Leaving Sallust incomplete. 

Gone, his pride of sculptor, painter! 

— Love, while able to acquaint her 
While the thousand statues yet 
Fresh from chisel /pictures wet 
From brush, she saw on every side, 

Chose rather with an infant’s pride 
To frame those portents which impart 
Such unction to true Christian Art. 

Gone, music too! The air was stirred* 

By happy wings: Terpander’s bird 
(That, when the cold came, fled away) 
Would tarry not the wintry day, - 
As more-enduring sculpture must. 

Till filthy saints rebuked the gust 
With which they chanced to get a ^sight 
Of some dear naked Aphrodite 
They glanced a thought above the toes of, 
By breaking zealously her nose off 
Love, surely, from that inusic^s lingering, 
Might have filched her organ-fingering, 

Nor chosen rather to set prayings 
To hog-grunts, praises to hoise-neighings. 
lA)ve was the startling thing, the new; 
Love was the all-sufficient too; 

And seeing that, you see the rest: 

As a babe can find its mother^s breast 
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As well in darkness as in light, 

Love shut our eyes, and all seemed right 
True, the world^s eyes are open now; 

— Less need for me to disallow 

Some few that keep Love’s zone unbuckled, 

Peevish as ever to be suckled, 

Lulled by the same old baby-prattle 
With intermixture of the rattle, 

When she would have them creep, stand steady 
Upon their feet, or w’alk already, 

Not to speak of trying to climb. 

I will be Avise another time, 

And not desire a wall betAveen us, 

When next I see a church*roof cover 
So many species of one genus, 

All with foreheiids bearing lover 
Written above the earnest eyes of them; 

All with breasts that beat for beauty, 

Whether sublimed , to the surprise of them, 

In noble daring, steadfast duty, 

The heroic in passion, or in action, — 

Or, loAVcrcd for sense’s satisfaction, 

Po the mere outside of human creatures, 

Jklerc perfect form and Liultless features. 

\Miatt Avith all Rome here, AA'hcnce to levy 
Such contributions to their appetite, 

With women and men in a gorgeous bevy, 
They take, as it were, a padlock, clap it tight 
On their soutliern eyes, restrained from feeding 
On the glories of their ancient reading, 

On the beauties of their modem singing, 

On the Avonders of the buildcfs bringing, 

On the majesties of Art around them,—* 
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And, all tliese loves, late struggling incessant, 

When faith has at last united and bound them, 

They offer up to God for a present t 

Why, I will, on the whole, be rather proud of it,— 

And, only taking the act in reference 

To the other recipients who might have allowed it, 

I w^ill rejoice that God had the preference/' 


XII. 

So I summed up ray new' resolves: 

‘‘Too much love {here can never be. 

And w’here the intellect devolves 
Its function on love exclusively, 

I, a man wdio possesses both, 

Will accept the provision, nothing loth, 

— Will feast my love, then depart elsewhere, 

That my intellect may find its share. 

And ponder, O soul, the wdiile thou departest, 

And see thou applaud the great heart of the artist, 
Who, examining the caj)abilitics 
Of the block of marble he has to fashion 
Into a type of thought or passion,— 

Not ahvays, using obvious facilities, 

Shapes it, as any artist can, 

Into a perfect symmetrical man, 

Complete from head to foot of the life-size, 

Such as old Adam stood in his wife^s eyes, — 

But, now and then, bravely aspires to consummate 
A Colossus by no means so easy to come at, 

And uses the whole of his block for the bi*st, 
I^eaving the mind of the public to finish it, 

Since cut it ruefully short he must: 

On the face alone he expends his devotion, 
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He rather would mar than resolve to dimmish it, 

— Saying, ‘Applaud me for this grand notion 
‘Of what a face may be! As for completing it 
‘In breast and body and limbs, do that, youP 
All hail! I fancy how, happily meeting it, 

A rrunk and legs would perfect the statue, 

Could man carve so as to answer volition. 

And how much nobler than petty cavils, 

Were a hope to find, in my spirit-travels, 

Some artist of another ambition, 

Who having a block to carve, no bigger, 

Has spent his power on the opposite quest, 

And believed to begin at the feet was best — 

For so may I see, ere I die, the whole figure!*' 

XIJI. 

No sooner said than out in the night! 

My heart beat lighter and more light: 

And still, as before, I was walking swift, 

With my senses settling fast and steadying, 

But my body caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the vesture’s amplitude, still eddying 
On just before me, still to be followed, 

•As it carried me after with its motion, 

— \Vhat shall I sayf — as a path were hollowed, 

And a man went weltering through the ocean, 

Sucked along in the flying wake 
Of the luminous water-snake. 


3UV. 

Alone I I am left alone once more — 
(Save for the garment's extreme fold 
Abandoned still to bless my hold) 
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Alone, beside the entrance-door 

Of a sort of temple, — perhaps a college, 

— Like nothing I ever saw before 
.At home in England, to my knowledge. 

The tall old quaint irregular town! 

It may be , . though which, I can't affirm . . any 
Of the famous middle-age towns of Germany; 
And this flight of stairs where I sit down, 

Is it Halle, Weimar, Cassel, Frankfort, 

Or Gottingen, I hare to thank for'i? 

It may be Gottingen, — most likely. 

Through the open door I catch obliquely 
Glimpses of a lecture-hall; 

And not a bad assembly neither, 

Ranged decent and s}TOraetTical 
On benches, waiting w'hat's to sec there; 

Which, holding still by the vesture's hem, 

I also resolve to see with them, 

Cautious this time how I stifler to slip 
The chance of joining in fellowship 
With any that call themselves hi.s friends; 

As these folks do, I have a notion. 

But hist — a bulging and emotion! 

All settle themselves, the while ascends 
By the creaking rail to the lecture-desk, 

Step by step, deliberate 

Because of his cranium's over-freight, 

Three parts sublime to one grotesque, 

If I have proved an,, accurate gucsser, 

The hawk-nosed, high«cheek-boned Professor. 

I felt at once as if there ran 
A shoot of love from my heart to the man—- 
That sallow virgin-minded studious 
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Martyr to mild enthusiasm, 

As he uttered a kind of coiigh-preludious 
That woke my sympathetic spasm, 

(Beside some spitting that made me sorry) 

And stood, surveying his auditory 

With a wan pure look, well nigh celestial, — 

Tliose blue eyes had survived so much! 

While, under the foot they could not smutch, 

Lay all the fleshly and the bestial 
Over he bowed, and arranged his notes, 

I'ill the auditory's clearing of throats^i 
Was done with, died into a silence; 

And, when each glance was upward sent, 

Each bearded mouth composed intent, 

And a pin might be heard drop half a mile hence,-— 
He pushed back higher his spectacles, 

Let the eyes stream out like lamps from cells, 

And giving his head of hair — a hake 
Of undressed tow, for colour and quantity — 

One rapid and impatient shake, 

(As our own young England adjusts a jaunty tie 
Wlicn about to impart, on mature digestion, 

Some thrilling view of the surplice-question) 

^'Fhe Professor's grave voice, sweet though hoarse, 
Brukc into his Christmas-Eve discourse. 


XV. 

And he began it by observing 
How reason dictated that men 
Should rectify the natural swrerving, 
By a reversion, now and then, 

To the well-heads of knowledge, few 
And to away, whence rolling grew 
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The life*stxeam wide whereat we drink. 
Commingled, as we needs must think. 

With waters alien to the sehirce; 

To do which, aimed this eve’s discourse; 

Since, where could be a fitter time 
For tracing backward to its prime, 

This Christianity, this lake, 

This reservoir, whereat we slake, 

From one or other bank, our thirsti 
So, he proposed inquiring first 
Into the various , sources whence 
This Myth of Christ is derivable; 

Demanding from the evidence, 

(Since plainly no such life was liveable) 

How these phenomena should class? . 

Whether ’tw'cre best opine Christ was, 

Or never was at all, or whether 
He was and was not, both together — 

It matters little for the name, 

So the idea be left the same. 

Only, for practical purpose’ sake, 

"Fwas obviously as well to take 
llie popular story, — understanding 
How the ineptitude of the time, 

And the penman’s prejudice, expanding 
Fact into fable fit for the clime, 

Had, by slow and sure degrees, translated it 
Into this myth, this Individuum,— 

Which, when reason had strained and abated it 
Of foreign matter, left, for residuum, 

A Man! — a right true man, however. 

Whose work was worthy a man’s endeavour: 
Work, that gave warrant almost sufficient 
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To his disciples, for rather believing 
was just omnipotent and omniscient, 

As it gives to us, for as frahkly receiving 

His word, their tradition, — which, though it meant 

Something entirely dififerent 

From all that those who only heard it, 

In their simplicity thought and averted it, 

Had yet a meaning quite as respectable: 

For, among other doctrines delectable, 

Was he not surely the first to insist on 
The natural sovereignty of our raceW 
Here the lecturer came to a pausing-place. 

And while his cough, like a drouthy piston, 

Tried to dislodge the husk that grew to him, 

I seized the occasion of bidding adieu to him, 

The vesture still within my hand. 


XVI. 

I could interpret its command. 

This time he would not bid me enter 
The exhausted air-bell of the Critic. 
Truth’s atmosphere may grow mephitic 
When Papist struggles with Dissenter, 
Impregnating its pristine clarity, 

— One, by his daily fare's vulgarity, 

Its gust of broken meat and garlic; 

— One, by his soul's too-much presuming 
To turn the frankincense's fuming 
And vapouts of the candle starlike 
Into the cloud her wings she buoya on. 
Each, that thus sets the pure air seething, 
May poi#on it for healthy breathing— 

But the Critic leaves no air to poison; 
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Pumps out with ruthless ingenuity 
Atom by atom, and leaves you — vacuity. 

Tlius much of Christ, does he reject? 

And what retain? His intellect? 

What is it I must reverence duly? 

Poor intellect for worship, truly, 

Which tells me simply what was told 
(If mere morality, bereft 
Of the God in Christ, be all that’s left) 
Elsewhere by voices mtinifold; 

^V'ith this advantage, that the stater 
Made nowise the important stumble 
Of adding, he, the sage and humble, 

Was also one with the Creator. 

You urge Christ's followers' simplicity: 

But how does shifting blame, evade it? 

Have wisdom’s words no more felicity? 

The stumbling-block, his speech — who laid it? 
How comes it that for one found able 
To sift the truth of it from fable, 

Millions believe it to the letter? 

Christ's goodness, then — does that fare l>etlcr? 
Strange goodness, w^hich upon the score 
Of being goodness, the mere due 
Of man to fellow-man, much more 
To God, — should take another view 
Of its possessor's privilege. 

And bid him rule his racel You pledge 
Your fealty to such rule! What, all — 

Prom heavenly John and Attic Paul, 

And that brave weather-battered Peter 
AVhose stout faith only stood completer 
For buffets, sinning to be pardoned, 
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As, more his hands hauled nets, they hardened,— 
All, down to you, the man of men, 

Professing here at Gottingen, 

Compose Christ’s flock! They, you and 1, 

Are sheep of a good man! And why? 

'rhe goodness,— how did he acquire it? 

Was it self-gained, did God inspire ill 
Choose which; then tell me, on what ground 
Should its possesscr dare propound 
His claim to rise o’er us an inch? 

Were goodness all some man’s iiivenlif!>ii, 

AVho arbitnirily made mention 

What wc yliotild follow, and wliencc flinch, — 

What qualities might take the style 
Of right and wrong, — and had suci) guessing 
Met with as general acquiescing 
As graced the alphabet erewhile, 

When A got leave an Ox to be, 

Nv) Camel (quoUi the Jews) like G,— 

For thus inventing thing and title 
Worship were that man’s fit requital 
But if the common conscience must 
Xk ultimately judge, adjust 
Its apt name to each quality 
Already known, wtmld decree 
Worship for such mere demonstration 
And simple work of nomenclature, 

Only the day I praised, not nature, 

But Harvey, for the circulation. 

I would praise such a Christ, with pride 
And joy, that he, as none beside, 

Had taught us how to keep the mind 
God gave him, as God gave his kind, 
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Freer tlian they from fleshly taint: 

^ 1 would call such a Christ our Saint, 

As I declare our Poet, him 
Whose insight makes all others dim: 

A thousand poets pried at life, 

And only one amid the strife 
Rose to be Shakespeare: each shall take 
His cTOwn, I’d say, for the world’s sake - 
Though some objected — “Had we seen 
**The heart and head of each, what screen 
“Was broken th%re to give them light, 
“While in ourselves it shuts the sight, 

“We should no more admire, perchance, 
“That these found truth out at a glance, 
“Than marvel how the bat discerns 
“Some pitch-dark cavern^s fifty turns, 

“I^d by a finer tact, a gift 

“He boasts, which other birds must shift 

“Without, and gro|)e as best they can.” 

No, freely I would praise the man, — 

Nor one w^hit more, if he contended 
That gift of his, from God, desce nded. 

Ah friend, what gift of man^s does not? 

No nearer something, by a jot, 

Rise an infinity of nothings 
Than one; take Euclid for your teacher; 
Distinguish kinds: do crownings, clothings, 
Make that creator which was creature? 
Multiply gifts upon niUn's head, 

And what, when alFs done, shall l>e said 
But — the more gifted he, I ween! 

Tlmt one*s made Christ, this other, Pilate, 
And this might be all tliat has been, — 
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So what is there to frown or smile atl 
What is left for us, save, in growth 
Of soul, to rise up, far past both, 

From the gift looking to the giver, 

And from the cistern to the river, 

And from the finite to infinity, 

And from man’s dust to God’s divinity? 

xvn. 

Take all in a word; the truth in God’s breast 
Lies trace for trace upon ours impie»ed; 

Though he is so bright and we so dim, 

Wc are made in his image to witness him: 

And were no eye in ui> to tell, 

Instructed by no inner sense, 

’Fhe light of hea\ on from the dark of hell, 

'J'hat light would want its evidence, — 

Though justice, good and truth were still 
Divine, if, by sonne demon’s will, 

Haired and wrong had been proclaimed 
Law through the ivorlds, and right misnamed. 

No mere exposition of morality 
Made or in part or in totality, 

Should win you to give it worship, therefore: 

Ant!, if no better proof you will ciire for, 

—Whom do you count the worst man upon eaith! 
Be sure, he knows, in his conscience, more 
Of what right is, than arrives at birth 
In the best man’s acts that we bow before: 

This last knows better— true, but my fact is, 

’I’is one thing to know, and another to practise. 
And thence I conclude that the real GodTunction 
Is to furnish a motive and injunction 
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Fo! practising what we know already. 

♦And such an injunction and such a motive 
As the God in Christ, do you waive, and heady, 
High-minded,** hang your tablet- votive 
Outside the fane on a finger-post? 

Morality to the uttermost, 

Supreme in Christ as we all confess, 

Why need we prove would avail no jol 
To make him God, if God he were not? 

What is the point where himself lays stress? 

Does the precepf run ‘‘Believe in good, 

“In justice, truth, now understood 
“For the first time?” — or, “Believe in me, 

“Who lived and died, yet essentially 

“Am Lord of Life?” Whoever can take 

The same to his heart and for mere love’s sake 

Conceive of ihe love, — that man obtains 

A new truth; no conviction gains 

Of an old one only, made intense 

By a fresh apjreal to his faded sense, 

xvui. 

“Can it be tliat he stays inside! 

Is the vesture left me to commune with? 

Could my soul find aught to sing in tune with 
Even at this lecture, if she tried? 

Oh, let me at lowest sympathize 
With the lurking drop of blood that lies 
In the desiccated brain's white roots 
Without throb for Christ’s attributes, 

As the lecturer makes his special boast I 
If love *s dead there, it has left a gho.st. 

Admire we, how from heart to brain 
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(Though to say so strike the doctors dumb) 

One instinct rises and falls again, 

Restoring the equilibrium. 

And how when the Critic had done his best, 

And the pearl of price, at reason ‘s test, 

Lay dust and ashes levigable 
On the Professors lecture-table, — 

When we looked for the inference and monition 
That our faith, reduced to such condition, 

Be swept forthwith to its natural dust-hole, — 

He bids us, when we least expect it,® 

Take back our faith, — if it be not just whole, 

Yet a pearl indeed, as his tests affect it, 

Which fact pays damage done rewardingly, 

So, prize we our dust and ashes accordingly! 

*Go home and venerate the myth 
4 thus have experimented with — 

‘'fhis man, continue to adore him 
* Rather than all w’ho went before him, 

‘And all who ever followed after!* — 

Surely for this I may praise you, my brother! 

Will you take the praise in tears or laughter? 
That’s one point gained: can I compass another? 
Unlearned love was safe from spurning — 

Can’t we respect your loveless learning t 
I^t us at least give learning honour! 

What laurels had wc showered upon her, 

Girding her loins up to perturb 
Our theory of the Middle Verb; 

Or Turk-like brandishing a scimitar 
0*er anaptests in comic-trimeter; 

Or curing the halt and maimed Tketides,^ 

While we lounged on at our indebted ease: 



146 CHRlSimS-EVE AND JEASTER-DAY. 

Instead of which, a tricksy demon 
Sets her at Titus or Philemon! 

When ignorance wags his ears of leather 
And hates God’s word, ’tis altogether; 

Nor leaves he his congenial thistles 
To go and browse on Paul’s Epistles. 

— And you, the audience, who might ravage 
The world wide, enviably savage, 

Nor heed the cry of the retriever, 

More than Herr Heine (before his fever), — 

I do not tell a lit so arrant 

As say my passion's wings are furled iij), 

And, without plainest heavenly w;irrant, 

I were ready and glad to give the world up — 

But still, when you rub brow meticulous, 

And ponder the profit of turning holy 
If not for God’s, for your own sake solely, 

— God forbid I should find you ridiculous! 
Deduce from this lecture all that eases you, 

Nay, call yourselves, if the calling pleases you, 
‘Christians/ — abhor the deist’s pravity,— 

Go on, you shall no more move my gravity 
Than, when I see boys ride a-cockliorse, 

I find it in ray heart to embarrass them 
By hinting that their stick’s a mock horse, 

And they really carry what they say carries them/' 

XIX. 

So sat I talking with m"y mind. 

I did not long to leave the door 
And find a new church, as before, 

But rather was quiet and inclined 
To prolong and enjoy the gentle resting 
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From further tracking and trying and testing. 
‘^This tolerance is a genial mood!*^ 

(Said I, and a little pause ensued). 

“One trims the bark 'twixt shoal and shelf, 

And sees, each side, the good effects of it, 

A value for religion’s self, 

A carelessness about the sects of it. 

Ix‘t me enjoy my own conviction, 

Not watch my neighbour’s faitli with fretfulncss, 

Still spying there some dereliction 

Of truth, })crvx‘r.sitv% furgetfuluessi • 

better a mild indiherentism, 

leaching that both our faiths (though duller 

His shine through a dull spirit’s prism) 

Originally had one colour! 

Better pursue a pilgrimage 
riirough ancient and through modera times 
I'o many peoples, various climes, 

Where i may see saint, savage, sage 
Fuse their respective creeds in one 
Before the general Father’s tiironel” 


XX. 

I'was the horrible storm began afresh! 

The black night caught me in his mesh, 
Whirled me up, and dung me prone, 

I was left on the collcgc-stcp alone, 

1 looked, and hr there, ever fleeting 
Far, far away, the receding gesture, 

And looming of the lessening vesture! — 
Swej>t forward from my stupid hand, 
While I w^atched my foolish expand 
In the lazy glow of benevolence, 
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0*er the various modes t>f man’s belief. 

I sprang up with fear’s vehemence. 

** Needs must there be one way, our chief 
Best way of worship: let me strive 
To find it, and when found, contrive 
My fellows also take their share! 

This constitutes my earthly care: 

God’s Is above it and distinct. 

For I, a man, with men am linked, 

And not a brute with brutes; no gain 
That I experience/ must remain 
Unshared: but should my best endeavour 
To share it, fail — subsistcth ever 
God’s care above, and I exult 
That God, by God’s own ways occult. 

May — doth, I will believe — bring back 
All wanderers to a single track. 

Meantime, 1 can but testify 

God’s care for me — ^no more, can 1— 

It is but for myself I know ; 

The world rolls witnessing around me 
Only to leave me as it found me; 

Men ciy there, but my ear is slow: 

Their races flourish or decay 
— AVhat boots it, while yon lucid way 
Loaded with stars divides the vault 1 
But soon my soul repairs its fault 
When, sharpening sense’s hebetude, 

She turns on my own life! So viewed, 

No mere moteVbreadth but teems immense 
With witnessings of providence: 

And woe to me if when I look 
Upon that record, the sole book 



i CHKISTMAS-EVE ASD J£ASTER-DAY. 


H9 


Unsealed to me, I take no heed 
Of any warning that I read! 

Have I been sure, this Christmas-Ev^;, 

God's own hand did the rainbow weave, 

■\Vhereby the truth from heaven slid 

Into ray soull — I cannot bid 

The world admit he stooped to heal 

My soul, as if in a thunder-peal 

Where one heard noise, and one saw flame, 

I only knew he named ray name: 

But what is the world to me, for ^rrow 
Or joy in its censure, when to-morrow 
It drops the remark, with just-turned head 
Then, on again, *That man is dead!' 

Yes, but for me— my name called, — drawn 
As a conscript's lot from the lap's black yawii, 
He has dipt into on a battle-dawn: 

Bid out of life by a nod, a glance, — 
Stumbling, raute-mazed, at nature's chance, — 
With a rapid finger circled round, 

Fixed to the first poor inch of ground 
To fight from, where his fool was found; 
Whose ear but a minute since lay free 
'fo the wide camp's buzz and gonsipry — 

Si rnmoned, a solitary man. 

To end his life where his life began, 

From the safe glad rear, to the dreadful van! 
Soul of mine, hadst thou caught and held 
By the hem of the vesture! — ” 

XXI* 

And I cau|^t 

At the flying robe, and unrepelled 
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Was lapped again in its folds fiill-fraiight 
With wannth and wonder and delight, 

God*s mercy being infinite. 

For scarce had the words escaped my tongue, 
When, at a passionate bound, I sprung 
Out of the wandering world of rain, 

Into the little chapel again. 

XXil. 

How else was I found there, bolt upright. 

On my bendi, as if 1 had never left ill 
— Never flung out on the common at night 
Nor met the storm and wedgedike cleft it, 

Seen the raree-show of Pciei^s successor, 

Or the laboratory of the Professor! 

For the Vision, that was true, 1 wist, 

True as that heaven and earth exist. 

There sat my friend, tlie yellow and tall, 

With his neck and its wen in the selfsame plu c; 
Yet my nearest neighbour’s cheek showed gall, 

She had slid away a contemptuous space; 

And the old fat Nvoman, late so placable. 

Eyed me with symptoms, hardly niistakable, 

Of her milk of kindness turning ram id. 

In short, a spectator might have fancied 
That I had nodded betrayed by slumber, 

Yet kept my seat, a warning ghastly, 

ITirough the heads of the sermon, nine in number, 
And woke up now at* the tenth and lastly. 

But again, could such disgrace have happened 1 
Each friend at my elbow had surely nudged it; 
And, as for the sermon, w^hcrc did my nap endl 
Unless 1 heard it, could I have judged ill 
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Could I report as I do at the close, 

First, the preacher speaks through his nose: 
Second, his gesture is too emphatic; 

Thirdly, to waive whafs pedagogic, 

The subject-matter itself lacks logic: 

Fouithly, the English is ungrammatic. 

Great news! the preacher is found no Pascal, 
Whom, if i pleased, I might to the task call 
Of making square to a finite eye 
The circle of* infinity, 

And find so all-but-just-succeeding i 
Great news! the sermon poves no r&ding 
Where bee-like in the flowers I may bury me, 

Like 'laylor's the immortal Jeremy! 

And now that I know the very worst of him, 

What was it I thought to obtain at first of himi 
Ha! Is God mocked, as he asks! 

Shall I take on me to change his tasks, 

And dare, dispatched to a river-head 
l^r a simple draught of the element. 

Neglect the thing for which he sent, 

And return with another thing insleadl-- 
Saying, “Because the water found 
“Welling up from underground, 

“Is mingled with the taints of earth, 

“While thou, I know, dost laugh at dearth, 

“And couldst, at wink or word, convulse 
“ rhe world with tlie leap of a river-pulse,* — 

“ Iherefore I turned from the oozings muddy, 
“And bring thee a chalice I found, instead: 

*^See the brave veins in the breccia ruddy! 

“One would suppose that the marble bled* 

“What matters die water! A hope I have nursed: 
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“The waterless cup will quench my thirst.” 

— Better have knelt at the poorest stream 
That trickles in pain from the straightest rift ! 

For the less or the more is all God's gift. 

Who blocks up or breaks wide the granite-seam. 
And here, is there water or not, to drink 1 
I tlien, in ignorance and weakness, 

Taking God's help, have attained to think 
My heart does best to receive in meekness 
That mode of worship, as most to his mind, 
Where earthly aids being cast behind, 

His All in All apj>ears serene 

With the thinnest human veil between, 

Letting the mystic lamps, the seven, 

The many motions of his spirit, 

Pass, as they list, to earth from neaven. 

For the preacher's merit or demerit. 

It were to be wished the flaws were fewer 
In the earthen vessel, holding treiisure, 

Which lies as safe in a golden ewer; 

But the main thing is, does it hold good measure 
Heaven soon sets right all other matters!-- 
Ask, else, these ruins of humanity, 

This flesh worn out to rags and tatters, 

This soul at struggle with insanity, 

Who thence take comfort, <::an 1 doubt? 

Which an empire gained, were a loss %vithout. 
May it be mine I And let us hope 
That no worse blessing befall the Pope, 

Turn'd sick at last of to-day's buflToonery, 

Of posturings and pctticoatings, 

Beside his Bourbon bully's gloatings 
In the bloody orgies of drunk ix^Itrooneryi 
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Nor may the Professor forego its peace 
At GCJttingen presently, when, in the dusk 
iOf his life, if his cough, as I fear, should increase, 
Prophesied of by that horrible husk— 

HVhen thicker and thicker the darkness fills 
p'he world through his misty specucles, 

^nd he gropes for something more substantia) 

Than a fable, myth or personification,— 
day Christ do for him what no mere man shaU, 
Vnd stand confessed as the God of salvation! 
Meantime, in the still recurring fear • 

Lest myself, at unawares, be found, 
m^ilc attacking the choice of my neighbours round, 
With none of my ow-n made— I choose here! 
p'he giving out of the hymn reclaims mc; 
p have done; and if any blames me, 

/Thinking that merely to touch in brevity 
The topics I dwell on, were unlawful,— 

Or worse, that I iicndi, with undue lewty, 
fOn the bounds of the holy and the awful. 

I praise the heart » and pity the head of him, 
fAnd refer myself to 'I’hek, instead of him, 
pVho head and heart alike discemest, 

Tooking below light speech we utter, 
i vhen frothy spume and frequent sputter 
l^ove that the soul’s depths boil in earnest! 

■nay truth shine out, stand ever before us! 

^put up pencil and join chorus 
o Hepaibah Tune, without further apology, 

Ihe last five verses of the third section 

To Xf ®f''®“‘eenth hymn of Whitfield's Collection, 
lo conclude with the doxoIog}\ 
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How very hard it is to be 
A Christian! Hard for yon and iric, 
— Not the mere task of making real 
That duty up to its ideal, 

Effecting thus, complete and whole, 
A purpose of the human soul — 

For that is always hard to do; 

But hard, I mean, for me and you 
'Fo realize it, more or less, 

With even the moderate success 
Which commonly repays our strife 
To carry out the aims of life. 

“This aim is greater,^' you >vill say, 
“And so more arduous every way.*^ 
— But the importance of their fruits 
Still proves to man, in all pursuits, 
Proportional encouragement 
“Then, what if it be God^s intent 
“That labour to tints one result 
“Should seem unduly difl5cultl“ 

Ah, thaPs a question in the dark — 
And the sole thing that I remark 
Upon the difficulty, this; 

We do not see it where it is, 

At the beginning of the race: 

As we proceed, it shifts its place, 
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And where we looked for crowns to fall, 

We find the lug's to come, — that's all 

II. 

At first you say, “The w^hole, or chief 
“Of difficulties, is belief, 

“Could I believe once thoroughly, 

“'Fhc rest w^ere simple. What? Am 1 
‘‘An idiot, do you think, — a Ikmsi? 

“Prove to me, only that the least 
“Command of God is God's indetd, 

“And what injunction shall 1 need 
“ Fo pay obediencci Death so nigh, 

“When time must end, eternity 
“Begin,— and cannot I compute, 

“Weigh loss and gain together, suit 
“My actions to the balance drawn, 

“And give my body to be sawn 
“Asunder, hacked in pieces, lied 
“"Fo horses, stoned, burned, crucified, 

“Like any martyr of the list? 

“How gladly] — if I make ac(|uist, 

“Through the brief minute's fierce annoy, 
“Of God’s eternity of joy " . 

ill. 

— And certainly you name the point 
Whereon all turns: for could you joint 
'Fhis flexile finite life once tight 
Into tlie fixed and infinite, 

You, safe inside, w^ould spurn what's out, 
With carelessness enough, no doubt — 
Would spurn mere life; but when time brings 
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To their next stage your reasonings, 
Your eyes, late wide, begin to wink 
Nor see the path so well, I think. 


IV. 

You say, Faith may be, one agrees, 

*"A touchstone for God^s purj^oses, 

^‘Even as ourselves conceive of them. 

‘‘Could he acquit us or condemn 
“For holding what no hand can loose, 
‘‘Rejecting«^ \vhen we can't but choose If 
‘‘As well award the victor’s wreath 
“To whosoever should take breath 
“Duly each minute while be lived — 

“Gr:u3t heaven, because a man contrived 

“To sec its sunlight every day 

“He walked forth on the public way, 

“You must mix some uncertainty 
“With faith, if you would have faith be. 
“Why, what but faith, do wc abhor 
“And idolize each other for — 

“Faith in our evil or our good, 

“Which is or is not understood 
“Aright by those w*e love or those 
“We hate, thence called our friends or foes? 
“Your mistress saw your spirit's grace, 
“When, turning from the ugly face, 

“I found belief in it too liard; 

“And she and I have our reward. 

“ — Yet here a doubt peeps: well for us 
“Weak beings, to go using thus 
“A touchstone for our little ends, 

“Trying with faith the foes and friends; 
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— But God, bethink you! I would fain 
Conceive of the Creator’s reign 
“As based upon exactor laws 
“Than creatures build up with applause- 
Tn all God's acts — (as Plato cries 
“He doth) — he should geometrize. 
“Whence, I desiderate . . ” 


I sec! 

You would grow as a natural tret, 

Stand as a rock, soar up like fire, 
rhe world ’s so perfect and entire, 

Quite above faith, so right and fit! 

Go there', walk up and down in it! 

No. 1 he creation travails, groans — 
Contrive your music from its moans, 
Without or let or hindrance, friend! 
That’s an old story, and its end 
As old — you come back (be sincere) 
With every question you put here 
(Here where there once was, and is still, 
We think, a living oracle, 

Wlnose answers you stand car|:»ing at) 
This time flung back unanswered flat,— 
Beside, perhaps, as many more 
As those that drove you out before, 

Now added, where was little need. 
Questions impossible, indeed, 

To m who sat still, all and each 
Persuaded that our earth had speech, 

Of food’s, writ down, no matter if 
In cursive type or hieroglyph, — 
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Which one fact freed us from the yoke 
Of guessing why he never spoke. 

You come back in no better plight 
Than when you left us, — am 1 right! 

VI. 

So, the old process, 1 conclude* 

Goes on, the reasoning's pursued 
Further. You own, “'I'is well averred, 
‘‘A scientific faith's absurd, 

** — Frustrates the very end 'tw;is meant 
‘'lb serve. So, 1 would n*.st content 
** With a mere probability, 

“But, probable; the chance must lie 
“Clear on one side, — lie all in rough, 
“So long as there be just enough 
“To pin my faith to, though it hap 
“Only at points: from gap to gap 
“One hangs up a huge curtain so, 
Grandly, nor seeks to liave it go 
“Foldlcss and ilat along the walk 
“ What care I if some interval 
“Of life less plainly may depeml 
“On God? Fd hang there to the end; 
**And ihiis I should not find it hard 
“To be a Christian and debiwred 
“From trailing on the earth, till furled 
“Away by death. — Renounce the world 
“Were that A' mighty hardship! Plan 
“A pleasant life, and straight some man 
“Beside you, with, if he thought fit, 
“Abundant means to compass it, 

“Shall turn deliberate aside 
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«To try and live as, if you tried 
“You clearly might, yet most despise. 

“One friend of mine wears out his eyes, 
“Slighting, the stupid joys of sense, 

“In patient hope that, ten years hence, 
“'Somewhat completer/ he may say, 

“*My list of c(}l€ifpieraP 
“While just the other who most laughs 
“At him, above all epitaphs 
“Aspires to have his tomb describe 
* Himself as sole among the iril]^ 

“Of snuffbox-fanciers, who possessed 
“A fJrignon with the Regent’s crest 
“So that, subduing, as you want, 

“Whatever stands predominant 

“Among my earthly appetites 

“For tastes and smells and sounds and sights, 

“I shall be doing that alone, 

“I’o gain a palm-branch and a throne, 
“Whicls fifty people undertake 
“ fo do, and gladly, for the sake 
‘A)f giving a Semitic: guess, 

“Or playing pawns at blindfold chess/' 

vu. 

(lood: and the iie.xt thing is, — look round 
For evidence enough! 'Tis found. 

No doubt; as is your sort of mind. 

So is your sort of searcli: you'll find 
What you desire, and that^s to be 
A Christian. What says history? 

How comforting a point it ivere 
To find some mummy-scrap declare 
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There lived a Moses! Better still, 

Prove Jonah’s whale translatable 
Into some quicksand of the seas, 

Isle, cavern, rock, or what you please, 
That faith might clap her wings and ca*ow 
From such an eminence* Or, no — 

The human heart’s best; you prefer 
Making that prove the minister 
To truth; you probe its wants and needs, 
And hopes and fears, then try what creeds 
Meet these teost aptly, — resolute 
That faith plucks substantial fruit 
Wherever these two correspond » 

She little n^'ds to look beyond, 

And puzzle out w^ho Oq^heus was, 

Or Dionysius Zagrias. 

You’ll find sufficient, as 1 say, 

To satisfy you either way; 

You wanted to believe; your pains 

Are crowmed^^ — you do: and what rcinainsl 

“Renounce the world!” — Ah, were it done 

By merely cutting one by one 

Your limbs off, with your wise head last. 

How easy were it! — how soon past, 

If once in the believing mocKil 
“Such is man’s usual gratitude, 

“Such thanks to God do we return, 

“For not exacting that we spiini 
“A single gif! of life, forego 
“One real gain,— only taste them so 
“With gravity and temperance, 

“That those mild virtues may enhance 
“Such pleasures, rather than abstract — 
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‘"Last spice of which, will be the fact 
•"Of love discerned in every gift; 

“While, when the scene of life shall shift, 

“And the gay heait be taught to ache, 

“As sorrows and privations take 

place of joy, — the thing thxU seems 
“Merc misery, under human schemes, 

“Becomes, regarded by the light 
“Of love, as very near, or quite 
“As good a gift as joy before. 

“So plain is it that, all the morir 
“God's dispensation's merciful, 

“More pettishly wc try and cull 
“Briers, thistles, from our private plot, 

“To mar God's ground where thorns are noil*' 

vni. 

Do you say this, or II — Oh, you! 

Then, what, my friend! — (thus I pursue 

Our parley) — you indeed opine 

That the Eternal and Divine 

Did, eighteen centuries ago, 

in ver>' truth . . . Enough! you know 

rhe all-stupendous tale, — that Birth, 

I'hat Life, that Death! And ail, the earth 
Shuddered at,™all, the heavens grew black 
Rather than sec; all, nature's rack 
And throe at dissolution's brink 
Attested,-- all took place, you think, 

Only to give our joys a zest, 

And prove our sorrows for the best! 

We differ, then! Were I, still |>ale 
And heartstruck at the dreadful tale 


It 
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Waiting to hear God's voice declare 
What horror followed for my share, 

As implicated in the deed, 

Apart from other sins, — concede 
That if he blacked out in a blot 
My brief lifers pleasantness, 'twere not 
So very disproportionate I 
Or there might be anotlicr fate — 

1 certainly cotild understand 
(If fancies were the thing in hand) 

How God niight save, at that day's price, 
The impure in their impurities. 

Give formal licence and complete 
To choose the fair and pick the sweet 
But there be certain words, broad, plain, 
Uttered again and yet again, 

Hard to mistake or overgloss — 
Announcing this world's gain for loss, 
And bidding us reject the same: 

The whole world lieth (they proclaim) 

In wickedness, — come out of itl 
Turn a deaf car, if you think fit, 

But I who thrill through every nerve 
At thought of what deaf ears deserve, — 
How do you counsel in the case t 


IX. 

^Fd take, by all means, in your place, 
‘‘The safe side, since it so appears; 

“ Deny myself, a few brief years, 

** The natural pleasure, leave the fruit 
Or cut the plant up by the root. 
Remember what a martyr said 
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**0n the rude tablet overhead! 

‘*‘1 was bom sickly, poor and mean, 
slave; no misery could scre<m 
‘^*The holders of the pearl of price 
‘“From CsesaFs envy; therefore twice 

fought with beasts, and three times saw 
‘“My children suffer by his law; 

‘“At last my own release was earned: 

‘“I was some time in being burned, 

‘“But at the close a Hand came through 
‘“The fire above my head, and drew 
‘“My soul to Christ, whom now 1 see. 
‘“Sergius, a brother, writes for me 
‘“ This testimony on the w‘aB — 

‘“For me, I have forgot it all/ 

“You say right; this were not so hard! 
“And since one nowise is debarred 
“ From this, w^hy not escape some sins 
“ By such a method!” 

X. 

Then begins 

To the old point, revulsion new — 

(For *tis just this, I bring you to) 

If after all w‘e should mistake, 

And so renounce life for the sake 
Of death and nothing eke? You hear 
Our friends we jeered at, send the jeer 
Back to ourselves with good effect — 
“There were my beetles to collect 1 
“My box— a trifle, I confess, 

“But here I hold it, nevertheless!” 

Poor idiots, (let us pluck up heart 
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And answer) we, the better part 
Have chosen, though ^twere only hoi>e, — 
Nor envy moles like you that grope 
Amid your veritable muck, 

More than the grasshoppers would truck, 
For yours, their passionate life away, 

That spends itself in leaps all day 
To reach the sun, you want the eyes 
To see, as they the wings to rise 
And match the noble hearts of tliem! 

Thus the confemner we contemn, — 

And, when doubt strikes us, thus we ward 
Its stroke off, caught upon our guard, 

— Not struck enough to overturn 
Our faith, but shake it — make us learn 
What I began with, and, I wis, 

End, having proved, — how hard it is 
To be a Christian! 


XI. 

“Proved, or not, 

“Howe’er you wus, small thanks, I wot, 
“You get of mine, for taking pains 
“To make it hard to n>e. Who gains 
“By that, I wonderl Here I live 
“In trusting ease; and here you drive 
“At c*at!sing me to lose wdsat most 
“Yourself would mourn for had you lost!” 

xn. 

But, do you see, my friend, that thus 
You leave St. Paul for vEschylusf 
•—Who made his Titan’s arelvdevice 
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The giving men blind hopes to spice 
The meal of life with, else devoured 
In bitter haste, while lo, death loured 
Before them at the platter's edge! 

If faith should be, as I allege, 

Quite otlicr than a condiment 
'Fo heighten flavours with, or meant 
(Like that brave curry of his Grace) 

Fo take at need the victuals* place I 
If, having dined, you would digest 
Besides, and turning to your irst 
Should find instead , * , 

XHK 

^ Now, you shall see 

And judge ;f a mere foppery 
Pricks on my speaking! 1 resolve 
'Fo utter — yes, it shall devolve 
On you to hear as solemn, strange 
And dread a thing as in the range 
Of facts, — or fancies, if God will — 

K’cr happened to our kindl I still 
Stand in the cloud and, while it wra}>s 
My face, ought not lo speak pcrhai>s; 

Seeing that if I carry through 
My pur{)ost, if my words in you 
Find a live actual listener, 

My story, reason must aver 
False after all— the happy chancel 
While, if each human countenance 
I nteet in l^^ndon day by dxiy, 

Be what I fear, — my warnings fray 
No one, and no one they convert, 
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And no one helps me to assert 
How hard it is to really be 
A Christian, and in vacancy 
I pour this story! 


XIV. 

I commence 

By trying to inform you, whence 
It comes that every Easter-night 
As now, I sit up, watch, till light, 

Upon those chimney-stacks and roofs, 

Give, through my window-pane, grey proofs 
That Easter-day is breaking slow. 

On such a night three years ago. 

It chanced that I had cause to cros.^ 

The common, where the chapel w’as, 

Our friend spoke of, the other day — 

YouVe not forgotten, I dare say. 

I fell to musing of the time 

So close, the blessed matin-prime 

All hearts leap up at, in some guise— 

One could not well do otherwise. 

Insensibly ray thoughts were bent 
Toward the main point; I overwent 
Much the same ground of reasoning 
As you and I just now. One thing 
Remained, however — one that tasked 
My soul to answer; and I asked, 

Fairly and frankly, what might l>e 
That History, that Faith, to me 
— Me there — not me in some domain 
Built up and peopled by my brain, 

Weighing ks merits as one weighs 
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Mere theories for blame or praise, 

~'rhe kingcraft of the Lucuraons, 

Or Fourier's scheme, its pros and cons, - 
But my faith there, or none at all. 

*‘How were my case, now, did I fall 
‘ Dead here, this minute — should I lie 
“Faithful or faithless!*' — Note that 1 
Inclined thus ever! — little prone 
For instance, when I lay alone 
In childhood, to go calm to sleep 
And leave a closet where migh^ keep 
His watcli perdue some murderer 
Wailing till twelve o'clock to stir, 

As good authentic legends tell: 

“He might: but how improbable! 

“How little likely to deserve 
‘ 'Fhe |>ains and trial to the nerve 
“Of thrusting head into the dark!" — 
Urged my old nurse, and bade me mark 
Beside, that, should the dreadful scout 
Really lie hid there, and leap out 
At first turn of the rusty key. 

Mine were small gain that she could see. 
Killed not in bed but on the floor. 

And losing one night's sleep the more. 

1 tell you, I would always burst 
1 he door ope, know my fate at first 
I'his time, indeed, the closet penned 
No such assassin : but a friend 
Rather, peeped out to guard me, fit 
For counsel. Common ^nse, to wit, 

Who said a good deal that might — 
Heartening, impartial too, it was, 
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Judge else: **For, soberly now, — who 
Should be a Christian if not yonV 
(Hear how he smoothed me down.) ‘‘One takes 
‘^A whole life, sees what course it makes 
Mainly, and not by fits and starts — 

**In spite of stoppage which imparts 
‘ Fresh value to the general speed. 

life, with none, would fly indeed: 

“Your progressing is slower — right! 

“We deal with progress and not flight 
“Tlirough baffling senses passionate, 

“Fancies as restless, — wuth a freight 
“Of knowledge cumbersome enough 
“To sink your ship when waves grow rough, 
“Though meant for ballast in the hold, — 

“I find, 'mid dangers manifold, 

“The good bark answers to the helm 
“Where faith sits, easier to oVrwhelm 
“Than some stout peasant's he<ivenly guide, 

“ Whose hard head could not, if it tried, 
“Conceive a doubt, nor understand 
“How senses homier than his hand 
“Should tice the Christian off his guard. 

“More happy! But shall we award 
“Less honour to the hull which, dogged 
“By storms, a mere wreck, waterlogged, 

“^sts by the board, her bulwarks gone 
“And stanchions going, yet bears on, — 

“Than to mere life-boats, built to save, 

“And triumph o'er the breaking wave? 

“Make perfect your good ship as these, 

“And what were her j>erfomiancesl“ 

I added — “ Would the ship reach home! 
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"I wish indeed * God's kingdom come — * 

‘* The day when I shall see appear 
“His bidding, as my duty, clear 
“From doubt! And it shall dawn, that day, 
“Some future season; Easter may 
“Prove, not impossibly, the lime — 

“Yes, that were striking — fates would chime 
“So aptly! Easter- mom, to bring 
“The Judgment! — deeper in the spring 
“Than now, however, ivhen there's snow 
“Capping the hills; for earth mu^t show 
“All signs of meaning to pursue 
“Her tiisks as she was wont to do 
“ — The skylark, taken by suq)rise 
“As we ourselves, shall rccognixe 
“Sudden the end. For suddenly 
“It comes; the dreadfulness must be 
“In that; all warrants the belief — 

“*At night it cometh like a thief/ 

“I fancy why the trumpet blows; 

“ —Plainly, to vrake one. From repose 
“We shall start up, at last awake 
‘From life, that insane dream we take 
“For waking now, because it seems- 
“And as, when now we wake from dreams, 

“We laugh, while we recall them, ‘Fool, 

“‘To let dm chance slip, linger €<x>l 
“‘When such adventure offered! Just 
“*A bridge to cross, a dwarf to thrust 
“‘Aside, a wicked mage to stab — 

‘“And, lo yc, I had kissed Queen Mab!* 

“So shall we marvel why we grudged 
‘‘Our labour here, and idly judged 
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Of heaven, we might have gained, but lose I 
^*Losel Talk of loss, and I refuse 
"To plead at alH You speak no worse 
"Nor better than my ancient nurse 
"When she would tell me in my youth 
‘T well deserved that shapes uncouth 
"Frighted and teased me in my sleep: 

"Why could I not in memory keep 
"Her precept for the evil's curel 
Pinch your own arm, boy, and be sure 
“‘Yoiril wake forthwithl^'" 


XV. 

And as I said 

This nonsense, throwing bark my head 

With light complacent laugh, I found 

Suddenly all the midnight round 

One fire. The dome of heaven had stood 

As made up of a multitude 

Of hand breadth cloudlets, one vast rack 

Of ripples infinite and black, 

From sky to sky. Sudden there 'went. 

Like horror and astonishment, 

A fierce vindictive stribble of red 
Quick flame across, as if one said 
(The angry scribe of Judgment) "There — 
"Bum it!" And straight I was aware 
That the whole ribwork round, minute 
Cloud touching cloud beyond compute. 
Was tinted, each with its own spot 
Of burning at the core, till dot 
Jammed ag<2u*nst clot, and spilt its fire 
Over all heaven, which 'gan suspire 
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As fanned to measure equable, — 

Just so great conflagratioiis kill 
Night overhead, and rise and sink, 
Reflected. Now the fire would shrink 
And wither off the blasted face 
Of heaven, and I distinct might trace 
The sharp black ridgy outlines left 
Unbumed like network — then, each cleft 
The fire had been sucked back into, 
Regorged, and out it surging flew 
Furiously, and night writhed inflamed, 
Till, tolerating to be tamed 
No longer, certain rays world*wide 
Shot downwardly. On every side 
Caught past escaj^e, the earth was lit; 

As if a dragon’s nostril split 
And all his famished ire overflowed; 
Then as he winced at his lord’s goad, 
Back he inhaled: whereat 1 found 
The clouds into vast pillars bound, 

Based on the comers of the earth, 
Propping the skies at top: a de^irlh 
Of fire i* the violet intervals, 

Leaving exposed the utmost walk 
Oi time, al>out to tumble in 
And end the world. 


XVL 

I felt begin 
The Judgment- Day: to retrocede 
Was too late now. “In very deed " 
(I uttered to myself) “that Dayl^* 
ITie intuition burned away 
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All darkness from my spirit too: 

There, stood I, found and fixed, I knew, 
Choosing the world. The choice was made; 
And naked and disguiselcss stayed, 

And uncvadable, the fact. 

My brain held nevertheless compact 
Its senses, nor my heart declined 
Its office; rather, boUi combined 
To help me in this juncture. I 
Lost not a second, — agony 
Gave boldness: since my life had end 
And my choice with it — best defend, 
Applaud both! I resolved to say. 

‘^So was I framed by thee, such way 
“I put to use thy sense.s herd 
**11 was so beautiful, so near, 

*‘Thy world, — w'hat could I then but choose 

“My part therel Nor did I refuse 

^*To look above the transient boon 

“Of time; but it was hard so soon 

“As in a short life, to give up 

“Such beauty: I could put ttic cup 

“Undrained of half its fulness, by; 

“But, to renounce it utterly, 

“ — Thiit was too hard! Nor did the cry 
“Which bade renounce it, touch my brain 
“Authentically deep and plain 
“ Enough U) make my lips let go, 

“But thou, Who knowest all, dost know 
“Whether I was not, life's brief while, 
“Endeavourmg to reconcile 
“Those lips (too tardily, alas!) 

“To letting the dear remnant pass^ 
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^^One day, — some drops of earthly good 
** Untasted I Is it for this mood, 

'*That thou, whose earth delights so well, 
<^Hast made its complement a hellT' 

XVIL 

A final belch of fire like blood, 

Overbroke all heaven in one flood 
(Jf doom. Then fire was sky, and sky 
Fire, and both, one brief ecstasy, 

Then ashes. But I heard no noise 
(Whatever was) because a voice 
Jicside me spoke thus, *'Life is done, 
i ime ends, Eternity 's begun, 

‘And thou art jttdged for evermore.*' 

XYIU. 

1 looked up; all seemed as before; 

Of that cloud-1 ophet overhead. 

No trace was left: I saw instead 
I'hc common round me, and the sky 
A!>ove, stretched drear and emptily 
Of life, 'Twas the last watch of night. 
Except what brings the morning quite; 
When the armed angel, conscience-clear, 
His task nigh done, leans o'er his spear 
And gazes on the earth he guards, 

Safe one night more through all its wards. 
Till God relieve him at his post. 

“A dream— a waking dream at most!** 

(I spoke out quick, that 1 might shake 
The horrid nightmare off, and wake.) 
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**The world gone, yet the world is here! 

*'Are not all things as they appeart 
“Is Judgment past for me alonel 
“ — And where had place the great white thronct 
“The rising of the quick and dead! 

M Where stood they, small and great! Who read 
“The sentence from the opened bookf' 

So, by degrees, the blood forsook 
My heart, and let it beat afresh; 

I knew I should break through the mesh 
Of horror, and breathe presently: 

When, lo, again, the voice by me! 


XIX. 

I saw ... Oh brother, ^mid far sands 
The palm- tree-cinctured city stands, 
Bright-white beneath, as heaven, bright-blue, 
Leans o‘er it, w^hile the years pursue 
Their course, unable to abate 
Its paradisal laugh at fate! 

One mom, — the Arab staggers blind 
O^er a new tract of death, calcined 
To ashes, silence, nothingness, — 

And strives, with dizzy wits, to guess 
Whence fell the blow. What if, ^twixt skies 
And prost];ale earth, he should surprise 
The imaged vapour, head to foot, 

Surveying, mohonless and mute, 

Its work, ere, in a whirlwind rapt 
It vanish up again! — So hapt 
My chance. He stood there. Like the smoke 
Pillared o'er Sodiom, when day broke, — 

1 saw biim One magnihe pali ^ 
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Mantled in massive fold and fall 
His dread, and coiled in snaky sw:|tbes 
About his feet: night’s black, that bathes 
All else, broke, grizzled with despair, 

Against the soul of blackness there. 

A gesture told the mood within — 

I'hat wrapped right hand w hich based the chin, 
That intense meditation fixed 
On his procedure, — pity mixed 
With the fulfilment of decree. 

Motionless, thus, he spoke to me, 

Who fell before his feet, a mass, 

No man now. 


XX. 

All is come to pass. 

^‘Such shows are over for each soul 
‘•They had respect to. In the roll 
‘‘Of Judgment which convinced mankind 
“Of sin, stood many, bold and blind, 
“Terrqr must bum the truth into: 

“Their fate for theml— thou hadst to do 
“With absolute omnipotence, 

“Able its judgments to dispense 
“ ib the whole race, as every one 
“Were its sole object Judgment done, 
“God is, thou art, — the rest is hurled 
“To nothingness* for thee. This world, 
“This finite life, thou hast preferred, 

“In disbelief of God*s own word, 

“To heaven and to infinity. 

“Here the probation was for thee, 

**To show thy soul the earthly mixed 
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** With heavenly, it must choose belwijct 
The earthly joys lay palpable, — 
taint, in each, distinct as well; 

*‘The heavenly flitted, faint and rare, 

‘‘Above them, but as truly were 
“Taintless, so, in their nature, l>est. 

“Thy choice was earth: thou didst attest 
“Twas fitter spirit should subserve 
“The flesh, than flesh refine to nervx 
“ Beneath the spirit^s play. Advance 
“No claim to their inheritance 
“Who chose the spirit\s fugitive 
“ Brief gleams, and yearned. ‘This were to live 
“‘Indeed, if rays, completely pure 
“‘From flesh that dulls them, could endure,— 
“‘Not shoot in meteor-light athwart 
“‘Our earth, to show how cold and swart 
“‘It lies beneath their fire, but stand 
“‘As stars do, destined to expand, 

“‘Prove veritable worlds, our home!' 

“Thou saidst,— ‘Let spirit .star the dome 
“‘Of sky, that flesh may miss no peak, 

“*No nook of earth, - 1 shall not seek 
“‘Its service further!* Thou art shut 
“Out of the heaven of spirit; glut 
“'I'hy sense upon the world: *iis thine 
“For ever— take itf** 

XXI. 

“Howl Is mine, 

“The world f** (I tried, while my sou! broke 
Out in a iransiwrt.) “Hast thou s|K>ke 
“Plainly in lhatl Kaith’s exquisite 
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^ Treasures of wonder and delight, 
‘*For mef' 


XXIL 

The austere voice returned,— 
“So soon made happy 1 Hadsr thou learned 
“What God accounteth happiness, 

“Thou wouldst not find it hard to guess 
“What iicll may be his punishment 
“For those who doubt if God invent 
“Ih'Uer than they. Let such men rest 
“Cryatent w ith what they judged the best. 
“l.et the unjust usurp at will: 

“ rhe filthy shall he filthy still: 

“Miser, there waits the gold for theel 
“Hater, indulge thine enmity! 

“And thou, whose heaven self-ordained 
‘ Was, to enjoy earth unrestrained, 

“Do it! Take all the ancient show ! 

“ Ilic woods shall wave, die rivers flow% 
“And men apparently pursue 
“1 heir worLs, as they wrere wont to do, 
“^^'hile living in prototion yet 
“I promise not thou shaJt forget 
“ The past, now gone to its account; 

“But leave thee with the old amount 
“Of faculties, nor less nor more, 

“Unvisited, as Iteretoforc, 

“By God% free «|)irit, that makes an end* 
**So, once morot take thy world! Expend 
“Eternity u|K)n its shows, 

“Flung thee as freely as one rose 
“Out of a summers opulence, 
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‘^Over the Eden barrier whence 
“Thou art excluded- Knock in vain!" 


XXllC 

I sat up. All was still again. 

I breathed free: to my heart, back fled 
The warmth. “But, all the world!''— I said* 
I stooped and picked a leaf of fern. 

And recollected I might learn 
From books, how many myriad sorts 
Of fern exist, to trust reports. 

Each as distinct and beautiful 
As this, the very first I cull. 

Think, from the first leaf to the last! 
Conceive, then, earth’s resources! Vast 
Exhaustless beauty, endless change 
Of wonder! And this foot shall range 
Alps, Andes, — and this eye devour 
The bee-bird and the aloe-flower? 


XXIV. 

Then the voice, “Welcome so to rate 
*‘The arras-folds that variegate 
“The earth, God's antechamber, well! 
“The w'isc, who waited there, could tell 
“By these, what royalties in store 
“Lay one step past the entrance-door* 
“For whom, was reckoned, not too much, 
“This life's munificence! For sudh ' 

“As thou, — a i;ace, whereof scarce one 
“Was able, in a million, 

“To feel that any marvel lay 
“In objects round his feet aJl#day; 
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<<Scarce one, in many millions more, 
“Witting, if able, to explore 
“The secreter, minuter charm! 

« — Brave souls, a fem-lcaf could cMsatm 
“Of power to cope with God's intent, — 
“Or scared if the south firmament 
‘With north-fire did its wings refledgei 
“All partial beauty was a pledge 
“Of beauty in its plenitude; 

“But since the pledge suificed thy mood, 
“Retain it I plenitude be theirs 
“Who looked above!” 


XXV. 

Though sharp despairs 
Shot through me, I held up, bore on. 

“WTiat nuUter though my trust were gone 
“From natural thingsl Henceforth my part 
“Be less with nature than with art! 

“For eurt supplants, gives mainly worth 
“To- nature; 'tis roan stamps the earth — 
“And 1 will see|c his impress, seek 
“The statuary tSf the Greek, 

‘Ttdiy’s painting — there my choice 
“ShJl fix!" 


XXVI. 

^ “Obtain it!” said the voice, 

“ — The one form with its single act, 
“Which sbulptors laboured to abstra^ 
“The one face, painters tried to draw, 
“With its one ioolc,<firoi» throngs they saw, 
“And that pdnectioa in their soul, 
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‘^These only hinted att The whole, 

*‘They were but parts ofl What each laid 
^‘Ilis claim to glory on? — afraid 
“His fellow’-men should give him rank 
**By the poor tentatives he shrank 
“Smitten at heart from, all the more, 

“That gazers pressed in to adore! 

Shall I be judged by only tiiesef' 

“If such his sours capacities, 

“Even while he trod the earth, — think, now, 
“What pomp in Buona^otti^s brow, 

“With its new palace-brain where dwells 
“Superb the soul, un\'exed by cells 
“That crumbled with the transient clay! 
“V\Tiat visions will his right hand’s sw\iy 
“Still turn to form, as still they burst 
“Upon him I How^ will he quench thirst, 
“Titanically infantine, 

“Laid at tlie breast of the Divine? 

“Does it confound thee, —this hrst page 
“Emblazoning man's heritage? — 

“Can this alone absorb thy sight, 

“As pages were not infinite,— 

“Like the omnipotence which tasks 
“Itself, to furnish all that asks 
“The soul it means to sabatcl 
“What was the world, the starry state 
“Of the broad skies, — what, all displays 
“Of powxT and beauty intermixed, 

“Which now tfiy soul is chained iKiwixf,— 
“What else than needful ftmtiture 
“For life's first stag#! God'^ work, be sure, 
“No more spreads w^asted, than falls sointl 
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**lic filled, did not exceed, want 

«Of beauty in this life. But through 
*‘Life pierce, — and what has earth to do, 

‘‘Its ultoost beauty's appanage, 

“With the requirement of next stage! 

“Did God pronounce earth S^ery good!' 

“Needs must it be, while understood 
“For man’s preparatory state; 

“Nothing to heighten nor abate: 

“Transfer the same completeness here, 

“To serve a new state’s use, — and drear 
“Deficiency gapes every side! 

“ fhe good, tried once, were bad, retried, 

“See the enwrapping rocky niche, 

“Sufficient for the sleep, in which 
“I'he lizard breathes for ages safe: 

“Split the mi)utd — and as this would chafe 
“The crciiture’s new world- widened sense, 
minute after day dispense 
“The thousand sounds and sights that broke 
“In on him at the chisel’s stroke, — 

“So, in God’s eye, the earth’s first stuff 
‘ Was, neither more nor less, enough 
“ Fo house man’s soul, man’s need fulfil. 

“Man reckoned it immeasurable! 

“So thinks the lizard of his vault! 

“Could God be taken in default, 

“Short of contrivances, by you, — 

“Or reached, ere ready to pursue 

“His progress thtough etemityl 

“lliat chamberedi rodk, the Ibard’s world, 

“Your easy nmlkt’$ blew has hurled 
*^To nothingness for ever; so, 
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'•Has God abolished at a blow 
‘‘This world, wherein his saints were pent,--^ 
“Who, though found grateful and content, 
“With the provision there, as thou, 

“Yet knew he would not disallow 
“Tlieir spirifs hunger, felt as well, - - 
“ Unsated not unsalable, 

“As paradise gives proof. Deride 
“Their choice now, thou who sit*st outside!'' 

XXVII. 

I cried in anguish, “Mind, the mind, 

“So miserably cast behind, 

“To gain what had been wisely lost! 

“Oh, let me strive to make the most 
“Of the poor stinted soul, I nipped 
“Of budding wrings, else now equipped 
“For voyage from summer isle to isle I 
“And though she needs must reconcile 
“Ambition to the life on ground, 

“Still, I can profit by late found 

“But precious knowledge. Mind is l>est — 

“I will sei^e mind, forego the rest 
“And try how far my tethered strength 
“May crawl in this poor breadth and length. 
“Let me, since I can fly no more, 

“At least spin dervisb-like about 

“(Till giddy rapture almost doubt 

“I fly) through circling sciences, 

“Philosophies and hiftoriest 

“Should the whirl sbeken there, then verse, 

“Fining to music, shall aiq[>er»e 

“Frcih and fresh fire*dew, fill I stram 
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"Intoxicate, half-break my chain! 

"Jlot joykis, though more favoured feet 
"Stand calm, where I want wings to beat 
"The floor. At least earth's lK>nd Is broke!" 

xxvm. 

Then, (sickening even while f spoke) 

‘‘Let me alone! No answer, pray* 

"To this! 1 know what thou wilt say I 
"All still is earth's, — to know, as much 
"As feel its truths, which if we toudi 
"With sense, or apprehend in soul, 

"What matter? 1 have reached the goal — 
"‘Whereto does knowledge server will bum 
"My eye^, too sure, at ever}' turn! 

"I cannot look back now, nor stake 
‘Bliss oil the iace, for running's sake. 

“I'hc goal's a ruin like the resll — 

"And so much w^orse thy latter quest," 

(Added the voice) "that even on earth— 
"Whenever, in man's soul, had l»irth 
" fhose intuitions, grasps of guess, 

" That pull the more into the less, 

"Making the finite comprehend 
"Infinity, - die bard would s|>end 
‘ Such praise alone, upon his craft, 

"As, when wind-lyres obey the waft, 

"(joes to the craftsman who arranged 
" Fhe seven strings, changed them and rechangt d — 
"Knowing it w« the South that har|>e<L 
"He felt his song, in singing, warped; 
"Distinguished his and GckI's part: whence 
"A world of spirit as of sense 
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**Wm plain to him, yet not too 4 )lain, 

“Which he could traverse, not remain 
“A guest int — else were pKsrmanent 
“Heaven on earth which its gleams were meant 
“To sting with hunger for full light, — 

“Made \asiblc in verse, despite 
‘‘The veiling weakness, — truth by means 
“Of fable, showing while it screens,— 

“Since highest truth, man e'er supplied, 

“Was ever fable on outside. 

“Sudi gleams made bright the earth an age, 
“Now, the whole sun's his heritage! 

“Take up thy world, it is allowed, 

“Thou who hast entered in the cloud!'* 


XXIX. 

Then I — “Behold, my spirit bleeds, 

“Catches no more at broken reeds, — 

“But lilies flower those reeds above: 

“I let the w^orld go, and take love! 

“Ix)vc survives in me, albeit those 
“I love be henceforth masks and showj^, 

“Not loving men and women: still 
“I mind how love repaired all ill, 

“Cured wrong, soothed grief, made earth amends 
“With parents, brothers, children, friends! 
“Some semblance of a woman yet 
“With eyes to help me to forget, 

“Shall live with me; and 1 will match 
“Departed love with love, attach 
“Its fragments to my whole, nor scorn 
“The |X)ore$t of the grains of com 
“I save from shipwreck on this isle, 



« Trusting te Imrrei^cia tnay stnlle 
“With happy* foodful grim on^ day, 

“More prmiotis for the pains. I pray, 

“For iove, then, only!” * 

XXX. 

At the word, 

The fonn, I looked to have been stirred 
With pity and appro vH,^ rose 
O’er me, as when the headsman throws 
Axe over shoulder to make end — 

I fell prone, letting him expend 

His wrath, while thus the inflicting voice 

Smote me, “Is this thy final choice! 

“Love is the best! ^Tis somewhat late. 

“And all thou dost enumerate 
•*Of power and beauty in the world, 

“ The mightiness of love w'as curled 
“Inextricably round about 
“Love lay within it and without, 

‘ To clasp thee,— ^ but in vain! Thy soul 

“Stiil shrunk from him who made the whole, 

“Still set deliberate aside 

“His love!'-r»Now take love! Well betide 

“ rhy tardy conscience! Haste to take 

“ The show of love for*the name's sake, 

“Remembering every moment Who 

“Beside creating thee unto 

“These ends, and these for thee, was said 

“To undergo death in thy stead 

“In flesh like thine: so ran the tale* 

“Wliat doubt in thee could countervail 
“Belief in ill Upon the ground 
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"‘That in the story had been found 
"*Too much love! How could God love soT 
"He who in all his works below 
^‘Adapted to the needs of man, 

" Made love the basis of the plan, — 

"Did love, as was demonstrated: 

"While man, who was so fit instead 
" To hate, as every day gave proof,— 

"Man thought man, for his kind’s behoof, 
"Both could and did invent that scheme 
"Of perfect love: ’twould well beseem 
“ Cain’s nature thou w^ast wont to praise, 

"Not tally with God’s usual ways!” 


XXXI. 

And I cowered deprecat ingly — 

"Thou Ix>ve of God! Or let me die, 

"Or grant what shall seem heaven almost! 
"Let me not know that all is lost, 
"Though lost it be — leave me not tied 
"To this despair, this corpse-like bride! 
"Let that old life seem mine— no more — 
"With limitation as before, 

"With darkness, hunger, toil, distress: 

"Be all the earth a wilderness! 

"Only let me go on, go on, 

"Still hoping ever and anon 

"To reach one eve the Better I. and!” 

xxxn. 

Tlien did the form expand, expand — 

I knew him through the dread disguise 
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As tlie whole God withia his eyes 
Embraced me. 


* XXXIII. 

When I lived again, 

The day was breaking, — the grey plain 
I rose from, silvered thick with dew. 

Was this a vision? False or true? 

Since then, three varied years are spent, 

And commonly my mind is bent 
To think it was a dream — be sure 
A mere dream and distemperature — 

The last da/s watching: then the night, — 
The shocJc of that strange Northern Light 
Set my head swimming, bred in me 
A dream. And so I live, you see, 

Go through the world, try, prove, reject, 
Prefer, still struggling to effect 
My warfare; happy that I can 
Be crossed and thwarted as a man, 

Not left in God's contempt apart. 

With ghastly smooth life, dead at heart. 
Tame in earth^s paddock as her prize. 

Thank God, she still each method tries 
To catch me, wL may yet escape, 

SI h; knows, the fiend in angePs .shape! 

Thank God, no paradise stands barred 
To entry, and I find it hard 
To be a Christian, as I said! 

Still every now and then my head 
Raised glad, sinks mournful— all grows drear 
Spite of the sunshine, while I fear 
And think, **Haw dreadful to be grudged 
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ease henceforth^ as one that's judged, 

** Condemned to earth for ever, shut 
^‘From heaven i” 

But Eastef-Day breaks! But 
Clirist rises! Mercy every way 
Is infinite, — and who can sayl 



MEN AND WOMEN. 


London and Floesnce, 184 — 185- 




MEN AND WOMEN. 


“TRANSCENDENTALISM: A POEM IN 
TWELVE BOOKS.” 

Stop playing, poet! May a brother speak! 

’Tis you speak, that’s your error. Song’s our art: 
Whereas you please to speak these naked thoughts 
Instead of draping them in sights and sounds. 

—True thoughts, good thoughts, thoughts fit to trea- 
sure upl 

But why such long prolusion and display, 

Such turning and adjustment of the harp. 

And taking it upon your breast, at lengA, 

Only to speak dry words across its strings! 
Stark-naked thought is in request enough: 

Speak prose and hollo k till Europe hears! 

The six-foot Swiss tube, braced about with bark, 
Which helps the hunter's voice from Alp to Alp — 
Exchange our harp for that, — who hinders you! 

But here's your fault; grown men want thought, you 
think; 

Thought ’s what they mean by verse, and seek iq verse: 
Boys seek for images and melody, 

Men must have reason — so, you aim at men. 

Quite otherwise! Objects throng our youth, ’tis true; 
We see and hear and do not wonder much: 
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If you could tell us what they mean, indeed! 

As German Boehme never cared for plants 
Until it happed, a> walking in tlie fields, 

He noticed all at once that plants could speak, 

Nay, turned with loosened tongue to talk with him. 
That day the daisy had an eye indeed — 

Colloquised with the cowslip on such themes! 

We find them extant yet in Jacob's prose. 

But by the time youth slips a stage or two 
While reading prose in that tough book he wTOte, 
(Collating and emendating the same 
And settling on the sense most to our mind) 

We shut the clasps and find life's summer past. 

Then, who helps more, pray, to repair our loss — 
Another Boehme with a tougher book 
And subtler meanings of what roses say, — 

Or some stout Mage like him of Halberstadt, 

John, who made things Boehme wTote thoughts about} 
He with a “look you!” vents a brace of rhymes, 

And in there breaks the sudden rose herself, 

Over us, under, round us every side, 

Nay, in and out the tables and the chairs 
And musty volumes, Boehme’s book and all, 

Buries us with a glory, young once more, 

Pouring heaven into this shut house of life. 

So come, the harp back to your heart again 1 
You axe a poem, though your pcem's naught. 

The best of all you showed before, believe, 

Was ovm boy- face o'er the finer chords 

Bent, following the cherub at the top 

That points to God with his paired half-moon wrings* 



MEN AN0 WOMEN. 




HOW IT STRIKES A CONTEMPORARY. 

I ONLY knew one poet in my life: 

And this, or something like it, was his way. 

You saw go up and down Valladolid, 

A man of mark, to know^ next time you saw. 

His very serviceable suit of black 
Was courtly once and conscientious still, 

And many might have worn it, though none did: 

The < leak, tliat somewhat shone and showed the threads, 
Had |>ur[>ost\ and the ruff, signifiaince. 

He w-^alked and tapped the pavement with his cane, 
Scenting the world, looking it full in face, 

An old dog, bald and blindish, at his heels. 

They turned up, now, the alley by the churdi, 

That leads no whither; now', they breathed themselves 
On the main promenade just at the wrong time: 

You'd come upon his scrutinixing hat. 

Making a peaked shade blacker than itself 
A|:^ainst the single wundow' spared some house 
^ntact yet with its mouldered Moorish work, — 

K>r else surprise the ferrei of his stick 
frying the mortar's temper 'tween the chinks 
Of some new shop a-building, French and fine. 

He stood and watched the cobbler at his trade, 

The man who slices lemons into drink, 

The coffee-roaster's brazier, and the l>oys 
That volunteer to help him turn its winch. 

He glanced o'er books on stalls wuAh half an eye, 

And fly-leaf ballads on the vendor's string, 
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And broad>edge bold-print posters by the wall 
He took such cognisance of men and things, 

If any beat a horse, you felt he saw; 

If any cursed a woman, he took note; 

Yet stared at nobody, — you stared at him. 

And found, less to your pleasure than surprise, 

He seemed lt> know you and expect as muclt. 

So, next time that a neigh])Our \s tongue was loosed, 
It marked the shameful and noiorious fact, 

\Vc had among us, not so much a s|>v, 

As a recording chief-inquisitor, 

The town’s true master if the town but knew! 

merely kept a governor for form, 

While this man walked about and took account 
Of all thought, said and acted, then went home, 
And wrote it fully t(> our Lord the King 
Who has an itch to know things, he knows why, 
And reads them in his bed-room of a night. 

Oh, you might smile! there wanted not a touch, 

A tang of . , . well, it w\as not wholly ease 
As back into your mind the mans look came - - 
Stricken in years a little,— .such a brow 
His eyes had to live under! — clear as flint 
On either side the formidable nose 
Curved, cut and coloured like an eagle's daw. 

Had he to do wuth A.’s surprising fate ? 

When altogether old II disappeared 

And young C. got his mistress, — was ’t our friend. 

His letter to the King, that did it alt? 

What paid the bloodless man for so much |>ains? 
Our Lord the King has favourites manifold, 

And shifts hh ministry some once a month; 

Our city gets new governors at whiles, - 
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But ocvcf word or sign, that I could hear, 

Notified to this man about the stntets 
The King*s approval of those letters conned 
The last thing duly at the dead of night. 

Did the man love his officef Frowned our Lord, 
Exhoriing when none heard -** Beseech me not! 

**Too far above my people,— l>eneath me! 

‘T st;t the watch,— how should the pe<»ple know? 
“Forget them, keep rne all the more in mind!'* 

Was suiiie such understanding *twixi the two! 

1 fouml no truili in one report at least — 

1'hat if >ou tra<ked him to his home, down lanes 
Beyond the Jewry, and as clean to pace, 

Veil fouiid he .ue lus >uppcr in a room 
nia/it^g witli liglrC^^, hnir Titiiin.s cn the wall, 

And twenty naked girK to change his phue! 

Po(>r uun, he lived ateaher kind of life 
fn that new stuct oed third house by the bridge, 

Fresh-] uiin ted, rather smart than otherwise! 

The whole street might i/erlook him as he sat, 

I eg crossing leg, one f<H>t on the dog’s luck, 
i’bying a dec ent cribbage with his maid 
([.u ynlh, you're sure her name was) oVr the cheese 
And fruit, three red halves of staned >v inter-pears, 

Or treat of radishes in April. Nine, 

Ten, struck the church straight to bed went be. 

My father, like the man of sense he was, 

Would point him out to me a dozen 
**St ~ Si/^ he'd whisper, “tlie Corregidorl” 

I had beeit used to think that personage 
Was one with lacquered breeches, lustrous bel^ 
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And feathers like a forest in his hat, 

Who blew a trumpet and proclaimed the news, 
Announced the bull-fights, gave each church its turn, 
And memorized the miracle in vogue! 

He had a great obsen^ance from us boys; 

We were in error; that was not the man. 

rd like now, yet had haply been afraid, 

To have just looked, when this man came to die, 

And seen who lined the clean gay garret sides 
And stood about the neat low truckle-bed, 

With the heavenly manner of relieving guard. 

Here had been, mark, the general-in-chief, 

Thro' a whole campaign of the world's life and death, 
Doing the King's work all the dim day long, 

In his old coat and up to knce.s in mud, 

Smoked like a herring, dining on a crust, — 

And, now the day was won, relieved at once! 

No further show or need for that old coat, 

You are sure, for one thing! Bless us, ail the while 
How spnicely we are dressed out, you and 1! 

A second, and the angels alter that. 

Well, I could never write a verse,— could you! 

Let's to the Prado and make the most of time. 


ARTEMIS PROI.OGIZES. 

1 AM a goddess of the ambrosial courts, 

And save by Here, Queen of Pride, surpassed 
By none whose temples whiten this the world* 
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Through heaven 1 roll my lucid moon along; 

I shed in hell o*er my pale people peace; 

On earth I, caring for the creatures, guard 
Kach pregnant yellow wolf and fox-bitch sleek, 
And every feathered mother's callow brood, 

And all that love green haunts and loneliness. 

Of men, the chaste adore me, hanging crovms 
Of poppies red to blackness, bell and stem, 

Upon niy image at Athenai Jiere; 

And this dead Youth, Asdepios bends above, 
Was dearest to me. He, my buskined step 
To follow through the wild-wood leafy ways, 

And chase the panting stag, or swift with darts 
Sto]) the swift ounce, or lay the leopard low’, 
Neglected homage to another god: 

Wiience Aphrodite, by no midnight smoke 
Of tapers lulled, in jealousy despatched 
A noisome lust that , as the gadbee stings. 
Possessed his slcpdame Phaidra for himself 
The son of ITieseus her great absent spouse. 
Hippolutos exclaiming in his rage 
Against the fury of the Queen, she judged 
LJfc insupportable; and, pricked at heart 
\n Amazonian stranger's race should dare 
To scorn her, perished l>y the murderous cord; 

\ et, ere she perished, blasted in a scroll 
rhe fame of him her swerving made not swerve. 
And Theseus, read, returning, and believed, 

And exiled , in the blindness of lus wrath, 

I'he man without a crime 'who, last as first, 
Loyal, divulged not to his sire the truth* 

Now Theseus from Poseidon had obtained 
That of his wishes should be granted three, 



MEN AND WOMEN. 


xq8 

And one he imprecated straight — '^Alive 
'*May ne'er Hippolulos reach other lands!" 

Poseidon heard, ai ai! And scarce the prince 
Had stepped into the fixed boots of the car 
That give tlie feet a stay against the strength 
Of the Henctian horses, and around 
His body flung the rein, and urged their spec 1 
Along the rocks and shingles of the shore, 

WTien from the gaping wave a monster flung 
His obscene body in the coursers' path. 

These, mad with terror, as the sea-bull sprawled 
Wallowing about their feet, lost care of him 
That reared them; and the master-chariol-pole 
Snapping beneath their plunges like a reed. 
Hippoluto.s, whose feet were trammelled fist. 

Was yet dragged forward by the circling rein 
Whicli either hand directed; nor they cjiienc lied 
The frenzy of their flight before each triue, 
Wheebspoke and splinter the woeful car. 

Each houldcr»stonc, sharp siuh and spiny shell, 

Huge fish-bone wrecked and wreathed ami<l the sand 
On that detested beach, was briglu with blood 
And morsels of his flesh: then fell the steeds 
Head-foremost, crashing in their mooned fronts, 
Shivering with sw^cat, each white eye horror-fixed. 

His people, who had witnessed all af.ir, 

Bore back the mins of Hippoliitos. 

But when his sire, too swoln with pride, rejoiced 
(Indomitable as a man foredoomed) 

That vast Poseidon had fulfilled his prayer, 

I, in a flood of glory visible, 

Stood o'er ray dying votary and, deed 
By deed, revealed, as all took place, the truth. 
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Then Theseus lay the woefullest of men. 

And Vorthilvj but ere the death-veils hid 

His hxce, the murdered prince full pardon breathed 

'lo his rash sire. Whereat Athcnai wails. 

So I, who ne’er forsake my votaries. 

Lest in the r ros.s-way none tiic honey-cake 
Should tender* nor ])Our out the dog’s hen life; 

Lest at my fame the priests disconsedate 
Should dress mv image with some faded ]»oor 
Few croxvns, made favours of, nor dare object 
Such slackness to my worshippers who turn 
Elsewhere the trusting heart and loaded hand, 

As they had climbed Olumpos to report 
b)f Artemis and nowdiere found her throne — 

J interposed: and, this eventful night, — 

(While round the funeral pyre the populace 
Stood with fierce light on their blaek robes w hich bound 
Each sobbing head, while yet their hair they clipped 
O’er tlie dead body of their withered prince, 

And, in his j>alacc, 'Fhescus prostrated 
On the cc>]d hearth, his brow cold as the slab 
’ rw;is bruised on, groaned away the heavy grief™- - 
the pyre fell, and down the cross logs crashed 
b i nding a crowd of sparkles through the night, 

And the gay fire, elvite with mastery, 
d owered like a serpent o’er the dotted Jars 
Of wine, dissolving oils and frankincense. 

And splendid gums like gold,)— my poteicy 
Conveyed the perished man to my retreat 
In the thrice- venerable forest here. 

And this white-bearded sage who squeeies now 
The berried plant, is Phoibos* son of fame, 
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Asclepios, whom my radiant brother taught 
The doctrine of each herb and flower and root, ' 
To know their secrefst virtue and express 
The saving soul of all: who so has soothed 
With layers the torn brow and murdered cheeks, 
Composed the hair and brought its gloss again, 

And called the red bloom to the pale skin back, 
And laid the strips and jagged ends of flesh 
Even once more, and slacked the sinew^s knot 
Of every tortured limb — that now he lies 
As if mere sleep possessed him underneath 
These interwoven oaks and pines. Oh cheer, 
Divine presenter of the healing rod, 

Thy sn^e, with ardent throat and lulling eye, 
Twines his lithe spires around! I say, much cheer! 
Proceed thou with thy wisest pharmacies! 

And ye, white crowd of woodland sister-nymphs, 
Ply, as the sage directs, these buds and leaves 
That strew the turf around the twain! While I 
Await, in fitting silence, the event. 


AN EPISTLE 

COWTAJNINC TJIK 

STRANGE MEDICAL EXPERIENCE OF KARSHiSH, 
THE ARAB PHYSICIAN. 

Karshish, the picker-up of learning's crumbs, 
The not-incurious in God’s handiwork 
(This manVflesh he hath admirably made, 

Blown like a bubble, kneaded like a paste, 
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To coop up and keep down on earth a space 
That puff of vapour from his mouth, man’s soul) 

^ — To Abib, all-sagacious in our art, 

Breeder in me of what poor skill I boast, 

Like me inquisitive how pricks and cracks 
Befall the flesh through too much stress and strain, 
Whereby the wily vapour fain would slip 
Back and rejoin its source before the term, — 

And aptest in contrivance (under God) 

To baffle it by deftly stopping such: — 

The vagrant Scholar to his Sage at home 

Sends greeting (health and knowledge, fame with peace) 

Three samples of true snake-stone — rarer still, 

One of the other sort, the melon-shaped, 

(But fitter, pounded fine, for charms than drugs) 

And writeth now the twenty-second time. 

My journey ings were brought to Jericho: 

'Hiiis 1 resume. Who studious in our art 
Shall count a little labour unrepaid? 

1 have shed sweat enough, left flesh and bone 
On many a flinty furlong of this land. 

Also, the country-side is all on fire 

rumours of a marching hitherw'ard: 

Some say Vespasian cometh, some, his son. 

A black lynx snarled and pricked a tufted car; 

Lust of my blood inflamed his yellow balls: 

I cried and threw my staff and he was gone. 

Twice have the robbers stripped and beaten me, 

And once a town declared me for a spy; 

But at the end, I reach Jerusalem, 

Since this poor covert where I pass the night, 

This Bethany, lies scarce the distance thence 
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A man with plague-sores at the third degree 
Runs till he drops down dead. Thou laughest here! 
^Sooth, it elates me, thus reposed and safe, 

To void the stuffing of my travel-scrip 
And share with thee whatev'er Jewry yields, 

A viscid choler is observable 
In tertians, I w^as nearly bold to say; 

, And falling-sickness hath a happier cure 
Than our scliool wots of: there's a spider here 
Weaves no web, watches on the ledge of tombs, 
Sprinkled with mottles on an ash-grey back; 

Take five and drop them . . . but who knows his mind, 
The Syrian run-a-gatc I trust this to? 

His service payeth me a subl innate 
Blown up his nose to help the ailing eye. 

Best wait: I reach Jerusalem at morn. 

There set in order my experiences, 

Gather what most deser\x's, and give thee all-- 
Or I might add, Judaia's gum-tragacanth 
Scales off in purer flakes, shines clearer-grained, 
Cracks 'twixt the ]>estle and the p>orj)])yry. 

In fine exceeds our ]>rodu<:e. Scalp-disease 
Confounds me, crossing so with leprosy — 

Thou hadst admired one sort I gained at Zoar — ‘ 
But 7.eal outruns discretion. Here I end. 

Yet stay: my Syrian blinketh gratefiiliy, 

Protesteth his devotion is my price — 

Suppose I write, what harms not, though he steal? 

1 half resolve to tell thee, yet I blush, 

What set me off a-writing first of all. 

An itch I had, a sting to write, a tang! 

For, be it this town^s barrenness— or else 



MEN AND WOMEN. 


'I hc Man had something in the look of him — 

His case has struck me far more than ^tis worth. 

So, pardon if — (lest presently I lose 

In tlie great press of novxdty at hand 

The care and pains this somehow stole from me) 

1 bid thee take the thing while fresh in mind, 
Almost in sight — for, wilt thou have the truth? 
I’he very man is gone from me but tiow, 

Whose ailment |js the subject of discourse. 

Thus then, and let thy better wit help all! 

but a case of mania— subind\iccd 
r>y cpile]>sy» at the turning-point 
Of trance prolonged unduly some three days 
When, by llie cxhilhtion of some drug 
Or s])e]l, cxorcization, stroke of art 
Ihiknovvn to me and which ’twere well to know, 
1'he evil tiling out-breaking all at once 
I.eft the man whole and sound of body indeed, — 
but, flinging (so to speak) lifers gates too wide, 
Making a clear house of it loo suddenly, 

The fust conceit that entered might inscribe 
Whatever it was minded on the wall 
So plainly at that vantage, as it were, 

(First come, first served) that nothing subsequent 
Atta neth to erase those fancy-scrawls 
I’he just-returned and new-established soul 
Fiaih gotten now so thoroughly by heart 
That henceforth she will read or these or none. 
And first- the ntan’s own firm conviction rests 
That he was dead (in fact they buried him) 

— That he \va% dead and then restored to life 
By a Nar.arene physician of his tribe: 
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— *Sayeth, the same bade "Rise/' and he did rise. 
"Such cases are diurnal/' tliou wilt cry. 

Not so this figment! — not, that such a fume, 
Instead of giving way to time and health, 

Should eat itself into the life of life, 

As saffron tingeth flesh, blood, bones and alll 
For see, how he takes up the after-life. 

The man — it is one Lazarus a Jew, 

Sanguine, proportioned, fifty years of age, 

The body's habit wholly laudable, 

As much, indeed, beyond the common health 
As he were made and put aside to show. 

Think, could we penetrate by any drug 
And bathe the wearied soul and worried flesh, 
x\nd bring it clear and fair, by three days’ sleej)! 
Whence has the man the balm that brightens all? 
This grown man eyes the world now like a child. 
Some elders of his tribe, I should premise, 

Led in their friend, obedient as a sheep, 

To bear my inquisition. While they spoke, 

Now sharply, now with sorrow, — told the case, — 

He listened not except I spoke to him, 

But folded his two hands and let tliem talk, 
Watching the flies that buzzed: and yet no fool 
And that's a sample how his years must go. 

Look if a beggar, in fixed middle-life, 

Should find a treasure,— can he use the same 
With straitened habits and with tastes starved small. 
And take at once to his impoverished brain 
The sudden element that changes things, 

That sets the undreamed-of rapture at his hand, 
And puts the cheap old joy in the scorned dust? 

Is he not such an one as moves to mirth — 
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Warily parsimonious, when no need, 

Wasteful as drunkenness at undue times? 

All prudent counsel as to what befits 
The' golden mean, is lust on such an one: 

The man's fantastic will is the man's law. 

So here — we call the treasure knowledge, say, 
Increased beyond the fleshly faculty — 

Heaven opened to a soul while yet on earth, 

Earth forced on a soul's use while seeing heaven: 
The man is witless of the size, the sum, 

The value in proportion of all things, 

Or whether it be little or be much. 

Disc ourse to him of prodigious armaments 
Assembled to besiege his city now, 

And of the passing of a mule with gourds— 

^ris one! Then take it on the other side, 

Speak of some trifling fact, — he will gaze rapt 
With stupor at its verj^ littleness, 

(Far as I see) as if in that indeed 
He caught prodigious import, whole results; 

And so will turn to us the bystanders 
In ever the same stupor (note this point) 

'Vhiij, we too sec not with his opened eyes. 

Wonder and doubt come WTongly into play, 
Preposterously, at cross purposes. 

Should his child sicken unto death, — why, look 
For scarce abatement of his cheerfulness, 

Or pretermission of the daily craft! 

While a word, gesture, glance from that same child 
At play or in the school or laid asleep, 

Will startle him to an agony of fear, 

Exasperation, just as like. Demand 

The reason why — but a word/^ object— 
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‘^A gesture*^ — he regards thee as our lord 
\Vlio lived there in the pyramid alone, 

Looked at us (dost thou mind?) when, being young, 

We both would unadvisedly recite 

Some charm's beginning, from that book of his, 

Able to bid the sun throb wide and burst 
All into stars, as suns grown old arc wont. 

Thou and the child have each a veil alike 
Thrown o'er your heads, from under which ye both 
Stretch your blind hands and trifle with a match 
Over a mine of Oreek fire, did ye know’! 

He holds on firmly to some thread v( life— 

(It is the life to lead perforcedly) 

Which runs across some vast dists acting orb 
Of glory on either side that meagre thread, 

Which, conscious of, he must not enter yet 
The spiritual life around the earthly life: 

The law of that is known to him as this, 

His heart amd brain move there, his Icet stay here. 
So is the man peq^lcxt \vith impulses 
Sudden to start off ( rosswisc, not straight on, 
Proclaiming wliat is right and WTong across, 

And not along, this black thread ihnuigh the bla/t 
*Tt should be'' baulked by “here it cannot be." 

And oft -the man's .soul springs into his fac e 
As if he saw again and heard again 
His sage that bade him “Rise" and he did rise. 
Something, a word, a tick o* the blood within 
Admonishes:, then back he sinks at once 
To ashes, who was very fire before, 

In sedulous recurrence to his trade 
Whereby he earncth him the daily bread; 

And studiously the humbler for that pride, 
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Professedly the faultier that he knows 
God^s secret, while he liolds the thread of life, 
indeed the especial marking of the man 
Js ])rone submission to the heavenly will — 

Seeing it, what it is, and why it is. 

'Sayeth, he w'ill wait patient to the last 

For that same dealli which must restore his being 

'Fo equilibrium, body loosening soul 

Divorced even now by premature full growth: 

He will live, nay, it plcascih him to live 
So long as God please, and just liow God please. 
He even seeketh nut to please God more 
(Which meaneih, otherwise) than as God please. 
Hence, 1 perceive not he affects to preach 
1'hc doctrine of his sect whaic'er it be. 

Make ])roselytes as madmen thirst to do: 
ilow can he give his neighbour the real ground, 
His own conviction 1 Ardent as he is — 

(.‘all his great truth a lie. w'hy, still the old 
it as God please” rcassureth him. 

I probed the sore as thy disciple should: 

*'Ht)w, beast,” said I, “this stolid carelessness 
“Sulficeth thee, when Rome is on her march 
'*'10 stamp out like a little spark Uiy town, 

“ *'hy tribe, thy crazy tale and thee at once I” 

Ik merely looked with his large eyes on me. 

The man is apathetic, you deduce? 

("ontrariwise, he loves boili oU and young, 

Able and weak, affects the very brutes 
And birds — how say 1? flowers of the field — 

As a wise workmiin recognises tools 

In a master’s workship, loving what they make. 

Thus is the man as harmless as a kmb; 
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Only impatient, let him do his best, 

At ignorance and carelessness and sin — 

An indignation which is promptly curbed: 

As when in certain travel I have feigned 
To be an ignoramus in our art 
According to some preconceived design, 

And happed to hear the land s practitioners 
Steeped in conceit sublimed by ignorance, 

Prattle fantastically on disease, 

Its cause and cure--and I must hold ray pcacel 

Thou wilt object — W^y have I not ere this 
Sought out the sage himself, the Nazarene 
Who wrought this cure, inquiring at the source, 
Conferring with the frankness that befits 1 
Alas! it grieveth me, the learned leech 
Perished in a tumult many years ago, 

Accused, — our learning's fate, — of wizardr)^, 

Rebellion, to the setting up a rule 

And creed prodigious as described to me. 

His death, which happened when the earthquake fell 
(Prefiguring, as soon appeared, the loss 
I’o occult leiirning in our lord the sage 
Who lived there in the pyramid alone) 

Was wrought by the mad people— that’s their wont! 
On vain recourse, as I conjecture it, 

'Fo his tried virtue, for miraculous help — 

How could he stop the earthquake? 'Fhafs their w*iy 
The other imputations must be lies: 

But take one, though I loathe to give it thee, 

In mere respect for any good man's fame. 

(And after all, our patient Laaarus 

Is stark mad; should we count on what he says? 
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Perhaps not: though in writing to a leech 
^Tis w^ell to keep back nothing of a case.) 

Phis man so cured regards the curei, then, 

As — God forgive me! who but God himst'lf, 

Creator and sustainer of the world, 

That came and dwelt in flesh on it awhile! 

— *Sayeth that such an one w*as born and lived, 
Taught, healed the sick, broke bread at his own house, 
Then died, \vitl\ I^zarus by, for aught I know. 

And yet was . . . what I said nor choose repeat, 

And must have so avouched himself, in fact. 

In hearing of this very Lazarus 
Who saith — but why all this of what he saitht 
Why write of trivial matters, things of price 
Calling at every moment for remarki 
I noticed on the margin of a pool 
Blue-flowering borage, the Aleppo sort, 

Aboundeth, very nitrous. It is strange! 

I'hy pardon for this long and tedious case, 

Which, now that I review it, needs must seem 
Unduly dwelt on, prolixly set forth! 

N(«* I myself discern in what is writ 
Good cause for the peculiar interest 
Ai d awe indeed this man has touched me wuth. 
Perhaps the journey’s end, the weariness 
Had wrought upon me first. I met him thus: 

1 crossed a ridge of short sharp broken hills 
Like an old lion’s cheek teeth. Out there came 
A moon made like a face with certain spots 
Multiform, manifold and menacing: 

Then a wind rose behind me. So w’e met 
In this old sleepy town at unaware, 
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The man and I, I send thee what is writ. 

Regard it as a chance, a matter risked 
To this ambiguous Syrian — he may lose, 

Or steal, or give it thee with equal good* 

Jerusalem’s repose shall make amends 

For time this letter wastes, thy time and mine; 

Till when, once more thy pardon and farewell! 

The very God! think, Abih; dost thou Ihinkt 
So, the AlbGrcat, were the AlhLoving too-- 
So, through the thunder comes a human voice 
Saying, heart I made, a heart beats here! 
“Face, my hands fashioned, see it in myself! 
“Thou hast no power nor may’st conceive of mine, 
“But love I gave thee, with myself to love, 

“And thou must love me who have died for thee!’' 
The madman saith lie said so: it is strange. 


JOHANNES AGRICOLA IN MEOrfA riON. 

There’s heaven above, and night by night 
I look right through its gorgeous roof; 

No suns and moons though e’er so bright 
Avail to stop me; splendor- proof 
I keep the broods of stars aloof: 

For I intend to get to God, 

For *tis to God I speed so fast. 

For in God’s breast, my own abode, 

Those shoals of dazding glory, passed, 

I lay my spirit down at last 
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I lie where I liave always lain, 

God smiles as he has always smiled; 

Ere suns and moons could wax and wane, 

Ere stars were thundergirt, or piled 
The heavens, God thought on me his child; 
Ordained a life for me, arrayed 
Its circumstances every one 
To the minutest; ay, God said 

'ri'iis head this hand should rest upon 
Thus, ere he fashioned star or sun. 

“ And having thus created me. 

rhus rooted me, he bade me grow, 

GuilUess for ever, like a tree 

That buds and blooms, nor .seeks to know 
'I'hc law by which it prospers so: 

But sure that thought and word and deed 
All go to swell his love for me, 

Me, nuidc because that love had need 
Of something irreversibly 
Pledged solely its content to be. 

Yes, yes, a tree which must ascend, 

No poison*gourd foredoomed to stoop! 

I have God's warrant, could I blend 
All hideous sins, as in a cup, 
ro drink the mingled venoms up; 

Secure my nature will convert 

The draught to blos,soming gladness fast; 
While sweet dews turn to the gourd's hurt, 
And bloatf and while they bloat it, blasts 
As from the first its lot was cast 
For as I lie, smiled on, full-fed 
By unexhausted power to bless, 

I gaze below on heirs fierce bed, 


IT 
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And those its waves of flame oppress, 
Swarming in ghastly wretchedness; 
Whose life on earth aspired to be 
One altar-smoke, so pure! — to win 
If not love like God^s love for me, 

At least to keep his anger in; 

And all their striving turned to sin. 
Priest, doctor, hennit, monk grown white 
With prayer, the broken-hearted nun, 
nie mart>T, the wan acolyte, 

The incense-swingipg child,— undone 
Before God fashioned star or sun! 

God, whom I praise; how could 1 praise, 
If such as I might understand, 

Make out and reckon on his ways, 

And bargain for his love, and stand, 
Paying a price, at his right hand? 


PICTOR IGNOTUS. 

Florence, 15—. 

I COULD have painted pictures like that youth's 
Ye praise so. How my soul si)rings uj)! No bar 
Stayed me— ah, thought which saddens while it soothe^! 

— Never did fate forbid me, star by star, 

To outburst on your night with all my gift 
Of fires from God: nor would my flesh have shrunk 
From seconding my soul, with eyes uplift 

And wide to heaven, or, straight like thunder, sunk 
To the centre, of an instant; or around 
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Turned calmly and inquisitive, to scan 
The licence and the limit, space and bound, 

Allowed to truth made visible in man. 

And, like that youth yc praise so, all I saw, 

Over the canvas could my hand have flung, 

Each face obedient to its passion’s law, 

Each |>assion clear proclaimed without a tongue; 
Whether Hope rose at once in all the blood, 

A-tiptoe for the blessing of embrace, 

Or Rapture drooped the eyes, as when her brood 
Pull down the nesting dove's heart to its place; 

Or Confidence lit swift the forehead up, 

And locked the mouth fast, like a castle braved, — 

0 human faces, hath it spilt, my cup? 

What did yc give me that I have not saved? 

Nor will 1 say 1 have not dreamed (how well!) 

Of going —I, in each new picture, — forth, 

As, making new hearts beat and bosoms swell, 

'I'o Pope or Kaiser, East, West, South, or North, 
Bound for the calmly satisfied great State, 

Or glad aspiring little burgh, it went, 

Flowers cast ujK:)n the car which bore the freight, 
Through old streets named afresh from the event, 

1 iH it reached home, where learned age should greet 
My face, and youth, the star not yet distinct 

Above his hair, He learning at my feet! — 

Oh, thus to live, I and my picture, linked 
With love about, and praise, till life should end, 

And then not go to heaven, but linger here, 

Here on my earth, earth’s every man my friend, — 
The thought grew frightful, ’twas so wildly dear! 
But a voice changed it Glimpses of such sights 
H|ive scared me, like the revels through a door 
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Of some strange house of idols at its rites! 

This world seemed not the world it was before: 
Mixed with my loving trusting ones, there trooped 
. . . AVho summoned those cold fiices that l>egun 
To press on me and judge mef Though I stooped 
Shrinking, as from the soldiery a nun, 

They drew me forth, and spite of me . . enough! 

These buy and sell our pictures, take and give, 
Count them for garniture and household-stuff, 

And where they live needs must our pictures live 
And see their faces, listen to their prate, 

Partakers of their daily pettiness, 

Discussed of, — "‘This 1 love, or this I hate, 

‘‘This likes me more, and this affects me less!'’ 
WTierefore I chose my portion. If at whiles 
My heart sinks, as monotonous I paint 
These endless cloisters and eternal aisles 

With the same series, Virgin, Babe and .Saint, 

With the same cold calm beautiful regard,-— 

At least no merchant traffics in niy heart; 

The sanctuary’s gloom at least shall ward 

Vain tongues from where my pictures stand apart: 
Only prayer breaks the silence of the shrine 
While, blackening in the daily candle-smoke, • 
They moulder on the damp wall’s tnivcrtine, 

’Mid echoes the light footstep never woke. 

So, die my pictures! surely, gently die! 

O youth, men praise so, — holds their praise its wortti I 
Blown harshly, .keeps the trump its golden ay! 

Tastes sweet the water with such specks of earth! 
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FRA LIPPO LIPPL 

I *AM poor brotlier Lippn, by your leave! 

You need not daf) your torches to my face. 

Zooks, what's to blame? you think you see a monk! 
\Vhat» ’tis past midnight, and you go the rounds, 

And here you catch me at an alley's end 
Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar? 

The Carmine *s my cloister: hunt it up, 
l)(j, — harry out, if you must show your zeal, 

Whattver rat, there, haps on his wrong hole, 

And nip each soflHng of a wee while mouse, 
w/itXy, that's crept to keep him company! 

Aha, you know your betters? Then, you'll take 
Your hand away that's fiddling on my throat, 

And please to knoAv me likewise. Who am 1? 

Why, one, sir, wlio is lodging with a friend 
'Fhree streets off— he's a certain . , , how d'ye call! 
Master-' a . . . Cosimo of the Medici, 
r the house that caps the corner. Boh! you were bestl 
Remember and tell me, the day you're hanged, 

How you affected such a gullet’s-gripe! 

Tut you, sir, it concerns you that your knaves 
i ick up a manner nor discredit you: 

Zooks, arc we pilchards, that they sweep the streets 
And count fair prize what comes into their net! 

He’s Judas to a tittle, that man is! 

Just such a face! Why, sir, you make amends. 

Ford, Vm not angry! Bid your hangdop go 
Drink out this quarter-florin to the health 
Of the munificent House that harbours me 
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(And many more beside, lads! more beside!) 

And alFs borne square again. Td like his face — 

His, elbowing on his comrade in the door 

With the pike and lantern, — for the slave that holds 

John Baptist’s head a-dangle by the hair 

With one hand (‘‘Look you, now,” as who should say) 

And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped i 

It’s not your chance to have a bit of chalk, 

A wood-coal or the likel or you should see! 

Yes, Tm the painter, .since you style me so. 

What, brother Lippo’s doings, up and down, 

You know them and they take youi like enough! 

I saw the proper twinkle in your eye — 

Tell you, I liked your looks at very first. 

Let’s sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch, 
Here’s spring come, and the nights one makes up bands 
To roam the to>vn and sing out cannval, 

And I’ve been three weeks shut within rny mew, 
A-painting for the great man, saints and saints 
And saints again. I could not paint all night — 

Ouf! I leaned out of window' for fresh air. 

There came a hurry of feet and little feet, 

A sweep of lute-strings, laughs, and whifts of song, — 
Flower 0* the hr 00m ^ 

Take away and our earth is a tomb! 

Flower d the quince , 

J let Lisa go, and what good in life since? 

Flower d the thyme — and so on. Round they went 
Scarce had they turned the comer when a titter 
like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight,— three slim 
shapes, 

And a face that Idoked up ... zooks, sir, tlesh and blood, 
That’s all I’m made of! Into shreds it wxnt, 
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Curtain and counterpane and coverlet, 

All die bed-fumiture — a dozen knots, 

I'here was a ladder! Down I let myself, 

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped, 
►Vnd after them. I came up with the fun 
Hard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well met, — 
Flmeer 0^ ike rose^ 

If Pvt been merry ^ whai maiier who knouts ? 

And so as I was stealing back again 
'fo get to bed and have a bit of sleep 
l>c I rise up to-morrow^ and go work 
On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast 
With his great round stone to subdue the flesh, 

N'^ou snap me of the sudden. Ah, I see! 

'fhoiigh your eye twinkles still, you shake your head — 
Mine’s shaved — a monk, you say — the sting's in that! 
If Master Cosimo announced himself, 

Mum's the word naturally; but a monk! 

Come, what am I a beast fori tell us, nowl 
I was a baby when my mother died 
And father died and left me in the street, 

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two 
On fig-skins, melon-parings, rinds and shucks, 

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day, 

My stomad) being empty as your hat, 

'Fhe wind doubled me up and down I went. 

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand, 

(Its fellow w»as a stinger as I knew) 

And so along the wall, over the bridge, 

By the straight cut to the convent Six words there, 
While I stood munching my first bread that month: 

So, boy, you're minded,” quoth the good fat father 
Wiping his own mouth, 'twas rcfection-timc,-**- 
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‘‘To quit this very miserable world 1 
“Will you renounce” . . . “the mouthful of bread? 
thought I; 

By no means! Brief, they made a monk of me; 

I did renounce the world, its pride and greed, 
Palace, farm, villa, shop and banking-house, 

Trash, such as these poor dtvilb of Medici 
Have given their hearts to — all ai eight years old. 
Well, sir, I found in time, you may be .sure, 

' i'was not for nothing—the good bellyful, 

The warm serge and the rope that goes all round, 
And day-long blessed idlene.ss beside! 

“Let’s see what the urchin’s fit for”— that came next. 
Not overmuch their way, I must confess. 

Such a to-do! They tried me with their books: 

Lord, they’d have taught me Latin in pure wavSie! 
Flower cl the clove^ « 

All the Laiin I construe is^ “ / Uri'c! 

But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets 
Eight years together as my fortune was. 

Watching folk's faces to know' wdio will fling 
The bit of half-stripped grape-bunch he desires, 

And w'ho will curse or kick him for his pains, — 
Which gentleman processional and fine, 

Holding a candle to the Sacrament 

Will wink and let him lift a plate and catch 

The droppings of the wax to sell again, 

Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped, — 

How say 1?— nay, which dog bites, which lets drop 
His bone from the heap of oflal in the street, — 

Why, soul and sense of him grow sharp alike, 

He learns the look of things, and none the less 
For admonition from the hunger-pinch. 
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I had a store of sudi reraarks, he sure, 

Which, after I found leisure, turned to use: 

I drew men*s faces on my copy-books, 

Scrawled them within Uie anti ph on ary ’.s marge, 
jomed legs and arms to the long music-notes, 

Found eyes and nose and chin f^or A.s and B.s, 

And made a string of pictures of the world 
Betwixt the ins and outs of verb and noun, 

On the wall, the bench, the door. 7'he monks looked 
black. 

quoth the Prior, ‘Uurn him out, d’ye say? 

' In no wise. Lose a crow^ and catch a lark. 

‘^What if at last wc get our man of parts, 

“We Carmelites, like those Camaldolcse 

“And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine 

“And ])Ut the front on it that ought to be!’^ 

And hereupon he bade nje daub away. 

1'hank you! my head being crammed, the walls a blank. 
Never was such prompt disemburdening. 

First, every sort of monk, tlie black and white, 

1 drew them, fat and lean: then, folks at church. 

From good old gossips waiting to confess 
Their cribs of barrel -droppings, candle-ends, — 

'I'o-the breathless fellow at the altar-foot, 

Freslv from his murder, safe and sitting there 
Willi the little children round him in a row' 

Of admiration, half for his bciud and half 
For that white anger of his victim's son 
Shaking a fist at him with one fierce arm, 

Signing himself wnth the other because of Christ 
(Whose sad face on the cross sees only this 
After the passion of a thousand years) 

Fill some poor girl, her apron o'er her head, 
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(Which the intense eyes looked through) came at eve 
On tiptoe, said a word, dropped in a loaf, 

Her pair of ear-rings and a bunch of flowers 
(The brute took growling) prayed, and so was gone. 

I painted all, then cried ‘‘Tis ask and have; 

Choose, for more’s ready!” — laid the ladder flat, 

And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall. 

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud 
Till checked, taught what to see and not to sec, 

Being simple bodies, — ^‘^'Fhat’s the very man! 

“Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog! 

“That woman's like the Priors niece who comes 
“To care about his asthma: it’s the life!” 

But there my triumph’s straw-fire flared and funked; 
^riieir betters took their turn to sec and say: 

The Prior and the learned pulled a face 
And stopped all that in no time. “How't what’s here? 
“Quite from the mark of ]ainting, blc.ss us all! 
“Faces, arms, legs and bodies like the true 
“As much as pea and pea! it's devil’s game I 
“Your business i.s not to catch men with show, 

“With homage to the perishable clay, 

“But lift them over it, ignore it all, 

“Make them forget there’s such a thing a.s flesh. 
“Your business is to paint the souls of men — 

“Man's soul, and it’s a fire, smoke . . no, it's not, 
“Its vapour done up like a new-born babe— 

“(In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth) 
“It’s . . well, what matters talking, it’s the soul! 

“Give us fliO more of body than shows soul! 

“Here’s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God, 

“lliat sets us praising,— why not stop with him I 
“ Why put all thoughts of praise out of our head 
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“With wonder at lines, colours, and what noli 
“Paint the soul, never mind tlie legs and arms! 

“Rub all out, try at it a second time, 

‘ Oh, that wdiite smallish female with the breasts, 
“She’s just my niece . . . Heredias, I would say, — 
“Who went and danced and got men’s heads cut off! 
“Have it all out!” Now, is this sense, 1 aski 
A fine way to paint soul, by painting body 
So ill, the eye can’t stop there, must go further 
And can’t fare worse! Thus, yellow does for white 
When what you put for yellow *s simply black, 

And any sort of meaning looks intense 
When all beside itself means and looks nought. 

Why can’t a painter lift each foot in tum, 

Left fool and right foot, go a double step, 

Make his flesh liker and his soul more like, 

Both in their order! Take the prettiest face, 

The Ih-ior’s niece , . . patron-saint — is it so pretty 
Ycni can’t discover if it means hope, fear, 

Sorrow or joyf won’t beauty go with these? 

Supftose I’ve made her eyes all right and blue, 

Can’t I take breath and try to. add life’s flash. 

And then add soul and heighten tliem threefold? 

Or say there’s beauty with no soul at all — 

(1 never saw it— put the case the same — ) 

If you get simple beauty and nought else, 

You get about the best thing God invents: 

That’s somewhat: and you’ll find the soul you have 
missed, 

Within yourself, when you return him thanks, 

‘‘Rub all out!” Well, well, there’s my life, in short, 
And so the thing has gone on ever since. 

Pm grown a man no doubly Fve broken bounds; 
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You should not take a fellow eight }’cars old 
And make him swear to never kiss the girls. 

Tra my own master, paint now as 1 please — 

Having a friend, you see, in the Comer-house! 

Lord, it's fast holding by the rings in front — 

Those great rings serve more purposes than just 
To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse! 

And yet il>e old schooling stic ks, the old grave eyes 
Are pee}iing o'er my shoulder as 1 work, 

The heads shake still ‘TCs art’s clecifne, my son! 

You're not of the true jsiinters, great and old; 
“‘Brother Angelico 's the man, you’ll find; 

““Brother Loren^co stands his single peer: 

‘“F'ag on at flesh, you’ll never make the third!” 
Floivcr 0^ ihe ptne^ 

Fou keep your misir . • • mariners^ and /V/ stick to miht 
Fm not the third, then: bless us, they must know! 
Don’t you think they're the likeliest to know, 

They with their J^atin? So. 1 swallow my rage. 
Clench my teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint 
To please them — sometimes do, and sometimes don’t 
For, doing most, there’s [>retty sure to come 
A turn, some wann eve finds me at my saints— * 

A laugh, a cry, the business of the world — 

{Flower d the peachy 

Death for us all ^ and his ou*ri life for each!) 

And my whole soul revolve.s, the cup runs oven 
The w^orld and life 's too big to pass for a dream, 
And I do these wild things in sheer despite, 

And play the fooleries you catch me at. 

In pure rage! 'fhe old mill-horse, out at grass 
After hard years, throw^s up his stiff heels so, 
Although the miller docs not preach to him 
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The only good of grass is to make chaff. 

What would men have? Do they like grass or no — 
May they or mayn’t they? all I want's the thing 
Sett Ted for ever one way. As it is, 

You tell too many lies and hurt yourself: 

You don't like what you only like too much, 

You do like what, if given you at your word, 

You find abundantly detestable. 

For me, 1 think 1 speak as I was taught; 

1 always sec the garden and God there 
A-making man’s wife: and, my lesson learned, 

'I'he value and significance of flesh, 

I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterwards. 

You understand me: Fm a beast, I know, 
but see, now — why, I sec as certainly 
As that the moming'Star 's about to shine, 

What will hap some day. \\’e’ve a youngster here 
<,’oines to our convent, studies wdiat I do, 

Slouches and stares and lets no atevm drop: 

His name is Guidi — he’ll not mind the monks — 

'rhey call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk — 

He picks my practice up— he’ll paint a{)ace, 

! hope so — though I never live so long, 

I know what’s sure to follow% You be judge! 

You speak no Latin more than I, belike; 

However, you’re my man, you’ve seen the world 
— The beauty and the wonder and the power, 

The shapes of things, their colours, lights and shades, 
(dianges, surprises,— and God made it all! 

— For wdmt? Do you feel thankful, ay or no, 

For this fair town’s face, yonder river’s line, 

The mountain round it and the sky above, 
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Much more the figures of man, woman, child, 

These are the frame tol ‘What's it all about? 

To be passed over, despised? or dwelt upon, 
Wondered at? oh, this last of course!— you say. 

But why not do as well as say, — paint these 
Just as they are, careless what comes of it? 

God's works — paint anyone, and count it crime 
To let a truth slip. Don't object, ‘‘His works 
“Are here already; nature is complete: 

“Suppose you reproduce her— (which you can't) 
“There's no advantage! you must beat her, then." 
For, don't you mark? we're made so that we love 
First when we see them painted, things w’e have passed 
Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see; 

And so they are better, painted— better to us, 

WTiich is the same thing. Art was given for that ; 
God uses us to help each other so, 

Lending our minds out. Have yon noticed, now, 
Your cullion's hanging face? A bit of chalk, 

And trust me but you should, though! How much more, 
If I drew higher things with the same truth! 

'I'hat were to take the Prior's pulpit-place, 

Inteq)ret God to all of you! Oh, oh, 

It makes me mad to see what men shall do 
And we in our graves! This world's no blot for us, 
Nor blank; it means intensely, and means good: 

To find its meaning is my meat and drink. 

“Ay, but you don't so instigate to prayer!" 

Strikes in the Prior: “when your meaning's plain 
“It does not say to folks— remember matins, 

“Or, mind you fast next Friday!" Why, for this 
What need of art at all? A skull and bones, 

Two bits of stick nailed cross-wise, or, whafs best| 
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A bell to chime the hour^with, does as well 
I painted a Saint Laurence six months since 
At Prato, splashed the fresco in tine style: 

*‘How looks my painting, now the scaffold downl*^ 
I ask a brother: “Hugely,'* he returns — 

** Already not one phiz of your three slaves 
‘‘ Who turn the Deacon off his toasted side, 

“But’s scratched and prodded to our heart's content, 
“'Fhe pious people have so eased their own 
“With coming to say prayers there in a rage: 

“We get on fast to see the bricks beneath. 

“Expect another job this lime next year, 

“For pity and religion grow i' the crowd — 

“Your painting serves its purpose!” Hang the fools! 

- That is -you'll not mistake an idle word 
Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God w^ot, 

Tasting the air this spicy night which turns 
The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine! 

Oh, the church knows! don't misreport me, now! 

It’s natural a poor monk out of l»c>unds 
Should have his apt word to excuse himself: 

An(| hearken how I plat to make amends. 

1 have bethought me: I shall paint a piece 
. . . There's for you! Give me six months, then go, see 
Something in Sant’ Ambrogio's! Bless the nunsl 
They want a cast o’ my office, I shall paint 
God in the midst, Madonna and her babe. 

Kinged by a bower>% flowery angel-brood, 

Lilies and vestments and white faces, swe^t 

As puff on puff of grated orris-root 

When ladies crowd to Church at midsummer. 

And then i’ the front, of course a saint or two-- 
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Saint John, because he saves the Florentines, 

Saint Ambrose, who puts dcfwn in black and white 
The convent^s friends and gives them a long day, 
And Job, I must have him there past mistake, 

The man of Uz, (and Us without the 2, 

Painters who n^d his patience.) Well, all these 
Secured at their devotion, up shall come 
Out of a corner when you least expect, 

As one by a dark stair into a great light, 

Music and talking, who but Lippol I! — 

Mazed, motionless and moon-struck — Pm the man! 
Back I shrink — what is this I see and heart 
I, caught up mth my monk’s things by mistake, 

My old serge gown and rope that goes all round, 

I, in this presence, this pure company! 

Where's a hole, where's a comer for escape? 

Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing 
Forward, puts out a soft palm — ‘^Not so ftist!" 

— Addresses the celestial presence, “nay — 

“He made you and devised you, after all, 

“Though he’s none of you! Could Saint John there, 
draw — 

“His camel-hair make up a painting-brush? 

“Wc come to brother Lippo for aU that^ 
perfedt QpmV^ So, all smile — 

I shuffle sideways with my blushing face 
Under the cover of a hundred wings 
Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you're gay 
And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut, 

Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops 
The hothead husband! Thus I scuttle off 
To some safe bench behind, not letting go 
The palm of her, the little lily thing 
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That spoke the good word for me in the nick, 

Like the Prior's niece . . . Saint Lucy, I would say. 
And so all’s saved for me, and for the church 
A pretty picture gained Go, six months hence! 
Your hand, sir, and good bye: no lights, no lights! 
The street's hushed, and I know my own way back, 
Don't fear me! There's tlie grey beginning. Zooks! 


ANDREA DEL SARTO. 

{CALLED “THE FAULTLESS PAINTER.*’) 

Ikn do not let us quarrel any more, 

No, my Lucrezia; bear with me for once: 

Sit down and all shall happen as you wish. 

You turn your face, but does it bring your heart 1 
ril work then for your friend's friend, never fear, 
Treat his own subject after his own way, 

Fix his own time, accept too his o^m price. 

And shut the money into this small h.and 
Wh^n next it takes mine. Will itf tenderlyl 
Oh, ni content him, — but to-morrow, I>ovel 
I often am much wearier than you think, 

Thi^ evening more than usual, and it seems 
As if— forgive now— should you let me sit 
Here by the window with your hand in mine 
And look a half hour forth on Fiesole, 

Both of one mind, as married people use, 

Quietly, quietly the evening through, 

I might get up to-morrow to my work 
Cheerful and fresh as ever. Let us try. 


*S 
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To-morrow, how you shall be glad for this! 

Your soft hand is a woman of itself, 

And mine the man's bared breast she curls inside. 
Don't count the time lost, neither; you must serve 
For each of the five pictures we require: 

It saves a model Sol keep looking so - 
My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds! 

— Ho\v could you ever prick those perfect ears, 
Even to put the pearl there! oh, so sweet — 

My face, my moon, my everybody's moon, 

Which everybody looks on and calls his, 

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn, 

While she looks — no one's: very dear, no less. 

You smile? why, there's my picture ready made*, 
There's what we painters call our hannony! 

A common greyness silvers everything,— 

AH in a twilight, you and I alike 
— You, at the point of your first pride in me 
frhat's gone you know), - btit I, at every ]»oint; 
My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down 
do yonder sober pleasant Fiesole. 

I'here's the bell clinking from the < ha[)ci-to}); 

That length of convent-wall across the way 
Holds the trees safer, huddled mote inside; 

The last monk leaves the garden; days decrease, 
And autumn grows, autumn in everything. 

Eh? the whole seents to fall into a shape 
As if I saw alike my work and self 
And all that I wal born to l>e arul do, 

A twilight-piece. I.ove, w*c are in (kxls hand 
How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead; 
So free we seem, so fettered fast wc arc! 

I feel he laid the fetter: let it lie! 
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This chamber for example — turn your head — 

All that’s behind us! You don't understand 
Nor care to understand about my art, 

But you can hear at least when people speak: 
i\nd that cartoon, the second from the door 
— Ir is the thing, LovtI so such things should be— 
Itehold Madonna! — I am bold 10 say. 

1 can do with rny pencil what I know, 

What I sec, what at bottom of my heart 
I \sish for, if 1 ever wish so deep — 

Do easily, too— when I say, perfectly, 
f do not boast, perhaps: yourself are judge 
W!u; listened to the Legate’s talk last week^ 

And just as much they used to say in France. 

At any rate *tis easy, all of it! 

No sketches first, no studies, that’s long past; 

I do what many dream of all their lives 
Dreamt strive to do, and agonise to do, 

And fail in doing. I could count twenty such 
On twice your fingers, and not leave this town, 

Who striw- you don’t know^ how tlie others strive 
'fo paint a litiie thing like that you smeared 
(.'a/clessly jiassing with your robes afloat, — 
do much less, so much less, Someone says, 

(I know his name, no matter) -so much less! 

Will, less is more, Lucrezia: I am judged, 

*l lu re burns a truer light of God in them, 

In their vexed beating stuffed :md stopped-up brain, 
Heart, or whate’er else, than goes on to prompt 
'iliis low pulsed forthright craXtsnun’s band of mine. 
I'heir works drop groundward, but themselves, I know, 
Reach many a time a heaven that's shut to me, 

Enter and take ilteir place there sure enoughi 
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'rhough they come back and cannot tell the world 
My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here. 

'I'he sudden blood of these men I at a word — 

Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils too. 

I, painting from myself and to myself, 

Know what I do, am unmoved by men’s blame 
Or their praise either. Somebody remarks 
Morello’s outline there is wrongly traced, 

His hue mistaken; what of that! or else. 

Rightly traced and well ordered; what of that! 

Speak as they please, what does the mountain rare? 
Ah, but a man^s reach should exceed his grasp, 

Or whaPs a heaven for? All is silver grey 
Placid and perfect with my art: the worse! 

I know both what I want and what might gain; 

And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 
**Had I been two, another and myself^, 

‘‘Our head w'ould have o’crlookcd the world!” Nu 
doubt. 

Yonder’s a work now, of that famous youth 
The Urbinate who died five years ago. 

(Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me.) 

Well, I can fancy how he did it all, 

Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to see, 
Reaching, that heaven might so replenish him, 

Above and through his art— for it gives way; 

That arm is wrongly put— and there again— 

A fault to pardon in the drawing’s lines, 

Its body, so to speak; its soul is right, 

He means right — that, a child may understand* 

Still, what an arm! and I could alter it: 

But all the play, the insight and the stretch — 

Out of me, Out of mcl And wherefore out? 
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Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul, 

We might have risen to Rafael, I and you, 

Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, 1 think — 

More than I merit, yes, by many times. 

But had you— oh, with the same perfect brow, 

And perfect eyes, and niore than perfect mouth, 

And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird 
fhe fowkr^s pijx;, and follows to the snare — 

Had you, with these the sam^, but brought a mind! 
Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged 
“God and the glory! never care for gain. 

“ Fhe present by the fiittire, what is that? 

‘ Live for fame, side by side with Agnolo! 

“Rafael is availing: up to God, all three 
I might have done it for you. So it seems: 

Perhaps not. All is as God over>ruIes. 

Beside, incentives come from the souFs self; 

Fhe rest avail not. Why do 1 need you? 

What wife had Rafael, or has Agnolo? 

In this world, w^ho can do a thing, will not; 

And who would do it, cannot, 1 perceive: 

Yet the will ’s somewhat — somewhat too, the power— 
And thus we half-men struggle. At the end, 

God, 1 conclude, comjKmsales, punishes. 

' ‘ is safer for me, if the award be strict, 

1 hat I am something underrated here, 

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth. 

1 dared not, do you know, leave home all day, 

For fear of chancing on the Paris lords. 

Phe best is when they pass and look aside; 

But they speak sometimes; I must bear it all. 

Well may they speak! That Francis, that first time, 
And that long festal year at Fontainebleau! 



232 MEN AND WOMEN. 

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground, 

Put on the glory, RafaePs daily wear, 

In that humane great monarches golden look, — 

One finger in his beard or twisted curl 

Over his mouth’s good mark that made the smile, 

One arm about my shoulder, round my neck, 

The jingle of his gold chain in my ear, 

I painting proudly with his breath on me, 

All his court round him, seeing with his eyes, 

Such frank French eyes’, and such a fire of souls 
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts, — 
And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond. 

This in the background, waiting on my work, 

To crown the issue with a last reward! 

A good time, was it not, my kingly days? 

And had you not grown restless . . . but I know — 
’Tis done and past; ’twas right, my instinct said; 
Too live the life grew, golden and not grey, 

And Tm the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four walls make his world. 
How could it end in any other way? 

You called me, and I came home to your heart. 
The triumph was, to have ended there; then, if 
I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost? 

Let my hands frame your face in your hair’s gold, 
You beautiful Lucfezia that are mine! 

“Rafael did this, Andrea painted that; 

“The Roman’s is the better when you pray, 

“But still the other’s Virgin was his wife—” 

Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge 
Both pictures in your presence; clearer grows 
My better fortune, I resolve to think. 

For, do you know', Lucrezia, as God lives, 
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Said one day Agnolo, lifs very self, 

To Rafael ... I have known it all these years • . . 
(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts 
Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see, 

Too lifted up in heart because of it) 

‘‘Friend, there’s a certain sorry little scrub 

“Goes up and down our Florence, none cares how, 

“Who, were he set to plan and execute 

“As you are, pricked on by your popes and kings, 

“Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours!” 

'Fo Rafael’s! — And indeed the arm is wrong. 

I hardly dare ... yet, only you to see, 

Give the chalk here — quick, thus the line should go! 
Ay, but the soul! he’s Rafael! rub it out! 

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth, 

(What hel why, who but Michel Agnolo? 

Do you forget already words like those?) 

If really there was such a chance, so lost, — 

Is, whether you’re — not grateful — but more pleased. 
Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed! 

This hour has been an hour! Another smile? 

If you would sit thus by me every night 
I should work better, do you comprehend? 

I mean that I should earn more, give you more. 

See, it is settled dusk now; there’s a star; 

Morello’s gone, the watch-lights show the wall, 

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by. 

Come from the window, love. — come in, at last, 
Inside the melancholy little house 
We built to be so gay with. God is just 
King Francis may forgive me: oft at nights 
When I look up from painting, eyes tired out, 

The walk become illumined, brick from brick 
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Distinct, instead of mortar, fierce bright gold, 

That gold of his I did cement them With I 
Let us but love each other. Must you gol 
That Cousin here againi he waits outside? 

Must see you — you, and not with me? Those loans? 
More gaming debts to pay? you smiled for that? 

Well, let smiles buy me! have you more to spend? 
While hand and eye and something of a heart 
Are left me, work^s my ware, and what's it worth? 
ril pay my fancy. Only let me sit 
The grey remainder of the evening out, 

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly 

How I could paint, were I but back in France, 

One picture, just one more — the Virgin’s face, 

Not yoiir’s this time! 1 want you at my side 
To hear them—that is, Michel Agnolo — 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth. 

Will you? To-morrow, satisfy your friend. 

I take the subjects for his corridor, 

Finish the portrait out of hand — there, there. 

And throw him in another thing or two 
If he demurs; the whole should prove enough 
To pay for this same Cousin's freak. Beside, 

What's better and what's all I care about, 

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruffi 

Love, does that please you? Ah, but what docs he, 

The Cousin! what does he to please you more? 

I am grown peaceful as old age to-night 
I regret little, I would change still less. 

Since there my past life lies, why alter it? 

The veiy wrong to Francis! — it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied, 



MEN AND WOMEN. 


^35 


And built this house and sinned, and all is said 
My father and my mother died of want. 

Well, had I riches of my own? you see 
How. one gets rich! Let each one bear his lot 
They were born poor, lived poor, and poor they died; 
And X have laboured somewhat in my time 
And not been paid profusely. Some good son 
Paint my two hundred pictures — let him try! 

No doubt, there^s something strikes a balance. Yes, 
You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night 
This must suffice me here. What would one have? 

In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance— 
Four great walls in the New Jerusalem 
Meted on each side by the angeVs reed, 

For Leonard, Rafael, Agnolo and me 
To cover — the three first without a wife, 

While I have mine! So — still they overcome 
Because there’s still Lucrezia, — as I choose. 

Again the Cousin’s w'histle! Go, my I.ove. 


THE BISHOP ORDERS HIS TOMB AT SAINT 
PRAXED^S CHURCH. 

Rome, 15 — . 

Vanity, saith the preacher, vanity! 

Draw round my bed: is Anselm keeping back? 
Nephews — sons mine ... ah God, I know not! Well- 
She, men would have to be your mother once, 

Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was! 

What’s done is done, and she is dead beside, 
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Dead long ago, and I am Bishop aince, 

And as she died so must we die ourselves, 

And thence ye may perceive the world ’s a dream. 
Life, how and what is it? As here I lie 
In this state-chamber, dying by degrees, 

Hours and long hours in the dead night, 1 ask 
‘'Do I live, am I dead?’^ Peace, peace seems all. 
Saint Praxed^s ever was the church for peace; 

And so, about this tomb of mine. 1 foiiglit 
With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye know: 

— Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care; 

Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner South 
He graced his carrion with, God curse the same! 

Yet still my niche is not 'so cramped but thence 
One sees the pulpit o^ the epistle-side, 

And somewhat of the choir, those silent .seats 
And up into the aery dome where live 
The angels, and a sunbeam sure to lurk: 

And I shall fill my slab of basalt there, 

And ^neath my tabernacle take my rest. 

With those nine columns round me, two and two, 

The odd one at my feet ’where Anselm stand.s: 
Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe 
As fresh-poured red wine of a mighty pulse. 

— Old Gaiidolf with his paltry onion-stone, 

Put me where I may look at him! True peach, 

Rosy and flawless: how I earned the prize! 

Draw close: that conflagration of my church 
• — What then? So much was saved if aught were missed! 
My sons, ye would not be my death? Go dig 
The white-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood, 
Drop water gently till the surface sink, 

And if ye find . . Ah God, I know not, I! . • . 
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Bedded in store of rotten figleaves soft, 

And corded up in a tight olive-frail, 

Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli^ 

•Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape, 

Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast . . . 

Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all, 

That brave Frascati villa with its bath, 

So, let the blue lump poise between my knees. 

Like God the Father’s globe on both his hands 
Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay, 

For Gandolf shall not choose but see and bursti 
Swift as a weaver’s shuttle fleet our years: 

Man goeth to the grave, and where is he? 

Did I say basalt for my slab, sons? Black— 

’Twas ever antique-black I meant! How else 
Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath? 

The bas-relief in bronze ye promised me, 

Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance 
Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so, 

The Saviour at his sermon on the mount, 

Saint Praxed in a glory, and one Pan 
Ready to twitch the Nymph’s last garment off, 

And Moses with the tables . . . but I know 
Yc mark me not! What do they whisper thee, 

C hild of my bowels, Anselm? Ah, ye hope 
To revel down my villas while I gasp 
Bricked o’er with beggar’s mouldy travertine 
Which Gandolf from his tomlvtop chuckles at! 

Nay, boys, ye love me— all of jasper, theii! 

’Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve 
My bath must needs be left behind, alas! 

One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut, 

There’s plenty jasper somewhere in the world — 
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And have I not Saint Praxed's ear to pray 
Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts, 

And mistresses with great smooth marbly limbs? 

— That^s if ye carve my epitaph aright, 

Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every word, 

No gaudy ware like Gandolfs second line — 

Tully, my masters? Ulpian serv'es his need 
And then how I shall lie through centuries, 

And hear the blessed mutter of the mass, 

And see God made and eaten all day long, 

And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste 
Good strong thick stupifying incense-smoke! 

For as I lie here, hours of the dead night, 

Dying in state and by such slow degrees, 

I fold my arms as if they clasped a crook, 

And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point 
And let the bedclothes, for a mortcloth, drop 
Into great laps and folds of sculptoFs-work: 

And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts 
Grow, with a certain humming in my ears, 

About the life before I lived this life, 

And this life too, popes, cardinals and priests 
Saint Praxed at his sermon on the mount, 

Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes, 

And new-found agate urns as fresh as day, 

And marble^s language, Latin pure, discreet, 

— Aha, ELUCESCEBAT quoth our friend? 

No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best! 

Evil and brief Hath been my pilgrimage. 

All lapis, all, sons! Else I give the Pope 
My villas! Will ye ever eat my heart? 

Ever your eyes were as a lizard's quick, 

They glitter like your mother's for my soul, 



MEN iAND WOMEN. 


23Q 


Ot ye would heighten my impoverished frieze, 

Piece out its starved design, and fill my vase 
With grapes, ajnd add a vizor and a Term, 

And. to the tripod ye would tie a lynx 
That in his struggle throws the thyrsus down, 

To comfort me on my entablature 

Whereon I am to lie till 1 must ask 

*‘Do I live, am I deadl” There, leave me, there! 

I'or ye have stabbed me with ingratitude 

To death — ye wish it — God, ye wish it! Stone — 

Gritstone, a-crumblel Clammy squares which sweat 

As if the corpse they keep were oozing through — 

And no more lapis to delight the world! 

Well go! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there. 

But in a row: and, going, turn your backs 
— Ay, like departing altar-ministrants. 

And leave me in my church, the church for peace, 
That I may watch at leisure if he leers — 

Old Gandolf, at me, from his onion-stone. 

As still he envied me, so fair she was! 


BISHOP BLOUGRAM’S APOLOGY. 

No more wine? then we’ll push back chairs and talk* 
A final glass for me, though: cool, i’ faith! 

We ought to have our Abbey back, you see. 

It’s different, preaching in basilicas, 

And doing duty in some masterpiece 
Like this of brother Pugin’s, bless his heart! 

I doubt if they're half baked, those chalk rosettes, 
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Ciphers and stucco-twiddlings everywhere; 

It’s just like breathing in a lime-kiln: ehl 
These hot long ceremonies of our church 
Cost us a little — oh, they pay the price, 

You lake me — amply pay it! Now, we’ll talk. 

So, you despise me, Mr. Gigadibs. 

No deprecation, — nay, I beg you, sir! 

Beside ’tis our engagement: don’t you know, 

I promised, if you’d watch a dinner out, 

We’d see truth dawn together?— truth that peeps 
Over the glass’s edge when dinner’s done. 

And body gets its sop and holds its noise 
And leaves soul free a little. Now’s the time: 

’Tis break of day! You do despise me then. 

And if I say, “despise me,” — never fear! 

I know you do not in a certain sense — 

Not in my arm-chair, for example: here, 

I well imagine you respect my place 
{Status^ entourage, worldly circumstance) 

Quite to its value — very much indeed: 

— Are up to the protesting eyes of you 
In pride at being seated here for once — 

You’ll turn it to such capital account! 

Wien somebody, through years and years to come, 
Hints of the bishop, — names me — that’s enough: 
“Blougram? I knew him” — (into it you slide) 
“Dined with him once, a Corpus Christi Day, 

“All alone, we two; he's a clever man: 

“And after dinner, — why, the wine you know, — 
“Oh, there was wine, and good! — what with the wine . 
“’Faith, we began upon all sorts of talk! 

‘^He’s no bad fellow, Blougram; he had seen 
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“Something of mine he relished, some review: 

“He's quite above their humbug in his heart, 
“Half-said as much, indeed — the thing's his trade. 

“I warrant, Blougram's sceptical at times: 

“How otherwise? I liked him, I confess 1" 

C/ie che, my dear sir, as we say at Rome, 

Don't you protest now! It's fair give and take; 

You have had your turn and spoken your home-truths: 
The hand's mine now, and here you follow suit. 

Thus much conceded, still the first fact stays - 
You do despise me; your ideal of life 
Is not the bishop's: you would not be I. 

You would like better to be Goethe, now, 

Or Buonaparte, or, bless me, lower still, 

Count D’Orsay, — so you did what you preferred, 
Spoke as you thought, and, as you cannot help, 
Believed or disbelieved, no matter what, 

So long as on that point, whate'er it was, 

You loosed your mind, were whole and sole yourself, 
— That, ray ideal never can include, 

Upon that element of truth and worth 
Never be based! for say they make me Pope 
(They can't — suppose it for our argument) 

Why, there I'm at my tether's end. I've reached 
My height, and not a height which pleases you: 

An unbelieving Pope won't do, you say. 

It’s like those eerie stories nurses tell, 

Of how some actor played Death on a stage. 

With pasteboard crown, sham orb and tinselled dart, 
And called himself the monarch of the world; 

Then, going in the tire-room afterward, 

Because the play was done, to shift himself, 

Robert Browning. /. X6 
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Got touched upon the sleeve familiarly, 

The moment he had shut the closet door, 

By Death himself. Thus God might touch a Pope 
At unawares, ask what his baubles mean, 

And whose part he presumed to play just now? 
Best be yourself, imperial, plain and true! 

So, drawing comfortable breath again, 

You weigh and find, whatever more or less 
I boast of my ideal realized, 

Is nothing in the balance when o[)posed 
To your ideal, your grand simple life, 

Of which you will not realize one jot. 

I am much, you are nothing; you would be all, 

I would be merely much: you beat me there. 

No, friend, you do not beat me: hearken why 
The common problem, yours, mine, every one\s, 

Is — not to fancy what were fair in life 
Provided it could be, — but, finding first 
What may be, then find how to make it fair 
Up to our means: a very different thing! 

No abstract intellectual plan of life 
Quite irrespective of life's plainest laws, 

But one, a man, who is man and nothing more, 
May lead within a world which (by your leave) 

Is Rome or London, not Foors-paradise, 

Embellish Rome, idealize away, 

Make paradise of London if you can, 

You're welcome, nay, you’re wise. 


A simile! 

We mortals cross the ocean of this world 
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Each in his average cabin of a life; 

The best^s not big, the worst yields elbow-room. 
Now for our six months' voyage — how prepare? 
Yqu come on shipboard with* a landsman's list 
Of things he calls convenient: so they are! 

An India screen is pretty furniture, 

A piano-forte is a fine resource. 

All Balzac's novels occupy one shelf, 

TJie new edition fifty volumes long; 

And little Greek books, with the funny type 
They get up well at Leipsic, fill the next: 

Go on! slabbed marble, what a bath it makes! 
And Parma's pride, the Jerome, let us add! 

'Twere pleasant could Correggio's fleeting glow 
Hang full in face of one where'er one roams, 

Since he more than the others brings with him 
Italy's self, — the marvellous Modenese! — 

Yet was not on your list before, perhaps. 

—Alas, friend, here's the agent ... is 't the name 
The captain, or whoevePs master here — 

You see him screw his face up; what’s his cry 
Ere you set foot on shipboard? “Six feet square!” 
If you won't understand what six feet mean. 
Compute and purchase stores accordingly — 

And if, in pique because he overhauls 
Your Jerome, piano and bath, you come on board 
Bare — why, you cut a figure at the first 
While sympathetic landsmen see you off; 

Not afterward, when long ere half seas over, 

You peep up from your utterly naked boards 
Into some snug and well-appointed berth, 

Like mine for instance {try the cooler jug — 

Put back the other, but don’t jog the jee}) 
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And mortified you mutter ^*Well and good; 

'‘He sits enjoying his sea-furniture; 

"'Tis stout and proper, and there’s store of it: 
"Though I’ve the better notion, all agree, 

"Of fitting rooms up. Hang the carpenter, 

"Neat ship-shape fixings and contrivances — 

"I would have brought my Jerome, frame and all! 
And meantime you bring nothing; never mind— 
You’ve proved your artist-nature: what you don’t 
You might bring, so despise me, as I say. 

Now come, let’s backward to the starting-place. 
See my way: we’re two college friends, suppose. 
Prepare together for our voyage, then; 

Each note and check the other in his work, — 
Here’s mine, a bishop’s outfit; criticise! 

What’s wrong? why won’t you be a bishop too? 

Why first, you don’t believe, you don’t and can 
(Not statedly, that is, and fixedly 
And absolutely and exclusively) 

In any revelation called divine. 

No dogmas nail your faith; and what remains 
But say so, like the honest man you are? 

First, therefore, overhaul theology! 

Nay, I too, not a fool, you please to think, 

Must find believing every whit as hard: 

And if I do not frankly say as much, 

The ugly consequence is clear enough. 

Now wait, my friend: well, I do not believe — 
If you’ll accept no faith that is not fixed, 

Absolute and exclusive, as you say. 
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You're wrong— -I mean to prove it in due time. 
Meanwhile, I know where difficulties lie 
I could not, cannot solve, nor ever shall, 

So give up hope accordingly to solve — 

(To you, and over the wine). Our dogmas then 
With both of us, though in unlike degree, 

Missing full credence — overboard with them! 

I mean to meet you on your own premise: 

Good, there go mine in company with yours! 

And now what are wel unbelievers both. 

Calm and complete, determinately fixed 
To-day, to-morrow and for ever, pray'il 
You'll guarantee me that? Not so, I think! 

In no wise! all weVe gained is, that belief, 

As unbelief before, shakes us by fits, 

Confounds us like its predecessor. Where's 
The gain? how can we guard our unbelief, 

Make it bear fruit to us? — the problem here. 

Just when we are safest, there's a sunset-touch, 

A fancy from a flower-bell, some one's death, 

A chorus-ending from Euripides, — 

And that's enough for fifty hopes and fears 
As old and new at once as nature’s self, 

To rap and knock and enter in our soul, 

Take hands and dance there, a fantastic ring, 

Round the ancient idol, on his base again,— 

The grand Perhaps! We look on helplessly. 

There the old misgivings, crooked questions are — 
This good God, —what he could do, if he would, 
Would, if he could — then must have done long since: 
If so, when, where and how? some way must be, — 
Once feel about, and soon or late you hit 
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Sorae sense, in which it might be, after all. 

Why not, ‘‘The Way, the Truth, the Lifel” 

— That way 

Over the mountain, which who stands upon 
Is apt to doubt if it be indeed a road; 

While if he view it from the waste itself, 

Up goes the line there, plain from base to brow, 

Not vague, mistakeable! whafs a break or two 
Seen from the unbroken desert either side? 

And then (to bring in fresh philosophy) 

What if the breaks themselves should prove at last 
The most consummate of contrivances 
To train a man’s eye, teach him what is faith? 

And so we stumble at truth’s very test! 

All we have gained theij by our Unbelief 
Is a life of doubt diversified by faith, 

For one of faith diversified by doubt; 

We called the chess-board white, — we call it black. 

“Well,” you rejoin, “the end’s no averse, at least; 
“We’ve reason for both colours on the board: 

“Why not confess then, w^here I drop the faith 
“And you the doubt, that I’m as right as you?” 

Because, friend, in the next place, this being so, 
And both things even, — faith and unbelief 
Left to a man’s choice, — we’ll proceed a step, 
Returning to our image, which I like. 

A man’s choice, yes — but a cabin-passenger’s— 

The man made for the special life o’ the w^orld — 

Do you forget him? I remember though! 
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Consult our ship’s conditions and you find 
One and but one choice suitable to all; 

The choice, that you unluckily prefer, 

Turning things topsy-turvy — they or it 
Going to the ground. Belief or unbelief 
Bears upon life, determines its whole course. 

Begins at its beginning. See the world 
Such as it is, — you made it not, nor I; 

I mean to take it as it is, — and you, 

Not so you’ll take it, — though you get nought else. 

I know the special kind of life I like, 

What suits the most my idiosyncrasy. 

Brings out the best of me and bears me fruit 
In power, peace, pleasantness and length of days. 

I find that positive belief does this 
For me, and unbelief, no whit of this. 

— For you, it does, however? — that, we’ll try! 

’Tis clear, I cannot lead my life, at least, 

Induce the world to let me peaceably. 

Without declaring at the outset, “Friends, 

“I absolutely and peremptorily 
“Believe!” — I say, faith is my waking life: 

One sleeps, indeed, and dreams at intervals, 

We know, but waking’s the main point with us 
And my provision ’s for life’s waking part. 
Accordingly, I use heart, head and hand 
All day, I build, scheme, study, and make friends; 
And when night overtakes me, down I lie, 

Sleep, dream a little, and get done with it, 

The sooner the better, to begin afresh. 

What’s midnight doubt before the dayspring’s faith? 
You, the philosopher, that disbelieve, 

That recognise the night, give dreams their weight— 
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To be consistent you should keep your bed, 

Abstain from healthy acts that prove you man, 

For fear you drowse perhaps at unawares! 

And certainly at night you’ll sleep and dream, 

Live through the day and bustle as you please. 

And so you live to sleep as I to wake, 

To unbelieve as I to still believe? 

Well, and the common sense o’ the world calls you 
Bed-ridden, — and its good things come to me. 

Its estimation, which is half the fight, 

That’s the first-cabin comfort I secure: 

The next . . . but you perceive with half an eye! 
Come, come, it’s best believing, if we may; 

You can’t but own that! 


Next, concede again, 

If once we choose belief, on all accounts 
We can’t be too decisive in our faith, 

Conclusive and exclusive in its terms, 

To suit the world which gives us the good things. 
In every man’s career are certain points 
Whereon he dares not be indifferent; 

The world detects him clearly, if he dare, 

As baffled at the game, and losing life. 

He may care little or he may c^re much 
For riches, honour, pleasure, work, repose, 

Since various theories of life and life’s 
Success are extant which might easily 
Comport with either estimate of these; 

And whoso choosi^s wealth or poverty, 

Labour or quiet, is not judged a fool 
Because his fellow would choose otherwise: 

We let him choose upon his own account 
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So long as he's consistent with his choice. 

But certain points, left wholly to himself, 

When once a man has arbitrated on, 

We say he must succeed there or go hang. 

Thus, he should wed the woman he loves most 
Or needs most, whatsoe'er the love or need — 

For he can't wed twice. Then, he must avouch, 

Or follow, at the least, sufficiently, 

The form of faith his conscience holds the best, 
Whate'er tlie process of conviction was: 

For nothing can compensate his mistake 
On such a point, the man himself being judge: 

He cannot wed twice, nor twice lose his soul. 

Well now, there's one great foriii of Christian faith 
I happened to be born in— which to teach 
Was given me as I grew up, on all hands, 

As best and readiest means of living by; 

The same on examination being proved 

The most pronounced moreover, fixed, precise 

And absolute form of faith in the whole world — 

Accordingly, most potent of all forms 

For working on the world. Observe, my friendl 

Such as you know me, I am free to say, 

In these hard latter days which hamper one. 

Myself — by no immoderate exercise 
Of intellect and learning, but the tact 
'To let external forces work for me, 

— Bid the street's stones be bread and they are bread; 
Bid Peter's creed, or rather, Hildebrand's, 

Exalt me o'er my fellows in the world 
And^make my life an ease and joy and pride; 

It does so, — which for me's a great point gained, 
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Who have a soul and body that exact 
A comfortable care in many ways. 

There's power in me and will to dominate 
Which I must exercise, they hurt me else: 

In many ways I need mankind's respect, 

Obedience, and the love that’s born of fear: 

While at the same time, there's a taste I have, 

A toy of soul, a titillating thing, 

Refuses to digest these dainties crude. 

The naked life is gross till clothed upon: 

I must take what men offer, with a grace 
As though I would not, could I help it, take! 

An uniform I wear though over-rich — 

Something imj)Osed on me, no choice of mine; 

No fancy-dress worn for pure fancy's sake 
And despicable therefore! now folks kneel 
And kiss my hand — of course the Church's hand. 
Thus I am made, thus life is best for me, 

And thus that it should be I have procured; 

And thus it could not be another way, 

I venture to imagine. 

You'll reply, 

So far my choice, no doubt, is a success; 

But were I made of better elements, 

With nobler, instincts, purer tastes, like you, 

I hardly would account the thing success 
Though it did all for me I say. 

But, friend, 

We speak of wlaat is; not of w'hat might be, 

And how 'twere better if 'twere otherwise. 

I am the man you see here plain enough: 

Grant I'm a beast, why, beasts must lead beasts’ lives! 
Suppose I own at once to tail and claws; 
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The tailless man exceeds me: but being tailed 
I'll lash out lion fashion, and leave apes 
To dock their stump and dress their haunches up. 

My business is not to remake myseT, 

But make the absolute best of what God made. 

Or — our first simile — though you prove me doomed 
To a viler berth still, to the steerage-hole, 

The sheep-pen or the pig-stye, I should strive 
To make what use of each were possible; 

And as this cabin gets upholstery, 

7'hat hutch should rustle with sufficient straw. 

But, friend, I don't acknowledge quite so fast 
I fail of all your manhood’s lofty tastes 
Enumerated so complacently, 

On the mere ground that you forsooth can find 
In this particular life I choose to lead 
No fit provision for them. Can you notl 
Say you, my fault is I address myself 
To grosser estimators than should judge? 

And that's no way of holding up the soul, 

Which, nobler, needs men's praise perhaps, yet knows 
One wise man's verdict outweighs all the fools' — 
Would like the two, but, forced to choose, takes that 
T pine among my million imbeciles 
^ You think) aware some dozen men of sense 
Eye me and know me, whether I believe 
In the last winking Virgin, as I vow, 

And am a fool, or disbelieve in her 
And am a knave, — approve in neither case, 

Withhold their voices though I look their way 

Like Verdi when, at his worst opera's end 

(The thing they gave at Florence, — what's its name?) 
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While the mad houseful's plaudits near out-bang 
His orchestra of salt-box, tongs and bones, 

He looks through all the roaring and the wreaths 
Wliere sits Rossini patient in his stall 

Nay, friend, I meet you with an answer here — 
That even your prime men who appraise their kind 
Are men still, catch a wheel within a wheel, 

See more in a truth than the truth's simple self, 
Confuse themselves. You see lads walk the street 
Sixty the minute; what's to note in that? 

You see one lad o'erstride a chimney-stack; 

Him you must watch— he's sure to fall, yet stands! 
Our interest's on the dangerous edge of things. 

The honest thief, the tender murderer, 

The superstitious atheist, demirep 

That loves and saves her soul in new lYench books - 

We watch while these in equilibrium keep 

The giddy line midway: one step aside, 

They're classed and done with. I, then, keep the line 
Before your sages,— just the men to shrink 
From the gross weights, coarse scales and labels broad 
You offer their refinement. Fool or knave? 

Why needs a bishop be a fool or knave 

When there's a thousand diamond weights between? 

So, I enlist them. Your picked twelve, you'll find, 

Profess themselves indignant, scandalized 

At thus being held unable to explain 

How a superior man who disbelieves 

May not believe as well: that's Schelling's way! 

It's through my coming in the tail of time, 

Nicking the minute with a happy tact. 

Had 1 been bom three hundred years ago 
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They^d say, “Whafs strange? Blougram of course 
believes;” 

And, seventy years since, “disbelieves of course.” 

But now, “He may believe; and yet, and yet 
“How can he?” All eyes turn with interest. 

Whereas, step off the line on either side — 

You, for example, clever to a fault. 

The rough and ready man who write apace, 

Read somewhat seldomer, think perhaps even less — 
You disbelieve! Who wonders and who cares? 

Lord So-and'so — his coat bedropped with wax, 

All Peter^s chains about his waist, his back 
Brave with the needlework of Noodledom — 

Believes! Again, who wonders and who cares? 

But I, the man of sense and learning too, 

The able to think yet act, the this, the that, 

I, to believe at this late time of day! 

Enough; you see, I need not fear contempt. 

— Except it’s yours! Admire me as these may 
You don’t. But whom at least do you admire? 
Present your own perfection, your ideal, 

Your pattern man for a minute — oh, make haste! 

Is it Napoleon you would have us grow? 

Concede the means; allow his head and hand, 

(A large concession, clever as you are) 

Good! In our common primal element 
Of unbelief (we can’t believe, you know — 

We’re still at that admission, recollect!) 

Where do you find — apart from, towering o’er 

The secondary temporary aims 

Which satisfy the gross taste you despise — 

Where do you find his star?- — his crazy trust 
God knows through what or in what? it’s alive 
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And shines and leads him, and thafs all we want 
Have we aught in our sober night shall point 
Such ends as his were, and direct the means 
Of working out our x>nrpose straight as his, 

Nor bring a moment^s trouble on success 
With after-care to justify the same'? 

■ — Be a Napoleon and yet dis])clieve — 

Why, the man’s mad, friend, take his light away! 
What’s the vague good o’ the world, for which you 
dare 

With comfort to yourself blow millions up? 

We neither of us see it! wc do see 

The blown-up millions — spatter of their brains 

And writhing of their bowels and so forth, 

In that bewildering entanglement 

Of horrible eventualities 

Past calculation to the end of time! 

Can I mistake for some clear word of (lod 
(Which were my ample warrant for it all) 

His puff of hazy instinct, idle talk, 

"‘'Phe State, that’s I,” quack-nonsense about crowns, 
And (when one beats the man to his last hold) 

A vague idea of setting things to rights, 

Policing people efficaciously, 

More to their profit, most of all to his own; 

The whole to end that dismallest of ends 
By an Austrian marriage, cant to us the Church, 

And resurrection of the old rigime? 

Would I, who hope to live a dozen years, 

Fight Austerlitz* for reasons such and such? 

No: for, concede me but the merest chance 
Doubt may be wrong — there’s judgment, life to come! 
With just that chance, I dare not. Doubt proves right? 
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This present life is alll — you offer me 
Its dozen noisy years, witnoiit a chance 
That wedding an arch>duchess, wearing lace, 
And getting called by divers new-coined names, 
Will drive off ugly thoughts and let me dine, 
Sleep, read and chat in quiet as I like! 
Therefore I will not. 


Take another case; 

Fit up the cabin yet another way. 

What say you to the poets 1 shall we Nvrite 
Hamlet, Othello — make the world our own, 
Without a risk to run of either sort! 

I can’t! — to })ut the strongest reason first. 

^*But tr)V’ you urge, ^Hhe trying shall suffice; 

“The aim, if reached or not, makes great the life; 
“Try to be Shake.speare, leave the rest to fate!’' 
Spare my self-knowledge — there’s no fooling me! 
If I prefer remaining my poor self, 

I say so not in self-dispraise but praise. 

If Tra a Shakespeare, let the wx*il alone; 

Why should I try to l)e what now I am? 

If I’m no Shake.speare, as too probable,— 

His power and consciousness and .self-delight 
And all wc want in common, shall I find — 

Trying fpr ever? while on points of taste 
Wherewith, to speak it humbly, he and I 
Are dowered alike — I’ll ask you, I or he, 

Which in our tw^o lives realizes most? 

Much, he imagined — somew’hat, I possess. 

He had the imagination; stick to that! 

Let him say, “In the face of my soul’s works 
“Your world is worthless and I touch it not 
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“Lest I should wrong them”— ril withdraw my plea. 
But does he say sol look upon his life! 

Himself, who only can, gives judgment there. 

He leaves his towers and gorgeous palaces 
To build the trimmest house in Stratford town; 
Saves money, spends it, owns the worth of things, 
Giulio Romano’s pictures, Dowland’s lute; 

Enjoys a show, respects the puppets, too, 

And none more, had he seen its entry once, 

Than “Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal.” 

Why then should I who play that personage, 

The very Pandulph Shakespeare’s fancy made, 

Be told that had the poet chanced to start 
From where I stand now (some degree like mine 
Being just the goal he ran his race to reach) 

He would have run the whole race back, forsooth. 
And left being Pandulph, to begin write plays? 

Ah, the earth’s best can be but the earth’s best! 

Did Shakespeare live, he could but sit at home 
And get himself in dreams the Vatican, 

Greek busts, Venetian paintings, Roman walls, 

And English books, none equal to his own. 

Which I read, bound in gold, (he never did). 

— Term’s fall, Naples’ bay and Gothard’s top — 

Eh, friend? I could not fancy one of these; 

But, as I pour this claret, there they are: 

I’ve gained them — crossed St. Gothard last July 
With ten mules to the carriage and a bed 
Slung inside; is my hap the worse for that? 

We want the saihe things, Shakespeare and myself, 
And what I want, I have: he, gifted more, 

Could fancy he too had it when he liked, 

But not so thoroughly that, if fate allowed, 
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He would not have it also in my sense. 

We play one game; I send the ball aloft 
No less adroitly that of fifty strokes 

■Scarce five go o^er the wall so wide and high 

Which sends them back to me: I wish and get 
He struck balls higher and with better skill, 

But at a poor fence level with his head, 

And hit — his Stratford house, a coat of arms, 
Successful dealings in his grain and wool, — 

While I receive heaven's incense in my nose 
And style myself the cousin of Queen Bess. 

Ask him, if this life's all, who wins the game? 

Believe — and our whole argument breaks up. 
F.nthusiasm 's the best thing, I repeat; 

Only, we can’t command it; fire and life 
Are all, dead matter's nothing, we agree: 

And be it a mad dream or God's very breath, 

The fact's the same, — belief’s fire, once in us, 
Makes of all else mere stuff to show itself; 

We penetrate our life with such a glow 
As fire lends wood and iron — this turns steel, 

'riiat bums to ash — all's one, fire proves its power 
For good or ill, since men call flare success. ' 

But paint a fire, it will not therefore burn. 

Light one in me. I’ll find it food enough! 

Why, to be Luther — that's a life to lead, 
Incomparably better than my own. 

He comes, reclaims God's earth for God, he says, 
Sets up God's rule again by simple means, 
Re-opens a shut book, and all is done. ' 

He flared out in the flaring of mankind; 

Such Luther's luck was; how shall such be mind 

aphtri Browning, /. 17 



MEN AND WOMEN. 


isS 

If he succeeded, nothing's left to do: 

And if he did not altogether — well, 

Strauss is the next advance. All Strauss should be 
I might be also. But to what result? 

He looks upon no future: Luther did. 

What can I gain on the denying side? 

Ice makes no conflagration. State the facts, 

Read the text right, emancipate the world — 

The emancipated world enjoys itself 
With scarce a thank-you: Blougram told it first 
It could not owe a farthing, — not to him 
More than Saint Pauli 'twould press its pay, you 
think? 

Then add there’s still that plaguy hundredth chance 
Strauss may be wrong. j\nd so a risk is run — 

For what gain? not for Luther’s, who secured 
A real heaven in his heart throughout his life, 
Supposing death a little altered things. 

“Ayi but since really you lack faith/’ you cry, 
■‘^You run the same risk really on all sides, 
cool indifference as bold unbelief. 

“As well be Strauss as swing ’twixt Paul and him. 

“It’s not worth having, such imperfect faith, 

“No more available to do faith’s work 

“Than unbelief like mine. Whole faith, or none!” 

Softly, my friend! I must dispute that point 
Once own the use of faith. I’ll find you faith. 

We’re back on Christian ground. You call for faith; 

I show you doubt, to prove that faith exists. 

The more of doubt, the stronger faith, I say. 

If faith o’ercomes doubt. How I know it does! 
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By life and man’s free will, God gave for that! 

To mould life as we choose it, shows our choice: 
That’s our one act, the previous work’s his own, 

"“Y5u criticize the soill it reared this tree — 

This broad life and whatever fruit it bears! 

What matter though I doubt at every pore, 
Head-doubts, heart-doubts, doubts at my fingers’ ends, 
Doubts in the trivial work of every day, 

Doubts at the very bases of my soul 

In the grand moments when she probes herself — 

If finally I have a life to show, 

The thing I did, brought out in evidence 
Against the thing done to me underground 
By hell and all its brood, for aught I know? 

I say, whence sprang this? shows it faith or doubt? 
All’s doubt in me; where’s break of faith in this? 

It is the idea, the feeling and the love, 

God means mankind should strive for and show forth 
Whatever be the process to that end, — 

And not historic knowledge, logic sound, 

And metaphysical acumen, sure! 

'‘What think ye of Christ,” friend? when all’s dohc 
and said, 

Like you this Christianity or not? 

It may be false, but will you wish it true 
Has it your vote to be so if it can? 

Trust you an instinct silenced long ago 
That will break silence and enjoin you love 
What mortified philosophy is hoarse, 

And all in vain, with bidding you despise? 

If you desire faith — then you’ve faith enough: 

What else seeks God— nay, what else seek ourselves? 
You form a notion of me, we’ll suppose, 
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On hearsay; it^s a favourable one: 

^‘But still,” (you add) “there was no such good man 
“Because of contradiction in the facts. 

“One proves, for instance, he was born in Rome, * 
“This Blougram; yet throughout the tales of him 
“I see he figures as an Englishman.” 

Well, the two things are reconcileable. 

But would I rather you discovered that, 

Subjoining — “Still, what matter though they be? 
“Blougram concerns me nought, born here or there. 

Pure faith indeed — you know not what you ask! 
Naked belief in God the Omnipotent, 

Omniscient, Omnipresent, sears too much 
The sense of conscious creatures to be borne. 

It were the seeing him, no flesh shall dare. 

Some think. Creation’s meant to .show him forth: 

I say it’s meant to hide him all it can, 

And that’s what all the blessed evil’s for. 

Its use in Time is to environ us, 

Our breath, our drop of dew, with shield enough 
Against that sight till we can bear its stress. 

Under a vertical sun, the exposed brain 
And lidless eye and disemprisuned heart 
Less certainly would wither up at once 
Than mind, confronted Avith the truth of him. 

But time and earth case-harden us to live; 

The feeblest sense is trusted most; llie child 
Feels God a moment, ichors o’er the place, 

Plays on and grows to be a man like us. 

With me, faith means perpetual unbelief 
Kept quiet like the snake ’neath Michael’s foot 
Who stands calm just because he feels it writhe. 
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Or, if that’s too ambitious, — here’s my box — 

I need the excitation of a pinch 
Threatening the torpor of the inside-nose 
Nigh on the imminent sneeze that never comes. 

Leave it in peace” advise the simple folk: 

Make it aware of peace by itching-fits, 

Say I — let doubt occasion still more faith! 

You’ll say, once all believed, man, woman, child, 

In that dear middle-age these noodles praise. 

How you’d exult if I could put you back 
Six hundred years, blot out cosmogony, 

Geology, ethnology, what not, 

(Greek endings, each the little passing-bell 
I'hat signifies some faith ’s about to die) 

And set you square with Genesis again, — 

When such a traveller told you his last news, 

He saw the ark a-top of Ararat 

But did not climb there since ’Uvas getting dusk 

And robber-bands infest the mountain’s foot! 

How should you feel, I ask, in such an age, 

How act? As other people felt and did; 

With soul more blank than this decanter’s knob, 
Believe- -and yet lie, kill', rob, fornicate 
Full in beliefs face, like the beast you’d be! 

No, when the fight begins within himself, 

A man’s w^orth something. God stoops o’er his head, 
Satan looks up between his feet — both tug — 

He’s left, himself, i’ the middle: the soul wakes 
And grows. Prolong that battle through his life! 
Never leave growing till the life to cornel 
Here, we’ve got callous to the Virgin’s winks 
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That used to puzzle people wholesomely: 

Men have outgrown the shame of being fools. 

What are the laws of nature, not to bend 

If the Church bid them? — brother Newman asks. 

Up with the Immaculate Conception, then — 

On to the rack with faith! — is my advice. 

Will not that hurry us upon our knees. 

Knocking our breasts, "It can’t be — yet it shall! 

“Who am I, the worm, to argue with my Pope? 

“Low things confound the high things!” and so forth. 
That’s better than acquitting God with grace 
As some folks do. He’s tried — no case is proved, 
Philosophy is lenient — he may go! 

You’ll say, the old system’s not so obsolete 
But men believe still: ay, but who and where? 

King Bomba’s lazzaroni foster yet 
The sacred flame, so Antonelli writes; 

But even of these, what ragamuffin-saint 
Believes God watches him continually, 

As he believes in fire that it will burn, 

Or rain that it will drench him? Break fire’s law, 

Sin against rain, although the penalty 
Be just a singe or soaking? “No,” he smiles; 

“Those laws are laws that can enforce themselves.” 

The sum of all is — yes, my doubt is great. 

My faith ’s still greater, then my faith’s enough. 

I have read mudh, thought much, experienced much, 
Yet would die rather than avow my fear 
The Naples’ liquefaction may be false^ 

When set to happen by the palace-clock 
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According to the clouds or dinner-time. 

I hear you recommend > I might at least 
Eliminate, decrassify my faith 
Since I adopt it; keeping what I must 
And leaving what I can — such points as this. 

I won't— that is, I can't throw one away. 

Supposing there's no truth in what I hold 
About the need of trial to man's faith, 

Still, when you bid me purify the same, 

To such a process I discern no end. 

Clearing off one excrescence to see two. 

There's ever a next in size, now grown as big, 

That meets the knife: I cut and cut again! 

First cut the Liquefaction, what comes last 
But Fichte's clever cut at God himself? 
Experimentalize on sacred things! 

I trust nor hand nor eye nor heart nor brain 
To stop betimes: they all get drunk alike. 

The first step, I am master not to take. 

You'd find the cutting-process to your taste 
As much as leaving growths of lies unpruned, 

Nor see more danger in it, — you retort. 

Your taste 's worth mine; but my taste proves more wise 
When we consider that the steadfast hold 
On the extreme end of the chain of faith 
Gives all the advantage, makes the difference 
With the rough purblind mass we seek to rule; 

We are their lords, or they are free of us, 

Just as we tighten or relax our hold. 

So, other matters equal, we'll revert 

To the first problem — which, if solved my way 

And thrown into the balance, turns the scale — 
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How we may lead a comfortable life, 

How suit our luggage to the cabin^s size. 

Of course you are remarking all this time 
How narrowly and grossly I view life, 

Respect the creature-comforts, care to rule 
The masses, and regard complacently 
<‘The cabin,” in our old phrase. Well, I do. 

I act for, talk for, live for this world now, 

As this world prizes action, life and talk: 

No prejudice to what next world may prove, 

Whose new laws and requirements, my best pledge 
To observe then, is that I observe these now, 

Shall do hereafter what I do meanwhile. 

Let us concede (gratuitously though) 

Next life relieves the soul of body, yields 
Pure spiritual enjoyment: well, my friend, 

Why lose this life i’ the meantime, since its use 
May be to make the next life more intense? 

Do you know, I have often had a dream 
(Work it up in your next month^s article) 

Of man’s poor spirit in its progress, still 
Losing true life for ever and a day 
Through ever trying to be and ever being — 

In the evolution of successive spheres — 

Before its actual sphere and place of life, 

Halfway into the next, which having reached^ 

It shoots with corresponding foolery 
Halfway into the next stiU, on and off! 

As when a traveller, bound from North to South, 
Scouts fur in Russia; what’s its use in France? 

In France spurns flannel; where’s its need in Spain? 
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In Spain drops cloth, too cumbrous for Algiers! 
Linen goes next, and last the skin itself, 

A superfluity at Timbuctoo. 

When, through his journey, was the fool at ease? 

I’m at ease now, friend; worldly in this world, 

I take and like its way of life; I think 
My brothers, who administer the means, 

Live better for my comfort — that’s good too; 

And God, if he pronounce upon such life, 

Approves my service, which is better still. 

If he keep silence, — why, for you or me 

Or that brute-beast pulled-up in to-day’s “Times,” 

What odds is’t, save to ourselves, what life we lead? 

You meet me at this issue; you declare, — 

All special-pleading done with, truth is truth, 

And justifies itself by undreamed ways. 

You don’t fear but it’s better, if we doubt, 

To say so, act up to our truth perceived 
However feebly. Do then, — act away! 

’Tis there I’m on the watch for you. How one acts 
Is, both of us agree, our chief concern: 

And how you’ll act is what I fain would see 
If, like the candid person you appear, 

You dare to make the most of your life’s scheme 

As I of mine, live up to its full law 

Since there’s no higher law that counterchecks. 

Put natural religion to the test 

You’ve just demolished the revealed with — quick, 

Down to the root of all that checks your will, 

All prohibition to lie, kill and thieve 
Or even to be an atheistic priest! 

Suppose a pricking to incontinence— 
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Philosophers deduce you chastity 
Or shame, from just the fact that at the first 
Whoso embraced a woman in the field, 

Threw club down and forewent his brains beside, 

So, stood a ready victim in the reach 
Of any brother-savage, club in hand; 

Hence saw the use of going out of sight 
In wood or cave to prosecute his loves: 

I read this in a French book t'other day. 

Does law so analysed coerce you much? 

Oh, men spin clouds of fuzz where matters end, 

But you who reach where the first thread begins, 
You'll soon cut that! — which means you can, but won't 
Through certain instincts, blind, unreasoned-out, 

You dare not set aside, you can't tell why. 

But there they are, and so you let them rule. 

Then, friend, you seem as much a slave as I, 

A liar, conscious coward and hypocrite. 

Without the good the slave expects to get, 

In case he has a master after all! 

You own your instincts? why, what else do I, 

Who want, am made for, and must have a God 
Ere I can be aught, do aught? — no mere name 
Want, but the true thing with what proves its truth, 
To wit, a relation from that thing to me. 

Touching from head to foot — which touch I feel, 

And with it take the rest, this life of ours! 

I live my life here; yours you dare not live. 

— Not as I state it, who (you please subjoin) 
Disfigure such a life and call it names, 

While, to your mind, remains another way 

For simple men: knowledge and power have rights, 
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But ignorance and weakness have rights too. 

There needs no crucial effort to find truth 
If here or there or anywhere about: 

We ought to turn each side, try hard and see, 

And if we can^t, be glad we’ve earned at least 
The right, by one laborious proof the more, 

To graze in peace earth’s pleasant pasturage. 

Men are not angels, neither are they brutes: 
Something we may see, all we cannot see. 

What need of lying? I say, I see all, 

And swear to each detail the most minute 
In what I think a Pan’s face — you, mere cloud: 

I swear I hear him speak and see him wink, 

For fear, if once I drop the emphasis, 

Mankind may doubt there’s any cloud at all. 

You take the simple life — ready to see. 

Willing to see (for no cloud ’s worth a face) — 

And leaving quiet what no strength can move, 

And which, who bids you move? who has the right? 
I bid you; but you are God’s sheep, not mine: 
^^Pastar est tut DominusP You find 
In this the pleasant pasture of our life 
Much you may eat without the least offence. 

Much you don’t eat because your maw objects, 
Much you would eat but that your fellow-flock 
Open great eyes at you and even butt, 

And thereupon you like your mates so well 
You cannot please yourself, offending them; 

Though when they seem exorbitantly sheep. 

You weigh your pleasure with their butts and bleats 
And strike the balance. Sometimes certain fears 
Restrain you, real checks since you find them so; 
Sometimes you please yourself and nothing checks; 
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And thus you graze through life with not one He, 
And like it best. 


But do you, in truth’s name? 

If so, you beat — which means you are not I — 

Who needs must make earth mine and feed my fill 
Not simply unbutted at, unbickered with, 

But motioned to the velvet of the sward 
By those obsequious wethers’ very selves. 

Look at me, sir; my age is double yours: 

At yours, I knew beforehand, so enjoyed, 

What now I should be — as, permit the word, 

I pretty well imagine your whole range 
And stretch of tether twenty years to come. 

We have both minds and bodies much alike: 

In truth’s name, don’t you want my bishopric, 

My daily bread, my influence and my state? 

You’re young, I’m old, you must be old one day; 
Will you find then, as I do hour by hour. 

Women their lovx^rs kneel to, who cut curls 
From your fat lap-dog’s ear to grace a brooch — 
Dukes, who petition just to kiss your ring — 

With much beside you know or may conceive? 
Suppose we die to-night: well, here am I, 

Such were my gains, life bore this fruit to me, 
While writing all the same my articles 
On music, poetry, the fictile vase 
Found at Albano, chess, Anacreon’s Greek. 

But you — the higjiest honour in your life, 

The thing you’ll crown yourself with, all your days, 
Is — dining here and drinking this last glass 
I pour you out in sign of amity 
Before we part for ever. Of your power 
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And social influence, warMly worth in short, 

Judge what's my estimation by the fact, 

I do not condescend to enjoin, beseech, 

Hint secrecy on one of all these words. 

You’re shrewd and know that should you publish one 
The world would brand the lie — my enemies first, 
Who’d sneer — ‘‘the bishop’s an arch-hypocrite 
“And knave perhaps, but not so frank a fool.” 
Whereas I should not dare for both my ears 
Breathe one such syllable, smile one such smile, 

Before the chaplain who reflects myself — 

My shade 's so much more potent than your flesh. 
What’s your reward, self-abnegating friend? 

Stood you confessed of those exceptional 
And privileged great natures that dwarf mine — 

A zealot with a mad ideal in reach, 

A poet just about to print his ode, 

A statesman with a scheme to stop this war, 

An artist whose religion is his art — 

I should have nothing to object:' such men 
Carry the fire, all things grow warm to them, 

Their drugget’s worth my puqile, they beat me. 

But you, — you’re just as little those as I — 

You, Gigadibs, who, thirty years of age, 

Write statedly for Blackwood’s Magazine, 

Believe you see two points in Hamlet’s soul 
Unseized by the Germans yet — which view you’ll print — 
Meantime the best you have to show being still 
That lively lightsome article we took 
Almost for the true Dickens, — what’s its name? 

“The Slum and Cellar, or Whitechapel life 
“Limned after dark!” it made me laugh, I know, 

And pleased a month, and brought you in ten pounds. 
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— Success I recognize and compliment, 

And therefore give you, if you choose, three words 
(The card and pencil-scratch is quite enough) 
Which whether here, in Dublin or New York, 

Will get you, prompt as at my eyebrow's wink, 
Such terms as never you aspired to get 
In all our own reviews and some not ours. 

Go write your lively sketches! be the first 
“Blougram, or The Eccentric Confidence" — 

Or better simply say, ‘‘The Outward-bound." 

Why, men as soon would throw it in my teeth 
As copy and quote the infamy chalked broad 
About me on the church-door opposite. 

You will not wait for that experience though, 

I fancy, howsoever you decide, 

To discontinue — not detesting, not 
Defaming, but at least — despising me! 


Over his wine so smiled and talked his hour 
Sylvester Blougram, styled in pariibus 
Episcopus, nec non — (the deuce knows what 
It's changed to by our novel hierarchy) 

With Gigadibs the literary man, 

Who played with spoons, explored his plate’s design, 
And ranged the olive-stones about its edge, 

While the great bishop rolled him out his mind. 

For Blougram, he believed, say, half he spoke. 
The other portion, as he shaped it thus 
For argumentatory purposes, 

He felt his foe was foolish to dispute. 
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Some arbitrary accidental flioughts 

That crossed his mind, amusing because new, 

He chose to represent as fixtures there, 

Invariable convictions (such they seemed 

Beside his interlocutors loose cards 

Flung daily down, and not the same way twice) 

While certain hell-deep instincts, man's weak tongue 
Is never bold to utter in their truth 
Because styled hell-deep ('tis an old mistake 
To place hell at the bottom of the earth) 

He ignored these, — not having in readiness 
Their nomenclature and philosophy; 

He said true things, but called them by wrong names. 
“On the whole," he thought, “I justify myself 
“On every point where cavillers like this 
“Oppugn my life: he tries one kind of fence, 

“I close, he's worsted, thafs enough for him. 

“He's on the ground: if ground should break away 
“I take my stand on, there's a firmer yet 
“Beneath it, both of us may sink and reach. 

“His ground was over mine and broke the first: 

“So, let him sit with me this many a year!” 

He did not sit five minutes. Just a week 
Sufficed his sudden healthy vehemence. 

Something had struck him in the “ Outward-bound*' 
Another way than Blougram's purpose was: 

And having bought, not cabin-furniture 
But settler's-implements (enough for three) 

And started for Australia — there, I hope, 

By this time he has tested his first plough. 

And studied his last chapter of St. John. 
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CLEON. 

“As certain also of your o^vn poets have said” — 

Cleon the poet, (from the sprinkled isles, 

Lily on lily, that o*erlace the sea, 

And laugh their pride when the light wave lisps 
“Greece”) — 

To Protus in his Tyranny: much health! 

They give thy letter to me, even now: 

I read and seem as if I heard thee speak. 

The master of thy galley still unlades 
Gift after gift; they block my court at last 
And pile themselves along its portico 
Royal with sunset, like a thought of thee: 

And one white she-slave from the group dispersed 
Of black and white slaves, (like the chequer- work 
Pavement, at once my nation’s work and gift, 

Now covered with this settle-down of doves) 

One lyric woman, in her crocus vest 
Woven of sea-wools, with her two white hands 
Commends to me the strainer and the cup 
Thy lip hath bettered ere it blesses mine. 

Well-counselled, king, in thy munificence! 

For so shall men remark, in such an act 
Of love for him *whose song gives life its joy, 

Thy recognition of the use of life; 

Nor call thy spirit barely adequate 

To help on life in straight ways, broad enough 

For vulgar souls, by ruling and the rest. 
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Thou, in the daily building of thy tower, 

Whether in fierce and sudden spasms of toil, 

Or through dim lulls of unapparent growth, 

Or when the general work ’mid good acclaim 
Climbed with the eye to cheer the architect, 

Didst ne’er engage in work for mere work’s sake 
Hadst ever in thy heart the luring hope 
Of some eventual rest a-top of it, 

Whence, all the tumult of the building hushed, 
Thou first of men mightst look out to the East: 
The vulgar saw thy tower, thou sawest the sun. 
For this, I promise on thy festival 
To pour libation, looking o’er the sea, 

Making this slave narrate thy fortunes, speak 
Thy great words, and describe thy royal face — 
Wishing thee wholly where Zeus lives the most, 
Within the eventual element of calm. 

Thy letter’s first requirement meets me here. 

It is as thou hast heard: in one short life 
J, Cleon, have effected all those things 
Thou wonderingly dost enumerate. 

That epos on thy hundred plates of gold 
Is mine, — and also mine the little chant, 

So sure to rise from every fishing-bark 
When, lights at prow, the seamen haul their net 
The image of the sun-god on the phare, 

Men turn from the sun’s self to see, is mine; 

The Poecile, o’er-storied its whole length, 

As thou didst hear, with painting, is mine too. 

I know the true proportions of a man 
And woman also, not observed before; 

And I have written three books on the soul, 

Robert Browiing, /« 1 8 
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Proving absurd all written hitherto, 

And putting us to ignorance again. 

For music, — why, I have combined the moods, 
Inventing one. In brief, all arts are mine; 

Thus much the people know and recognise, 
Throughout our seventeen islands. Marvel not. 
We of these latter days, with greater mind 
Than our forerunners, since more composite, 
Look not so great, beside their simple way, 

To a judge who only sees one way at once, 

One mind-point and no other at a time, — 
Compares the small part of a man of us 
With some whole man of the heroic age, 

Great in his way — not ours, nor meant for ours. 
And ours is greater, had we skill to know: 

For, what we call this life of men on earth, 

This sequence of the soul’s achievements here, 
Being, as I find much reason to conceive, 
Intended to be viewed eventually 
As a great whole, not analysed to parts. 

But each part having reference to all, — 

How shall a certain part, pronounced complete, 
Endure effacement by another part? 

Was the thing done? — then, what’s to do again? 
See, in the Chequered pavement opposite. 
Suppose the artist made a perfect rhomb. 

And next a lozenge, then a trapezoid — 

He did not overlay them, superimpose 
The new upon the old and blot it out, 

But laid them on a level in his work, 

Making at last a picture; there it lies. 

So first the perfect separate forms were made, 
The portions of mankind; and after, so, 
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Occurred the combination of the same. 

For where had been a progress, otherwise] 

Mankind, made up of all the single men, — 

In such a synthesis the labour ends. 

Now mark me! those divine men of old time 
Have reached, thou sayest well, each at one point 
The outside verge that rounds our faculty; 

And where they reached, who can do more than 
reach] 

It takes but little water just to touch 
At some one point the inside of a sphere, 

And, as we turn the sphere, touch all the rest 
In due succession: but the finer air 
Which not so palpably nor obviously, 

Though no less universally, can touch 

The whole circumference of that emptied sphere, 

Fills it more fully than the water did; 

Holds thrice the weight of water in itself 
Resolved into a subtler element. 

And yet the vulgar call the sphere first full 
Up to the visible height — and after, void; 

Not knowing air^s more hidden properties. 

And thus our soul, misknown, cries out to Zeus 
To vindicate his purpose in our life: 

Why stay we on the earth unless to grow] 

Long since, I imaged, wrote the fiction out, 

That he or other god descended here 
And, once for all, showed simultaneously 
What, in its nature, never can be shown 
Piecemeal or in succession; — showed, I say, 

The worth both absolute and relative 
Of all his children from the birth of time. 

His instruments for all appointed work. 
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I now go on to image, — might we hear 

The judgment which should give the due to each, 

Show where the labour lay and where the ease, 

And prove Zeus’ self, the latent everywhere! 

This is a dream: — but no dream, let us hope, 

That years and days, the summers and the springs, 
Follow each other with unwaning powers. 

The grapes which dye thy wine, arc richer far 
Through culture, than the wild wealth of the rock; 
The suave plum than the savage-tasted drupe; 

The pastured honey-bee drops choicer sweet; 

The flowers turn double, and the leaves turn flowers 
That young and tender crescent moon, thy slave, 
Sleeping upon her robe as if on clouds. 

Refines upon the women of my youth. 

What, and the soul alone deteriorates? 

I have not chanted verse like Homer, no — 

Nor swept string like Terpander, no — nor carved 
And painted men like Phidias and his friend: 

I am not great as they are, point by point. 

But I have entered into sympathy 

With these four, running these into one soul, 

Who, separate, ignored each others’ arts. 

Say, is it nothing that I know them all? 

The wild flower was the larger; I have dashed 
Rose-blood upon its petals, pricked its cup’s 
Honey with wine, and driven its seed to fruit, 

And show a better flower if not so large: 

1 stand myself. Refer this to the gods 
Whose gift alone it is! which, shall I dare 
(All pride apart) upon the absurd pretext 
That such a gift by chance lay in my hand, 
Discourse of lightly or depreciate? 
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It might have fallen to another’s hand: what then? 

I pass too surely: let at least truth stayl 

And next, of what thou folio west on to ask. 

This being with me as I declare, O king, 

My works, in all these varicoloured kinds, 

So done by me, accepted so by men — 

Thou askest, if (my soul thus in men’s hearts) 

1 must not be accounted to attain 
The very crown and proper end of life? 

Inquiring thence how, now life closeth up, 

I face death with success in my right hand: 

Whether I fear death less than dost thyself 
The fortunate of men? ^‘For” (writest thou) 

“Thou leavest much behind, while I leave nought. 
“Thy life stays in the poems men shall sing, 

“The pictures men shall study; while my life, 
“Complete and whole now in its power and joy, 
“Dies altogether with my brain and ann, 

“Is lost indeed; since, what survives myself? 

“The brazen statue to o’erlook my grave, 

“Set on the promontory which I named. 

“And that — some supple courtier of my heir 
“Shall use its robed and sceptred arm, perhaps, 

“To fix the rope to, which best drags it down. 

“I go then: triumph thou, who dost not go!” 

Nay, thou art worthy of hearing my whole mind. 
Is this apparent, when thou turn’st to muse 
Upon the scheme of earth and man in chief, 

That admiration grows as knowledge grows? 

That imperfection means perfection hid, 

Reserved in part, to grace the after-time? 
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If, in the morning of philosophy, 

Ere aught had been recorded, nay perceived, 

Thou, with the light now in thee, couldst have looked 
On all earth’s tenantry, from worm to bird, 

Ere man, her last, appeared upon the stage — 

Thou wouldst have seen them perfect, and deduced 
The perfectness of others yet unseen. 

Conceding which, — had Zeus then questioned thee 
Shall I go on a step, improve on this, 

‘'Do more for visible creatures than is done?’^ 

Thou wouldst have answered, “Ay, by making each 
“Grow conscious in himself — by that alone. 

“All’s perfect else: the shell sucks fast the rock, 

“The fish strikes tlirough the sea, the snake both swims 
“And slides, forth range the beasts, the birds take 
flight, 

“Till life’s mechanics can no further go — 

“And all this joy in natural life, is put, 

“Like fire from off thy finger into each, 

“So exquisitely perfect is the same. 

“But ’tis pure fire, and they mere matter are; 

“It has them, not they it: and so I choose 
“For man, thy last premeditated work 
“(If I might add a glory to the scheme) 

“That a third thing should stand apart from both, 

“A quality arise within his soul, 

“Which, intro-active, made to supervise 
“And feel the force it has, may view itself, 

“And so be happy.’’ Man might live at first 
The animal life: but is there nothing more? 

In due time, let him critically learn 

How he lives; and, the more he gets to know 

Of his own life’s adaptabilities, 
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The more joy>gIving will his life become. 

Thus man, who hath this quality, is best. 

But thou, king, hadst more reasonably said: 
‘‘Let progress end at once, — man make no step 
“Beyond the natural man, the better beast, 

“Using his senses, not the sense of sense.^' 

In man there’s failure, only since he left 
The lower and inconscious forms of life. 

We called it an advance, the rendering plain 
Man’s spirit might grow conscious of man’s life, 
And, by new lore so added to the old, 

Take each step higher over the brute’s head. 

This grew the only life, the pleasure-house, 
Watch-tower and treasure-fortress of the soul, 
Which whole surrounding flats of natural life 
Seemed only fit to yield subsistence to; 

A tower that crowns a country. But alas, 

The soul now climbs it just to perish there! 

For thence we have discovered (’tis no dream — 
We know this, which we had not else perceived) 
That there’s a world of capability 
For joy, spread round about us, meant for us, 
Inviting us; and still the soul craves all, 

And still the flesh replies, “Take no jot more 
‘Than ere thou clombst the tower to look abroad! 
“Nay, so much less as that fatigue has brought 
“Deduction to it.” We struggle, fain to enlarge 
Our bounded physical recipiency, 

Increase our power, supply fresh oil to‘ life. 

Repair the waste of age and sickness: no, 

It skills not! life’s inadequate to joy. 

As the soul sees joy, tempting life to take. 
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They praise a fountain in my garden here 
Wherein a Naiad sends the water-bow 
Thin from her tube; she smiles to see it rise. 

What if I told her, it is just a thread 
From that great river which the hills shut up, 

And mock her with my leave to take the same? 
The artificer has given her one small tube 
Past power to widen or exchange — what boots 
To know she might spout oceans if she could? 

She cannot lift beyond her first thin thread: 

And so a man can use but a man’s joy 
While he sees God’s. Is it, for Zeus to boast 
“See, man, how happy 1 live, and despair — 
“That I may be still happier — for thy use!” 

If this were so, we could not thank our lord. 

As hearts beat on to doing: ’tis not so — 

Malice it is not. Is it carelessness? 

Still, no. If care — where is the sign? I ask. 

And get no answer, and agree in sura, 

O king, with thy profound discouragement, 

^Vho seest the wider but to sigh the more. 

Most progress is most failure: thou sayest well. 

The last point now: — thou dost except a case — 
Holding joy not impossible to one 
With artist-gifts— to such a man as I 
Who leave behind me living works indeed; 

For, such a poem, such a painting lives. 

What? dost thou verily trip upon a word, 
Confound the accurate view of what joy is 
(Caught somewhat clearer by my eyes than thine) 
With feeling joy? confound the knowing how 
And showing how to live (my faculty) 
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With actually living? — Otherwise 
Where is the artist's vantage o'er the king? 

Because in my great epos I display 

How divers men young, strong, fair, wise, can act — 

Is this as though I acted? if 1 paint, 

Carve the young Phoebus, am I therefore young? 
Methinks Pm older that I bowed myself 
The many years of pain that taught me art! 

Indeed, to know is something, and to prove 
How all this beauty might be enjoyed, is more: 

But, knowing nought, to enjoy is something too. 

Von rower, with the moulded muscles there, 
Lowering the sail, is nearer it than L 
I can write love-odes: thy fair slave's an ode. 

I get to sing of love, when grown too grey 
For being beloved: she turns to that young man, 
The muscles all a-ripple on his back. 

I know the joy of kingship: well, thou art king! 

“But,” sayest thou — (and I marvel, I repeat, 

To find thee tripping on a mere w^ord) “what 
“Thou writest, paintest, stays; that does not die: 
“Sappho survives, because we sing her songs, 

“And iEschylus, because we read his plays!” 

Why, if they live still, let them come and take 
Thy slave in my despite, drink from thy cup. 

Speak in my place. Thou diest while I survive? 

Say rather that my fate is deadlier still. 

In this, that every day my sense of joy 
Grows more acute, my soul (intensified 
By power and insight) more enlarged, more keen; 
While every day my hairs fall more and more, 

My hand shakes, and the heavy years increase — 
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The horror quickening still from year to year, 

The consummation coming past escape, 

When I shall know most, and yet least enjoy — 
When all my works wherein I prove my worth, 
Being present still to mock me in men's mouths, 
Alive still, in the phrase of such as thou, 

I, I the feeling, thinking, acting man, 

The man who loved his life so over-mucli, 

Shall sleep in my urn. It is so horrible, 

I dare at times imagine to my need 
Some future state revealed to us by Zeus, 

Unlimited in capability 

For joy, as this is in desire for joy, 

— To seek which, the joy-hunger forces us: 

That, stung by straitness of our life, made strait 
On purpose to make prized the life at large — 
Freed by the throbbing impulse we call death. 

We burst there as the worm into the fly, 

Who, while a worm still, wants his wings. But no 
Zeus has not yet revealed it; and alas, 

He must have done so, were it possible! 

Live long and happy, and in that thought die, 
Glad for what was! Farewell. And for the rest, 

I cannot tell thy messenger aright 
Where to deliver what he bears of thine 
To one called Paulus; wc have heard his fame 
Indeed, if Christus be not one with him — 

I know not, nor am troubled much to know. 

Thou canst not think a mere barbarian Jew, 

As Paulus proves to be, one circumcised, 

Hath access to a secret shut from usi 
Thou wrongest our philosophy, O king, 
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In stooping to inquire of such an one, 

As if his answer could impose at all! 

He writeth, doth he? well, and he may write. 

Oh, the Jew findeth scholars! certain slaves 
Who touched on this same isle, preached him and 
Christ; 

And (as I gathered from a bystander) 

Their doctrine could be held by no sane man. 


RUDEL TO THE LADY OF TRIPOLI 


I. 

I KNOW a Mount, the gracious Sun perceives 
First, when he visits, last, too, when he leaves 
The world; and, vainly favoured, it repays 
The day-long glory of his steadfast gaze 
By no change of its large calm front of snow. 

And underneath the Mount, a Flower I know, 

He cannot have perceived, that changes ever 
At his approach; and, in the lost endeavour 
To live his life, has parted, one by one. 

With all a flower’s true graces, for the grace 
Of being but a foolish mimic sun, 

With ray-like florets round a disk-like face. 

Men nobly call by many a name the Mount 
As over many a land of theirs its large 
Calm front of snow like a triumphal targe 
Is reared, and still with old names, fresh names vie, 
Each to its proper praise and own account: 

Men call the Flower, the Sunflower, sportively. 
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Oh, Angel of the East, one, one gold look 
Across the waters to this twilight nook, 

— The far sad waters, Angel, to this nook! 

III. 

Dear Pilgrim, art thou for the East indeed] 

Go! — saying ever as thou dost proceed, 

That I, French Rudel, choose for my device 
A sunflower outspread like a sacrifice 
Before its idol. See! These inexpert 
And hurried fingers could not fail to hurt 
The woven picture; ’tis a woman’s skill 
Indeed; but nothing baffled me, so, ill 
Or well, the work is finished. Say, men feed 
On songs I sing, and therefore bask the bees 
On my flower’s breast as on a platform broad: 

But, as the flower’s concern is not for these 

But solely for the sun, so men applaud 

In vain this Rudel, he not looking here 

But to the East — the East! Go, say this, Pilgrim dearl 
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ONE WORD MORE* 

TO E.B.B. 

London^ September ^ 1855* 


I. 

There they are, my fifty men and women 
Naming me the fifty poems finished I 
Take them, love, the book and me together: 
Where the heart lies, let the brain lie also. 


ii. 

Rafael made a century of sonnets, 

Made and wrote them in a certain volume 
Dinted with the silver-pointed pencil 
Else he only used to draw Madonnas: 

These, the w’orld might view — but one, the volume. 
Who that one, you aski Your heart instructs you. 

Did she live and love it all her life-time? 

Did she drop, his lady of the sonnets, 

Die, and let it drop beside her pillow 
Where it lay in place of RafaeVs glory, 

RafaeFs cheek so duteous and so loving — 

Cheek, the world was wont to hail a painter’s, 

Rafael’s cheek, her love had turned a poet’s? 

III. 

You and I would rather read that volume, 

(Taken to his beating bosormby it) 

* Originally appended to the collection of Poems called "Men and 
Women/* the greater portion of which has now been, more correctly, dis- 
tributed under the other titles of this edition. 
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Lean and list the bosom-beats of Rafael, 

Would we not? than wonder at Madonnas — 

Her, San Sisto names, and Her, Foligno, 

Her, that visits Florence in a vision, 

Her, that^s left with lilies in the Louvre — 

Seen by us and all the world in circle. 

IV, 

You and I will never read that volume. 

Guido Reni, like his own eye's apple 
Guarded long the treasure-book and loved it. 

Guido Reni dying, all Bologna 

Cried, and the world cried too, ^^Ours, the treasure! 

Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished. 


V. 

Dante once prepared to paint an angel: 

Whom to please? You whisper ‘‘Beatrice." 
While he mused and traced it and retraced it, 
(Peradventure with a pen corroded 
Still by drops of that hot ink he dipped for, 
When, his left-hand i' the hair o' the wicked. 
Back he held the brow and pricked its stigma. 
Bit into the live man's flesh for parchment, 
Loosed him, laughed to sec the writing rankle. 
Let the wretch go festering through Florence) — 
Dante, who loved well because he hated, 

Hated wickedness that hinders loving, 

Dante standing, studying his angel, — 

In there broke the folk of his Inferno. 

Says he — “Certain people of importance" 

(Such he gave his daily dreadful line to) 
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“Entered and would seize, forsooth, the poet.” 
Says the poet —“Then I stopped my painting.” 

VI 

You and I would rather see that angel. 

Painted by the tenderness of Dante, 

Would we notl — than read a fresh Inferno. 

VII. 

You and I will never see that picture. 

While he mused on love and Beatrice, 

While he softened o’er his outlined angel, 

In they broke, those “people of importance:” 
We and Bice bear the loss for ever. 

vin. 

What of Rafael's sonnets, Dante’s picture? 

This; no artist lives and loves, that longs not 
Odce, and only once, and for one only, 

(Ah, the prize!) to find his love a language 
Fit and fair and simple and sufficient — 

Using nature that’s an art to others. 

Not, this one time, art that’s turned his nature. 
Ay, of all tlie artists living, loving. 

None but would forego his proper dowry, — 
Does he paint? he fain would write a poem,— 
|Does he \vrite? he fain would paint a picture, 
?ut to proof art alien to the artist’s, 

Dnce, and only once, and for one only, 

So to be the man an^ leave the artist, 

Tain the man’s joy, miss the artist’s sorrow. 
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IX. 

Wherefore? Heaven’s gift takes earth’s abatement 1 
He who smites the rock and spreads the water, 
Bidding drink and live a crowd beneath him, 

Even he, the minute makes immortal, 

Proves, perchance, but mortal in the minute, 
Desecrates, belike, the deed in doing. 

While he smites, how can he but remember, 

So he smote before, in such a peril, 

When they stood and mocked — “Shall smiting help us?” 
When they drank and sneered — “A stroke is easy!” 
When they wiped their mouths and went their journey, 
Throwing him for thanks — “But drought was pleasant.” 
Thus old memories mar the actual triumph; 

Thus the doing savours of disrelish; 

Thus achievement lacks a gracious somewhat; 
O’er-importuned brows becloud the mandate, 
Carelessness or consciousness — the gesture. 

For he bears an ancient wrong about him. 

Sees and knows again those phalanxed faces. 

Hears, yet one time more, the ’customed prelude — 
“How shouldst thou, of all men, smite, and save usi’ 
Guesses what is like to prove the sequel — 

“Egypt’s flesh-pots — nay, the drought was better.” 


X. 

Oh, the crowd must have emphatic warrant! 
Theirs, the Sinai-forehead’s cloven brilliance, 
Right-arm’s rod-sweep, tongue’s imperial fiat. 
Never dares the man put off the prophqt 
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XI, 

Did he love one face from out the thousands, 
(Were she Jethro^s daughter, white and wifely, 
Were she but the Ethiopian bondslave,) 

He would envy yon dumb patient camel, 
Keeping a reserve of scanty water 
Meant to save his own life in the desert; 
Ready in the desert to deliver 
(Kneeling down to let his breast be opened) 
Hoard and life together for his mistress. 


XII. 

I shall never, in the years remaining, 

Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you statues, 

Make you music that should all-express me; 

So it seems: I stand on my attainment. 

This of verse alone, one life allows me; 

Verse and nothing else have I to give you 
Other heights in other lives, God willing: 

All the gifts from all the heights, your own, love! 

XIII. 

Yet a semblance of resource avails us — 

Shade so finely touched, lovers sense must seize it 
I'ake these lines, look lovingly and nearly, 

Lines I write tlie first time and the last time. 

He who works in fresco, steals a hair-brush, 

Curbs the liberal hand, subservient proudly, 

Cramps his spirit, crowds its all in little, 

Makes a strange art of an art familiar, 

Fills his lady^« missal-marge with flowerets 

He who blows thro' bronze, may breathe thro' silver, 

Robert Browning. /, I9 » 
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Fitly serenade a slumbrous princess. 

He who writes, may write for once as I do. 

XIV. 

Love, you saw me gather men and women, 

Live or dead or fashioned by my fancy, 

Enter each and all, and use their service, 

Speak from every mouth, — the speech, a poem. 
Hardly shall I tell my joys and sorrows, 

Hopes and fears, belief and disbelieving: 

I am mine and yours — the rest be all men^s, 
Karshish, Cleon, Norbert and the fifty. 

Let me speak this once in my true person, 

Not as Lippo, Roland or Andrea, 

Though the fruit of speech be just this sentence — 
Pray you, look on these my men and women, 
Take and keep my fifty poems finished; 

Where my heart lies, let my brain lie also! 

Poor the speech; be how I .speak, for all things. 

XV. 

Not but that you know me! Lo, the moon^s self! 
Here in London, yonder late in Florence, 

Still we find her face, the thrice-transfigured. 
Curving on a sky imbrued with colour. 

Drifted over Fiesole by twilight. 

Came she, our new crescent of a haiFs-breadth. 
Full she flared it,' lamping Samminiato, 

Rounder 'twixt the cypresses and rounder, 

Perfect till the nightingales applauded. 

Now, a piece of her old self, impoverished. 

Hard to greet, she traverses the houseroofs, 
Hurries with unhandsome thrift of silver, 

Goes dispiritedly, glad to finish. 
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XVI. 

What, there’s nothing in the moon note- worthy 1 
Nay; for if that moon could love a mortal, 

Use, to charm him (so to fit a fancy) 

All her magic (’tis the old sweet m)^hos) 

She would turn a new side to her mortal, 

Side unseen of herdsman, huntsman, steersman — 
Blank to Zoroaster on his terrace, 

Blind to Galileo on his turret, 

Dumb to Homer, dumb to Keats — him, even! 

Think, the wonder of the moonstruck mortal — 
When she turns round, comes again in heaven. 
Opens out anew for worse or better! 

Proves she like some portent of an iceberg 
Swimming full upon the ship it founders. 

Hungry with huge teeth of splintered crystals? 
Proves she as the paved work of a sapphire 
^Seen by Moses when he climbed the mountain? 
Moses, Aaron, Nadab and Abihu 
Climbed and saw the very God, the Highest, 

Stand upon the paved work of a sapphire. 

Like the bodied heaven in his clearness 

vShone the stone, the sapphire of that paved work, 

When they ate and drank and saw God also! 

XVII. 

What were seen? None knows, none ever shall know. 
Only this is sure — the sight were other, 

Not the moon’s same side, born late in Florence, 
Dying now impoverished here in London. 

God be thanked, the meanest of his creatures 
Boasts two soul-sides, one to face the wc^rld with, 
One to show a woman when he loves her! 

19* 
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XVIII. 

This I say of me, but think of you, Love! 

This to you — yourself my moon of poets! 

Ah, but that's the world's side, there's the wonder, 
Thus they see you, praise you, think they know you 
There, in turn I stand with them and praise you. 
Out of my own self, I dare to phrase it. 

But the best is when I glide from out them, 

Cross a step or two of dubious twilight, 

Come out on the other side, the novel 
Silent silver lights and darks undreamed of. 

Where I hush and bless myself with silence. 

XlX. 

Oh, their Rafael of the ^Jear Madonnas, 

Oh, their Dante of the dread Inferno, 

Wrote one song — and in my brain I sing it, 

Drew one angel — borne, sec, on my bosom! 

R. II. 


END OF VOL. t 
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IN A BALCONY. 


Constance and Norbert. 

Nor. Now! 

Con. Not now! 

Nor. Give me them again, those hands — 

Put them upon my forehead, how it throbs! 

Press them before my eyes, the fire comes through! 
You cruellest, you dearest in the world, 

Let me! The Queen must grant whatever I ask — 

How can I gain you and not ask the Queen 1 
There she stays waiting for me, here stand you; 

Some time or other this was to be asked; 

Now is the one time — what I ask, I gain: 

Let me ask now, Love! 

Con. Do, and ruin us! 

Nor. Let it be now, Love! All my soul breaks forth. 
How I do love you! Give my love its way! 

A man can have but one life and one death, 

One heaven, one hell Let me fulfil my fate* — 

Grant me my heaven now! Let me know you mine, 
Prove you mine, write ray name upon your brow, 
Hold you and have you, and then die away, 

If God please, with completion in my soul! 

Con. I am not yours then? How content this man* 
I am not his — who change into himself, 

Have passed into his heart and beat its beats, 

Who give my hands to him, my eyes, my hair, 
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Give all that was of me away to him — 

So well, that now, my spirit turned his own, 

Takes part with him against the woman here, 

Bids him not stumble at so mere a straw . 

As caring that the world be cognisant 
How he loves her and how she worships him. 

You have this woman, not as yet that world. 

Go on, I bid, nor stop to care for me 
By saving what I cease to care about, 

The courtly name and pride of circumstance — 

The name you’ll pick up and be cumbered with 
Just for the poor parade’s sake, nothing more; 

Just that the world may slip from under you — 

Just that the world may cry “So much for him — 
*‘The man predestined to the heap of crowns: 

“There goes his chance of winning one, at least!” 
Non The world 1 

Con. You love it! Love me quite as well, 

And see if I shall pray for this in vain ! 

Why must you ponder what it knows or thinks? 

Nor. You pray for — what, in vain? 

Con. Oh ray heart’s heart, 

How I do love you, NorbertI That is right; 

But listen, or I take my hands away! 

You say, “let it be now: you would go now 
And tell the Queen, perhaps six steps from us. 

You love me — so you do, thank God! ' 

Nor. Thank Godl 

Con. Yes, N6rbert,-:jbut you fain would tell your 
love, 

And, what succeeds the telling, ask of her 
My hand. Now take this rose and look at it, 
Listening to me. You are the minister, 
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The Queen’s first favourite, nor without a cause. 
I'o-night completes your wonderful year's-work 
(This palaceTeast is held to celebrate) 

Made memorable by her life's success, 

The junction of two crowns, on her sole head, 

Her house had only dreamed of anciently: 

That this mere dream is grown a stable truth, 
To-nighfs feast makes authentic. Whose the praise 1 
Whose genius, patience, energy, achieved 
What turned the many heads and broke the hearts? 
You are the fate, your minute's in the heaven. 

Next comes the Queen's turn. ‘‘Name your own 
reward!” 

With leave to clench the past, chain the to-come, 

Put out an arm and touch and take the sun 
And fix it ever full-faced on your earth, 

Possess yourself supremely of her life, — 

You choose the single thing she will not grant; 

Nay, very declaration of which choice 
Will turn the scale and neutralize your work: 

At best she will forgive you, if she can. 

You think Fll let you choose — her cousin's hand? 

Nor, Wait First, do you retain your old belief 
The Queen is generous, — nay, is just? 

Con. There, there! 

So men make women love them, while they know 
No nJore of women's hearts than . , . look you here, 
You that are just and generous beside, 

Make it your own case! For example now, 

PIl say — I let you kiss me, hold my hands — 

Why? do you know why? I'll instruct you, then — 
The kiss, because you have a name at court, 

This hand and this, that you may shut in each 
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A jewel, if you please to pick up such. 

That's horrible? Apply it to the Queen — 

Suppose I am the Queen to whom you speak. 

‘T was a nameless man; you needed me: 

‘‘Why did I proffer you my aid? there stood 
“A certain pretty cousin at your side. 

“Why did I make such common cause with you? 
“Access to her had not been easy else. 

“You give my labours here abundant praise? 

“Taith, labour, which she overlooked, grew play. 
“How shall your gratitude discharge itself? 

“Give me her hand!" 

Nor. And still I urge the same. 

Is the Queen justj just — generous or no! 

Con. Yes, just. You love a rose; no harm in that: 
But was it for the rose's sake or mine 
You put it in your bosom? mine, you said — 

Then, mine you still must say or else be false. 

You told the Queen you served her for herself; 

If so, to serve her was to serve yourself, 

She thinks, for all your unbelieving face! 

I know her. In the hall, six steps from us, 

One sees the twenty pictures; there's a life 
Better than life, and yet no life at all. 

Conceive her bom in such a magic dome, 

Pictures all round herl why, she sees the world^ 

Can recognize its given things and facts, 

The fight of giants or the feast of gods, 

Sages in senate, Jieauties at the bath, 

Chaces and battles, the whole earth's display. 
Landscape and sea-piece, down to flowers and fruit — 
And who shall question that she knows them all, 

In better semblance than the things outside? 
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Yet bring into the silent gallery 

Some live thing to contrast in breath attd blood, 

Some lion, with the painted lion there — 

You think shell understand composedly? 

— Say, "that's his fellow in the hunting-piece 
"Yonder, Fve turned to praise a hundred times?” 
Not so. Her knowledge of our actual earth, 

Its hopes and fears, concerns and sympathies, 

Must be too far, too mediate, too unreal. 

The real exists for us outside, not her: 

How should it, with that life in these four walls 
That father and that mother, first to last 
No father and no mother — friends, a heap, 

Lovers, no lack — a husband in due time, 

And every one of them alike a lie! 

Things painted by a Rubens out of nought 
Into what kindness, friendship, love should be; 

All better, all more grandiose than life. 

Only no life; mere cloth and surface-paint, 

You feel, while you admire. How should she feel? 
Yet now that she has stood thus fifty years 
The sole spectator in that gallery, 

You think to bring this warm real struggling love 
In to her of a sudden, and suppose 
Shell keep her state untroubled? Here's the truth — 
She'll apprehend truth's value at a glance, 

Prefer it to th^ pictured loyalty? 

You only have to say "so men are made, 

"For this they act; the thing has many names, 

"But this the right one: and now, Queen, be justl” 
Your life slips back; you lose her at the word: 

You do not even for amends gain me. 

He will not understand! oh, Norbert, Norbert, 
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Do you not understandl 
Non The Queen 's the Queen, 

I am myselt— no picture, but alive 
In every nerve and every muscle, here 
At the palace-window o’er the people’s street, 

As she in the gallery where the pictures, glow: 

The good of life is precious to us both. 

She cannot love; what do I want with rule? 

When first I saw your face a year ago 
I knew my life’s good, my soul heard one voice— 
‘‘The woman yonder, there’s no use of life 
“But just to obtain her! heap earth’s woes in one 
“And bear them— make a pile of all earth’s joys 
“And spurn them, as they help or help not this; 
“Only, obtain her!” — how was it to be? 

I found you were the cousin of the Queen; 

I must then sen^e the Queen to get to you. 

No other way. Suppose there had been one^ 

And I, by saying prayers to some white star 
With promise of my body and my soul, 

Might gain you, — should I pray the star or no? 
Instead, there was the Queen to serve! I served, 
Helped, did what other servants failed to do. 

Neither she sought nor I declared my end. 

Her good is hers, my recompense be mine, 

I therefore hame you as that recompense. 

She dreamed that such a thing could never be? 

Let her wake now. She thinks there was more cause 
In love of power, high fame, pure loyalty? 

Perhaps she fanties men wear out their lives 
Chasing such shades. Then, I’ve a fancy too; 

I worked because I want you with my soul: 

I therefore ask your hand, Let it be nowl 
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Con. Had I not loved you from the very first, 

Were I not yours, could we not steal out thus 
So wickedly, so wildly, and so well, 

You might become impatient What’s conceived 
Of us without here, by the folks within? 

Where are you now! immersed in cares of state — 
Where am I now? — intent on festal robes — 

We two, embracing under death’s spread hand! 

What was this thought for, what that scruple of yours 
■Which broke the council up? — to bring about 
One minute’s meeting in the corridor 1 
And then the sudden sleights, strange secrecies, 
Complots inscrutable, deep telegraphs, 

Long-planned chance-meetings, hazards of a look, 
‘‘Does she know? does she not know? saved or lost?” 
A year of this compression’s ecstasy 
All goes for nothing! you would give this up 
For the old way, the open way, the world’s. 

His way who beats, and his who sells his wife! 

What tempts you? — their notorious happiness. 

That you are ashamed of ours? The best you’ll gain 

Will be — the Queen grants all that you require, 

Concedes the cousin, rids herself of you 

And me at once, and gives us ample leave 

i'o live like our five hundred happy friends. 

rhc world will show us with officious hand 

Our chamber-entry and stand sentinel, 

Where we so oft have stolen across its traps 1 
Get the world’s warrant, ring the falcons’ feet, 

And make it duty to be bold and swift, 

Which long ago was nature. Have it sol 
^Ve never hawked by rights till flung from fist? 

Oh, the man’s thought! no woman’s such a fool 
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Nor. Yes, the man’s tliought and my thought, which 
is more— 

One made to love you, let the world take note! 

Have I done worthy work? be love’s the praise, 
Though hampered by restrictions, barred against 
By set forms, blinded by forced secrecies! 

Set free my love, and see what love can do 
Shown in my life — what work will spring from that! 
The world is used to have its business done 
On other grounds, find great effects produced 
For power’s sake, fame’s sake, motives in men’s moutlL 
So, good: but let my low ground shame their high! 
Truth is the strong thing. Let man’s life be true! 
And love ’s the truth of mine. Time prove the rest! 

I choose to wear you stamped all over me, 

Your name upon my forehead and my breast, 

You, from the svwrd’s blade to the ribbon’s edge, 
That men may see, all over, you in me — 

That pale loves may die out of their pretence 
In face of mine, shames thrown on love fall oft. 
Permit this, Constance! Love has been so long 
Subdued in me, eating me through. and through, 

That now ’tis all of me and must have way. 

Think of my work, that chaos of intrigues. 

Those hopes and fears, surprises and delays, 

That long endeavour, earnest, patient, slow, 
Trembling at last to its assured result — 

Then think of this revulsion! I resuipe 
Life after death, (it is no less than life, 

After such long unlovely labouring days) 

And liberate to beauty life’s great need 

O’ the beautiful, which, while it prompted work, 

Suppressed itself erewhile. This eve ’a the time, 
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This eve intense with yon first trembling star 
We seem to pant and reach; scarce aught between 
The earth that rises and the heaven that bends; 

All nature self-abandoned, every tree 
Flung as it will, pursuing its own thoughts 
And fixed so, every flower and every weed, 

No pride, no shame, no victory, no defeat; 

All under God, each measured by itself. 

These statues round us stand abrupt, distinct, 

The strong in strength, the weak in weakness fixed, 
The Muse for ever wedded to her l)Te, 

The N3rmph to her fawn, the Silence to her rose: 

See God's approval on his universe! 

Let us do so — aspire to live as these 
In harmony with truth, ourselves being true! 

Take the first way, and let the second come! 

My first is to possess myself of you; 

The music sets the march-step — forward, then! 

And there's the Queen, I go to claim you of, 

The world to witness, wonder and applaud. 

Our flower of life breaks open. No delay! 

Con, And so shall we be ruined, both of us. 
Norbert, I know her to the skin and bone: 

You do not know her, were not bom to it, 

To feel what she can see or cannot see. 

Love, she is generous, — ay, despite your smile, 
Generous as you are: for, in that thin frame 
Pain-twisted, punctured through and through with cares, 
There lived a lavish soul until it starved 
Debarred all healthy food. Look to the soul — 

Pity that, stoop to that, ere you begin 

(The true man's-way) on justice and your rights, 

Exactions and acquittance of the past! 

Robert Brawnmff //. tl 
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Begin so — see what justice she will deal! 

We women hate a debt as men a gift. 

Suppose her some poor keeper of a school 
Whose business is to sit thro* summer months 
And dole out children leave to go and play, 
Herself superior to such lightness — she 
In the arm-chair’s state and psedagogic pomp, 

To the life, the laughter, sun and youth outside: 
We wonder such a face looks black on usi 
I do not bid you wake her tenderness, 

(That were vain truly — none is left to wake) 

But, let her think her justice is engaged 
To take the shape of tenderness, and mark 
If she’ll not coldly pay its warmest need! 

Does she love me, I ask you? not a whit: 

Yet, thinking that her justice was engaged 
To help a kinswoman, she took me up — 

Did more on that bare ground than other loves 
Would do on greater argument. For me, 

I have no equivalent of such cold kind 
To pay her with, but love alone to give 
If I give anything. I give her love: 

I feel I ought to help her, and I will 
So, for her sake, as yours, I tell you twice 
That women hate a debt as men a gift. 

If I were you, I could obtain this grace — 

Could lay the whole I did to love’s account, 

Nor yet be very false as courtiers go— 

Declaring my success was recompense; 

It would be so, in fact: what were it else? 

And then, once loose her generosity, — 

Oh, how I see itl then, were I but you 
To turn it, let it seem to move itself, 
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And make it oflKr what I really take, 

Accepting just, in the poor cousin^s hand, 

Her value as the next thing to the Queen's — 

Since none loves Queens directly, none dares that, 
And a thing's shadow or a name's mere echo 
Suffices those who miss the name and thing I 
You pick up just a ribbon she has worn, 

To keep in proof how near her breath you came. 

Say, Fm so near I seem a piece of her — * 

Ask for me that way — (oh, you understand) 

You'd find the same gift yielded with a grace. 

Which, if you make the least show to extort . . . 

— You'll see! and when you have ruined both of us, 
Dissertate on the Queen's ingratitude! 

Nor, Then, if I turn it that way, you consent? 

*Tis not my way; I have more hope in truth: 

Still, if you won't have truth — why, this indeed, 

Were scarcely false, as Fd express the sense. 

Will you remain here? 

Con. O best heart of mine, 

How I have loved you! then, you take my way? 

Are mine as you have been her minister, 

Work put my thought, give it effect for me. 

Paint plain my poor conceit and make it serve? 

I owe that withered woman everything — 

Life, fortune, you, remember! Take my part— 

Help me to pay her! Stand upon your rights? 

You, with my rose, my hands, my heart on you? 

Your rights are mine — you have no rights but mine. 
Nor. Remain here. How you know mel 
Con. Ah, but still 

[ffe breaks from her: she remains, Dance^musk 
from •within. 
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Enter the Queen. 

Queen, Constance^ She is here as he said. Speak 
quick! 

Is it so] Is it true or false] One word? 

Con, True. 

Queen, Mercifullest Mother, thanks to thee! 

Con, Madam? 

Queen, I love you, Constance, from my soul. 

Now say once more, with any words you will, 

Tis true, all true, as true as that I speak. 

Con, Why should you doubt it? 

Queen, Ah, why doubt? why doubt? 

Dear, make me see it! Do you see it so? 

None see themselves; another sees them best. 

You say ‘‘why doubt it?'^ — you see him and me. 

It is because the Mother has such grace 
That if we had but faith — wherein we fail — 

Whatever we yearn for would be granted us; 

Howbeit we let our whims prescribe despair, 

Our very fancies thwart and cramp our will, 

And so, accepting life, abjure ourselves. 

Constance', I had abjured the hope of love 
And being loved, as truly as yon palm 
The hope of seeing Egypt from that plot. 

Con, Heaven! 

Queen, But it was so, Constance, it was so! 

Men say — or do men say it? fancies say — 

“Stop here, your life is set, you are grown old. 

“Too late — no love for you, too late for love — 
“Leave love to gills. Be queen: let Constance love!” 
One takes the hint — half meets it like a child, 
Ashamed at any feelings that oppose. 

“Oh love, true, never think of love again! 
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am a queen: I rule, not love, indeed” 

So it goes on; so a face grows like this, 

Hair like this hair, poor arms as lean as these, 

Till, — nay, it does not end so, I thank Godl 
Con. I cannot understand — 

Queen. The happier you I 

Constance, I know not how it is with men: 

For women (I am a woman now like you) 

There is no good of life but love — but love! 

What else looks good, is some shade flung from love; 
Love gilds it, gives it worth. Be warned by me, 
Never you cheat yourself one instant! Love, 

Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest! 

0 Constance, how I love you! 

Con. I love you. 

Queen. I do believe that all is come through you. 

1 took you to my heart to keep it warm 

When the last chance of love seemed dead in me; 

I thought your fresh youth warmed my withered heart 
Oh, I am very old now, am I not? 

Not sol it is true and it shall be true! 

Con. Tell it me: let me judge if true or false. 

Queen. Ah, but I fear you! you will look at me 
And say, ‘‘she’s old, she’s grown unlovely quite 
**Who ne’er was beauteous: men want beauty still.” 
\\'ell, so I feared — the curse! so I felt sure! 

Con. Be calm. And now you feel not sure, you say? 
Queen. Constance, he came, — the coming was not 
strange— 

Do not I stand and see men come and go? 

I turned a half-look from my pedestal 

Where I grow marble — “one young man the more! 

‘Tie will love some one; that is nought to me: 
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“What would he with my marble stateliness 
Yet this seemed somewhat worse than heretofore; 

The man more gracious, youthful, like a god, 

And I still older, with less flesh to change — 

We two those dear extremes that long to touch. 

It seemed still harder when he first began 
Absorbed to labour at the state-affairs 
The old way for the old end — interest 
Oh, to live with a thousand beating hearts 
Around you, swift eyes, serviceable hands, 

Professing the/ve no care but for your cause, 
Thought but to help you, love but for yourself, 

And you the marble statue all the time 
They praise and point at as preferred to life, 

Yet leave for the first breathing woman^s cheek, 

First dancer's, gipsy's or street baladine's! 

Why, how I have ground my teeth to hear men's speech 
Stifled for fear it should alarm my ear. 

Their gait subdued lest step should startle me, 

Their eyes declined, such queendom to respect, 

Their hands alert, such treasure to preserve, 

While not a man of them broke rank and spoke, 

Or wrote me a vulgar letter all of love. 

Or caught my hand and pressed it like a hand! 

There have been moments, if the sentinel 
Lowering his halbert to salute the queen, 

Had flung it brutally and clasped my knees, 

I would have stooped and kissed him with my soul. 

Con. Who tould have comprehended? 

Queen, Ay, who — who' 

Why, no one, Constance, but this one who did. 

Not they, not you, not L Even now perhaps 
It comes too late — would you but tell the truth. 
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Con* I wait to tell it 

Queen. Well, you see, he came, 

Outfaced the others, did a work this year 
Exceeds in value all was ever done, 

You know — it is not I who say it — all 
Say it And so (a second pang and worse) 

1 grew aware not only of what he did, 

But why so wondrously. Oh, never work 
Like his was done for work’s ignoble sake — 

It must have finer aims to lure it on! 

I felt, I saw, he loved — loved somebody. 

And Constance, my dear Constance, do you know, 

I did believe this while ’twas you he loved. 

Con. Me, madam 1 

Queen. It did seem to me, your face 

Met him where’er he looked: and whom but you 
Was such a man to love? It seemed to me, 

You saw he loved you, and approved the love, 

And so you both were in intelligence. 

You could not loiter in the garden, step 
Into this balcony, but I straight was stung 
And forced to understand. It seemed so true, 

So right, so beautiful, so like you both, 

That all this work should have been done by him 
Not for the vulgar hope of recompense, 

But that at last — suppose, some night like this — 
Borne on to claim his due reward of me, 

He might say, ‘‘Give her hand and pay me so” 
And I (O Constance, you shall love me now!) 

I thought, surmounting all the bitterness, 

—“And he shall have it, I will make her blest, 
“My flower of youth, my woman’s self that was, 
“My happiest woman’s self that might have been! 
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These two shall have their joy and leave me here " 
Yes — yes! 

Con, 'rhanks! 

Queen, And the word was on my lips 

When he burst in upon me. I looked to hear 
A mere calm statement of his just desire 
For payment of his labour. When — O heaven, 

How can I tell you? cloud was on my eyes 
And thunder in my ears at that first word 
Which told ^twas love of me, of me, did all — 

He loved me — from the first step to the last, 

Loved mel 

Con. You did not hear . . . you thought he spoke 
Of love? what if you should mistake? 

Queen. No, no — 

No mistake! Ha, there shall be no mistake! 

He had not dared to hint the love he felt — 

You were my reflex — (how I understood!) 

He said you were the ribbon I had worn, 

He kissed my hand, he looked into my eyes, 

And love, love was the end of every phrase. 

Love is begun; this much is come to pass: 

The rest is easy. Constance, I am yours! 

I will learn, I will place my life on you, 

But teach me how to keep what I have won! 

Am I so old? This hair was early grey; 

But joy ere now has brought hair brown again, 

And joy will bring the cheek’s red back, I feel. 

I could sing once too; that was in my youth. 

Still, when men paint me, they declare me . . , yes, 
Beautiful — for the last French painter did! 

I know they flatter somewhat; you are frank — 

I trust you. How I loved you from the first! 
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Some queens would hardly seek a cousin out 
And set her by their side to take the eye: 

I must have felt that good would come from you. 

I am not generous — like him — like youl 
But he is not your lover after all: 

It was not you he looked at Saw you him? 

You have not been mistaking words or looks 
He said you were the reflex of myself. 

And yet he is not such a paragon 

To you, to younger women who may choose 

Among a thousand Norberts. Speak the truth! 

You Imow you never named his name to me — 

You know, I cannot give him up — ah God, 

Not up now, even to youl 

Con. Then calm yourself. 

Quem. Sec, I am old — look here, you happy girl, 
I will not play the fool, deceive myself; 

'Tis all gone: put your cheek beside my cheek — 
Ah, what a contrast does the moon behold! 

But then I set my life upon one chance, 

The last chance and the best — am I not left, 

My soul, myself? All women love great men 
If young or old; it is in ajl the tales: 

Young beauties love old poets who can love — 

Y'liy should not he, the poems in my soul. 

The love, the passionate faith, the sacrifice. 

The constancy? I throw them at his feet. 

Who cares to see the fountain's very shape. 

And whether it be a Triton’s or a Nymph’s 
That pours the foam, makes rainbows all around? 
You could not praise indeed the empty conch; 

But I’ll pour floods of love and hide myself. 

How I will love him! Cannot men love love? 
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Who was a queen and loved a poet once 
Humpbacked, a dwarf? ah, women can do that! 

Well, but men too; at least, they tell you so. 

They love so many women in their youth, 

And even in age they all love whom they please; 

And yet the best of them confide to friends 
That 'tis not beauty makes the lasting love — 

They spend a day with such and tire the next: 

They like soul, — well then, they like phantasy, 

Novelty even. Let us confess the truth, 

Horrible though it be, that prejudice. 

Prescription . . . curses! they will love a queen. 

They will, they do: and will not, does not — he? 

Con, How can he? You are wedded: His a name 
We know, but still a bond. Your rank remains, 

His rank remains. How can he, nobly souled 
As you believe and I incline to think. 

Aspire to be your favourite, shame and all? 

Queen, Hear her! There, there now — could she 
love like me? 

What did I say of smooth-cheeked youth and grace? 
See all it does or could do! so, youth loves! 

Oh, tell him, Constance, you could never do 
What I will— you, it was not born in! I 
Will drive these difficulties far and fast 
As yonder mists curdling before the moon. 

FU use my light too, gloriously retrieve 
My youth from its enforced calamity. 

Dissolve that hateful marriage, and be his. 

His own in the eyes alike of God and man. 

Con. You will do — dare do ... pause on what you sayl 
Queen, Hear her! I thank you, sweet, for that surprise. 
You have the fair face; for the soul, see minel 
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I have tlie strong soul: let me teach you, here. 

I think I have borne enough and long enough, 

And patiently enough, the world remarks, 

To have my own way now, unblamed by all. 

It does so happen (I rejoice for it) 

This most unhoped-for issue cuts the knot. 

There^s not a better way of settling claims 
Than this; God sends the accident express: 

And were it for my subjects’ good, no more, 

’Twere best thus ordered. I am thankful now, 

Mute, passive, acquiescent. I receive, 

And bless God simply, or should almost fear 
To walk so smoothly to my ends at last. 

Why, how I baffle obstacles, spurn fate! 

How strong I ami Could Norbert see me now! 

Con, Let me consider. It is all too strange. 

Queen, You, Constance, learn of me; do you, like me I 
You are young, beautiful: my own, best girl, 

You will have many lovers, and love one — 

Light hair, not hair like Norberfs, to suit yours, 

And taller than he is, for yourself are tall. 

Love him, like me! Give all away to him; 

Think never of yourself; throw by y^our pride, 

Hope, fear, — your own good as you saw it once. 

And love him simply for his very self. 

Remember, I (and what am I to youl) 

Would give up all for one, leave throne, lose life, 

Do all but just unlove him! He loves me. 

Con, He shall. 

Queen, You, step inside my inmost heart! 

Give me your own heart: let us have one heart! 
ril come to you for counsel; “this he says, 

“This he does; what should this amount to, pray? 
“Beseech you, change it into current coinl 
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“Is that worth kisses 1 Shall I please him there?" 
And then we*ll speak in turn of you — what else? 

Your love, according to your beauty's worth, 

For you shall have some noble love, all gold: 

Whom choose you? we will get him at your choice. 
— Constance, I leave you. Just a minute since, 

I felt as I must die or be alone 
Breathing my soul into an ear like yours: 

Now, I would face the world with my new life, 

With my new crown. Fll walk around the rooms, 
And then come back and tell you how it feels. 

How soon a smile of God can change the world! 
How wn are made for happiness — how work 
Grows play, adversity a winning fight! 

True, I have lost so many years: what then? 

Many remain: God has been very good. 

You, stay here! 'Tis as different from dreams. 

From the mind's cold calm estimate of bliss, 

As these stone statues from the flesh and blood. 

The comfort thou hast caused mankind, God's moon! 

\She goes out^ leaving CONSTANCE. Dance-music from within. 
Norbert enters. 

Nor, Well? we have but one minute and one word! 
Con, I am yours, Norbert! 

Nor, Yes, mine. 

Con, Not till now! 

You were mine. Now I give myself to you. 

Nor, Constance? 

Con, . Your own! I know the thriftier way 

Of giving — haply, 'tis the wiser way. 

Meaning to give a treasure, I might dole 
Coin after coin out (each, as that were all, 

With a new largess still at each despair) 
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And force you keep in sight the deed, preserve^ 
Exhaustless till the end my part and yours, 

My giving and your taking; both our joys 
Dying together. Is it the wiser way? 

I choose the simpler; I give all at once. 

Know what you have to trust to, trade upon! 

Use it, abuse it, — anything but think 
Hereafter, “Had I known she loved me so, 

“And what my means, I might have thriven with it.’* 
I'his is your means. I give you all myself. 

JVor. I take you and thank God. 

Con. Look on through years! 

We cannot kiss, a second day like this; 

Else were this earth, no earth. 

A^or, With this day^s heat 

We shall go on through years of cold. 

Con. So, best! 

— I try to see those years — I think I see. 

You walk quick and new warmth comes; you look back 
And lay all to the first glow — not sit down 
For ever brooding on a day like this 
While seeing the embers whiten and love die. 

Yes, love lives best in its effect; and mine, 

Full in its own life, yearns to live in yours. 

JVor. Just so. I take and know you all at once. 
Your soul is disengaged so easily, 

Your face is there, I know you; give me time. 

Let me be proud and think you shall know me. 

My soul is slower: in a life I roll 

The minute out whereto you condense yours — 

The whole slow circle round you I must move, 

To be just you. I look to a long life 
To decompose this minute, prove its worth. 

'Tis the sparks' long succession one by one 
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Shall show you, in the end, what fire was crammed 
In that mere stone you struck: how could you know, 
If it lay ever unproved in your sight, 

As now my heart liesi your own warmth would hide 
Its coldness, were it cold. ^ 

Con- But how prove, how? 

Nor, Prove in my life, you ask? 

Con. Quick, Norbert — how? 

Nor, That’s easy told. I count life just a stuff 
To try the soul’s strength on, educe the man. 

Who keeps one end in view makes all things serve. 
As with the body — he who hurls a lance 
Or heaps up stone on stone, shows strength alike, 

So I will seize and use all means to prove. 

And show this soul of mine, you crown as yours, 

And justify us both. 

Con, Could you write books. 

Paint pictures! One sits down in poverty 
And writes or paints, with pity for the rich. 

Nor, And loves one’s painting and one’s writing, then, 
And not one’s mistress! All is best, believe. 

And we best as no other than we are. ' 

We live, and they experiment on life — 

Those poets, painters, all who stand aloof 
To overlook the farther. Let us be 
The thing they look at! I might take your face 
And write of it and paint it — to what end? 

For whom? what pale dictatress in the air 
Feeds, smiling sadly, her fine ghosMike form 
With earth’s real blood and breath, the beauteous life 
She makes despised for ever? You are mine. 

Made for me, not for others in the world, 

Nor yet for that which I should call my art. 

The cold calm power to see how fair you looL 
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I come to you; I leave you not, to write 
Or paint. You are, I am: let Rubens there 
Paint us! 

Con, So, best! 

Nor, I understand your soul. 

You live, and rightly sympathize with life, 

With action, power, success. This way is straight; 
And time were short beside, to let me change 
The craft my childhood learnt: my craft shall serve. 
Men set me here to subjugate, enclose, 

Manure their barren lives, and force the fruit 
First for themselves, and aftei^'ard for me 
In the due tithe; the task of some one man, 
Through ways of work appointed by themselves. 

I am not bid create — they see no star 
Transfiguring my brow to warrant that — 

But bind in one and carry out their wills. 

So I began: to-night sees how I end. 

What if it see, too, my first outbreak here 
Amid the warmth, surprise and sympathy, 

And instincts of the heart that teach the head! 
What if the people have discerned at length 
The dawn of the next nature, the new man 
Whose will they venture in the place of theirs, 

And who, they trust, shall find them out new ways 
To heights as new which yet he only sees? 

I felt it when you kissed me. See this Queen, 

This people — in our phrase, this mass of men — 

See how the mass lies passive to my hand 
And how my hand is plastic, and you by 
To make the muscles ironl Oh, an end 
Shall crown this issue as this crowns the first 1 
My will be on this people! then, the strain, 

The grappling of the potter with his clay, 
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The long uncertain struggle, — the success 
And consummation of the spirit-work, 

Some vase shaped to the curl of the god's lip, 

While rounded fair for lower men to see 
The Graces in a dance all recognise 
With turbulent applause and laughs of heart I 
So triumph ever shall renew itself; 

Ever shall end in efforts higher yet, 

Ever begin . , . 

Con, I ever helping? 

Nor, Thusl 

[As he embraces her, the QuEEN enters. 

Con, Hist, madam! So I have performed my part. 
You see your gratitude's true decency, 

Norbert? A little slow in seeing it! 

Begin, to end the sooner! What's a kiss? 

Nor, Constance? 

Con, Why, must I teach it you again? 

You want a witness to your dulness, sir? 

What was I saying these ten minutes long? 

Then I repeat — when some young handsome man 
Like you has acted out a part like yours, 

Is pleased to fall in love with one beyond. 

So very far beyond him, as he says — 

So hopelessly in love that but to speak 
Would prove him mad, — he thinks judiciously. 

And makes some insignificant good soul. 

Like me, his friend, adviser, confidant, 

And very stalking-horse to cover him 
In following after what he dares not face — 

When his end's gained — (sir, do you understand?) 
When she, he dares not face, has loved him first, 
—May I not say so, madam? — tops his hope. 

And overpasses so his wildest dream, 
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With glad consent of all, and most of lier 
The confidant who brought the same about — 

Why, in the moment when such joy explodes, 

I do hold that the merest gentleman 
Will not start rudely from the stalking-horse, 

Dismiss it with a “There enough of you!'^ 

Forget it, show his back unmannerly; 

But like a liberal heart will rather turn 
And say, “A tingling time of hope was ours; 

“Betwixt the fears and falterings, we two lived 
“A chanceful time in waiting for the prize: 

“The confidant, the Constance, served not ill. 

“And though I shall forget her in due time, 

“Her use being answ'ered now, as reason bids, 

“Nay as herself bids from her heart of hearts, — 
“Still, she has rights, the first thanks go to her, 

“The first good praise goes to the prosperous tool, 
“And the first— -which is the last — rew^arding kiss.'' 
Nor, Constance, it is a dream — ah, see, you smile! 
Con, So, now his part being properly performed, 
Madam, I turn to you and finish mine 
As duly; I do justice in my turn. 

Yes, madam, he has loved you— long and well; 

He could not hope to tell you so — 'tw^as I 
Who served to prove your soul accessible, 

I led his thoughts on, drew them to their place 
When else they had wandered out into despair, 

And kept love constant toward its natural aim. 
Enough, my part is played; you stoop half-way 
And meet us royally and spare our fears: 

'Tis like yourself. He thanks you, so do L 
Take him — with my full heart! my wwk is praised 
By what comes of it. Be you happy, both! 

Kobirt Bamming //. 3 
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Yourself — the only one on earth who can — 

Do all for him, much more than a mere heart 
Which though warm is not useful in its warmth 
As the silk vesture of a queen 1 fold that 
Around him gently, tenderly. For him — 

For him, — he knows his own part! 

Nor. Have you done? 

I take the jest at last. Should I speak now? 

Was yours the wager, Constance, foolish child, 

Or did you but accept it? Well — at least 
You lose by it. 

Con. Nay, madam, 'tis your turn! 

Restrain him still from speech a little more, 

And make him happier and more confident! 

Pity him, madam, he is timid yet! 

Mark, Norbert! Do not shrink now! Here I yield 
My whole right in you to the Queen, observe! 

With her go put in practise the great schemes 
You teem with, follow the career else closed — 

Be all you cannot be except by her! 

Behold her! — Madam, say for pity's sake 
Anything — frankly say you love him! Else 
Hell not believe it: there's more earnest in 
His fear than you conceive: I know the man! 

Nor. I know the woman somewhat, and confess 
I thought she had jested better: she begins 
To overcharge her part. I gravely wait 
Your pleasure, madam: where is my reward? 

Queen. Norbert, this wild girl (whom I recognise 
Scarce more thap you do, in her fancy fit, 

Eccentric speech and variable mirth. 

Not very wise perhaps and somewhat bold. 

Yet suitable, the whole night's work being strange) 
— May still be right: I may do well to speak 
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And make authentic what appears a dream 
To even myself. For, what she says, is true: 

Yes, Norbert — what you spoke just now^ of love, 
Devotion, stirred no novel sense in me, 

But justified a warmth felt long before. 

Yes, from the first — I loved you, I shall say: 

Strange I but I do grow stronger, now 'tis said. 

Your courage helps mine: you did well to speak 
To-night, the night that crowns your twelvemonths' toil: 
But still I had not waited to discern 
Your heart so long, believe me! From the first 
The source of so much zeal was almost plain, 

In absence even of your own words just now 
Which opened out the truth. 'Tis very strange, 

But takes a happy ending — in your love 
Which mine meets: be it so! as you choose me, 

So I choose you. 

Nor. And worthily you choose. 

I will not be unworthy your esteem, 

No, madam. I do love you; I will meet 
Your nature, now 1 know it. This was well. 

I see, — you dare and you are justified: 

But none had ventured such experiment, 

Less versed than you in nobleness of heart, 

Less confident of finding such in me. 

I joy that thus you test me ere you grant 
The dearest richest beauteousest and best 
Of women to my arms: 'tis like yourself. 

So — back again into my part's set words — 

Devotion to the uttermost is yours, 

But no, you cannot, madam, even you, 

Create in me the love our Constance does. 

Or — something truer to the tragic phrase — 

3 * 
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Not yon magnolia-bell superb with scent 
Invites a certain insect — that’s myself — 

But tlie small eye-flower nearer to the ground, 

I take this lady. 

Con, Stay — not hers, the trap — 

Stay, Norbert — that mistake were worst of all! 

He is too cunning, madam! It was I, 

I, Norbert, who . . . 

Nor, You, was it, Constance? Then, 

But for the grace of this divinest hour 
“Which gives me you, I might not pardon here! 

I am the Queen’s; she only knows my brain: 

She may experiment therefore on my heart 
And I instruct her too by the result. 

But you, Sweet, you who know me, who so long 
Have told my heart-beats over, held my life 
In those white hands of yours,— it is not well! 

Con, Tush! I have said it, did I not say it all? 

The life, for her — the heart-beats, for her sake! 

Nor, Enough! my cheek grows red, I think. Your 
test? 

There’s not the meanest woman in the world, 

Not she I least could love in all the world, 

Whom, did she love me, did love prove itself, 

I dared insult as you insult me now. 

Constance, I could say, if it must be said, 

‘‘Take back the soul you offer, I keep mine!” 

But — “Take the soul still quivering on your hand, 
“The soul so offered, which I cannot use, 

“And, please you, give it to some playful friend, 

“For — what’s the trifle he requites me with?” 

I, tempt a woman, to amuse a man, 

^Hiat two may mock her heart if it succumb? 

No; fearing God and standing ’neath his heaven, 
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I would not dare insult a woman so, 

Were she the meanest woman in the world, 

And he, I cared to please, ten emperors! 

Con. Norbertl 

Nor. I love once as I live but once. 

What case is this to think or talk about? 

I love you. Would it mend the case at all 
Should such a step as this kill love in me? 

Your part were done: account to God for it! 

But mine — could murdered love get up again, 

And kneel to whom you please to designate, 

And make you mirth? It is too horrible. 

You did not know this, Constance? now you know 
That body and soul have each one life, but one: 

And here’s my love, here, living, at your feet. 

Con. See the Queen 1 Norbert — this one more last 
word — 

If thus you have taken jest for earnest — thus 
Loved me in earnest . . . 

AVi Ah, no jest holds here! 

Where is the laughter in which jest breaks up, 

And what this horror that grows palpable? 

Madam — why grasp you thus the balcony? 

Have I done ill? ^ave I not spoken the truth? 

How could I other? Wi^ it not your test, 

To try me, and what my love for Constance meant? 
Madam, your royal soul itself approves, 

The first, that I should choose thus! so one takes 
A beggar, — asks him, what would buy his child? 

And then approves the expected laugh of scorn 
Returned as something noble from the rags. 

Speak, Constance, Tm the beggar! Ha, whafs this? 
You two glare each at each like panthers now. 
Constance, the world fades; only you stand there! 
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You did not, in to-night's wild whirl of things, 

Sell me — your soul of souls, for any price? 

No — no — 'tis easy to believe in you! 

Was it your love’s mad trial to o’ertop 
Mine by this vain self-sacrifice? well, still — 

Though I should curse, I love you. I am love 
And cannot change: love’s self is at your feet! 

[ The Queen goes out. 

Con. Feel my heart; let it die against your own! 
Nor. Against my own. Explain not; let this be! 
This is life’s height. 

Con. Yours, yours, yours! 

Nor. You and I— 

Why care by what meanders we are here 
F the centre of the labyrinth? Men have died 
Trying to find this place, which we have found. 

Con. Found, found! 

Nor. Sweet, never fear what she can do! 

We are past harm now. 

Con. On the breast of God. 

I thought of men — as if you were a man. 

Tempting him with a crown! 

Nor. This must end here: 

It is too perfect. 

Con. There’s the music stopped. 

What measured heavy tread? It is one blaze 
About me and within me. 

Nor. Oh, some death 

Will run its sudden finger round this spark 
And sever us from the rest! 

Con. And so do well. 


Now the doors open, 
Nor. 


Con. 


Tis the guard comes. 


Kiss! 
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JAMES lee's wife SPEAKS AT THE WINDOW. 
I. 

Ah, Love, but a day, 

And the world has changed! 

The sun 's away. 

And the bird estranged; 

The wind has dropped. 

And the sky s deranged: 

Summer has stopped. 


II. 

Look in my eyes! 

Wilt thou change tool 
Should I fear surprise 1 
Shall I find aught new 
In the old and dear. 

In the good and true, 
With the changing! year 1 
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III. 

Thou art a man, 

But I am thy love 
For the lake, its swan, 

For the dell, its dove; 
And for thee — (oh, haste!) 

Me, to bend above, 

Me, to hold embraced. 


11 . 

BY THE FIRESIDE. 


I. 

Is all our fire of shipwreck wood, 
Oak and pinel 

Oh, for the ills half-understood, 

The dim dead woe 
Long ago 

Befallen this bitter coast of France! 
Well, poor sailors took their chance; 
I take mine. 


II. 

A ruddy shaft our fiye must shoot 
O^er the sea: 

Do sailors eye the casement — mute 
Drenched and stark, 

From their bark — 

And envy, gnash their teeth for hate 
O’ the warm safe house and happy freight 
— Thee and mel 
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111 . 

God help you, sailors, at your need! 

Spare the curse! 

For some ships, safe in port indeed, 

Rot and rust, 

Run to dust, 

All through worms i^ the wood, which crept, 
Gnawed our hearts out while we slept: 

That is worse. 


IV. 

Who lived here before us two] 

Old-world pairs. 

Did a woman ever — would I knewl — 

Watch the man 
With whom began 

Love’s voyage full-sail,— (now, gnash your teeth!) 
When planks start, open hell beneath 
Unawares] 


III. 

IN THE DOORWAY. 


I. 

The swallow has set her six young on the rail, 

And looks sea- ward: 

The water’s in stripes like a snake, olive-pale 
To the leeward, — 

On the weather-side, black, spotted white with the wind: 
“Good fortune departs, and disaster’s behind," — 
Hark, the wind with its wants and its infinite wail! 
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II. 

Our fig-tree, that leaned for the saltness, has furled 
Her five fingers, 

Each leaf like a hand opened wide to the world 
Where there lingers 

No glint of the gold, Summer sent for her sake: 

How the vines writhe in rows, each impaled on its stake! 

My heart shrivels up and my spirit shrinks curled. 

III. 

Yet here are we two; wc have love, house enough, 
With the field there, 

This house of four rooms, that field red and rough, 
Though it yield there. 

For the rabbit that robs, scarce a blade or a bent; 

If a magpie alight now, it seems an event; 

And they both will be gone at November’s rebuff. 

IV. 

But why must cold spread? but wherefore bring change 
To the spirit, 

God meant should mate his with an infinite range, 
And inherit 

His power to put life in the darkness and coldl 

Oh, live and love worthily, bear and be bold! 

Whom Summer made friends of, let Winter estrange 1 
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IV. 

ALONG THE BEACH. 


1 . 

I WILL be quiet and talk with you, 

And reason why you are wrong. 

You wanted my love — is that much truel 
And so I did love, so I do: 

What has come of it all along? 


IL 

I took you — how could 1 otherwise? 

For a world to me, and more; 

For all, love greatens and glorifies 
Till God’s a-glow, to the loving eyes, 

In what was mere earth before. 

HI. 

Yes, earth — yes, mere ignoble earth! 

Now do I mis-state, mistake? 

Do I wrong your weakness and call it worth? 
Expect all harvest, dread no dearth, 

Seal my sense up for your sake? 


IV. 

Oh, Love, Love, no. Love! not so, indeed! 

You were just weak earth, I knew: 

With much in you waste, with many a weed, 
And plenty of passions run to seed, 

But a little good grain too. 
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V. 

And such as you were, I took you for mine: 

Did not you find yours, 

To watch the olive and wait the vine, 

And wonder when rivers of oil and wine 
Would flow, as the Book assures 1 


VI. 

Well, and if none of these good things came, 
What did the failure prove! 

The man was my whole world, all the same, 

With his flowers to praise or his weeds to blame, 
And, either or both, to love. 

VII. 

Yet this turns now to a fault — there! there J 
That I do love, watch too long, 

And wait too well, and weary and wear; 

And ^tis all an old story, and my despair 
Fit subject for some new song: 

VIII. 

‘*How the light, light love, he has wings to fly 
“At suspicion of a bond: 

“My wisdpm has bidden your pleasure good-bye, 

“Which will turn up next in a laughing eye, 
“And why should you look beyond!” 
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V. 


ON THE CLIFF. 


L 

I LEANED on the turf, 

I looked at a rock 
Left diy by the surf; 

For the turf, to call it grass were to mock: 
Dead to the roots, so deep was done 
The work of the summer sun. 


II. 

And the rock lay flat 
As an anviFs face: 

No iron like that! 

Baked dry; of a weed, of a shell, no trace: 
Sunshine outside, but ice at the core, 
Death’s altar by the lone shore. 


On the turf, sprang gay 
With his films of blue, 

No cricket, Til say, 

But a warhorse, barded and chanfroned too, 
The gift of a quixote-mage to his knight. 
Real faiiy, with wings all right. 
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IV. 

On the rock, they scorch 
Like a drop of fire 
From a brandished torch, 

Fall two red fans of a butterfly: 

No turf, no rock, in their ugly stead, 
See, wonderful blue and red! 


V. 

Is it not so 

With the minds of meni 
^ The level and low, 

‘ The burnt and bare, in themselves; but then 
With such a blue and red grace, not theirs, 
Love settling unawares! 


.VI. 

READING A BOOK, UNDER THE CLIFF. 


1 . 

^‘Still ailing, Windl Wilt be appeased or nol 
“Which nee^s the other’s office, thou or II 
“Dost want to be disburthened of a woe, 

“And can, in truth, my voice untie 
“Its links, and let it go? 
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It 

**Art thou a dumb, wronged thing that would be righted, 
“Entrusting thus thy cause to me? Forbear! 

“No tongue can mend such pleadings; faith, requited 
“With falsehood, — love, at last aware 
“Of scorn, — hopes, early blighted, — 

lit 

*We have them; but I know not any tone 
“So fit as thine to falter forth a sorrow: 

“Dost think men would go mad without a moan, 

“If they knew any way to borrow 
“A pathos like thy own? 


IV, 

“Which sigh wouldst mock, of all the sighs? The one 
“So long escaping from lips starved and blue, 
“That lasts while on her pallet-bed the nun 
“Stretches her length; her foot comes through 
“The straw she shivers on; 


V. 

“You had not thought she was so tall: and spent, 
“Her shrunk lids open, her lean fingers shut 
“Close, close, their sharp and livid nails indent 
“The clammy palm; then all is mute: 

“That way, the spirit went 

VI. 

“Or wouldst thou rather that I understand 
“Thy will to help me? — like the dog I found 
“Once, pacing sad this solitary strand, 

“Who would not take my food, poor hound, 
“But whined and licked my hand.” 


Robert Browning, 21, 


4 



50 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


VII. 

All this, and more, comes from some young man’s pride 
Of power to see, — in failure and mistake, 
Relinquishment, disgrace, on every side, — 

Merely examples for his sake, 

Helps to his path untried: 

VIII. 

Instances he must — simply recognize? 

Oh, more than so! — must, with a learner’s zeal, 
Make doubly prominent, twice emphasize, 

By added touches that reveal 
The god in babe’s disguise. 

^ IX. 

Oh, he knows what defeat means, and the rest 
Himself the undefeated that shall be: 

Failure, disgrace, he flings them you to test, — 

His triumph, in eternity 
Too plainly manifest! 


X. 

Whence, judge if he learn forthwith what the wind 
Means in its moaning— by the happy prompt 
Instinctive way of youth, I mean; for kind 
Calm years, exacting their accompt 
Of pain, mature the mind: 


XI. 

And some midsummer morning, at the lull 
Jiist about daybreak, as he looks across 
A sparkling foreign country, wonderful 
To the sea’s edge for gloom and gloss, 
Next minute must annul, — 



JAMES lee’s wife 


51 


Xil. 

Then, when the wind begins among the vines, 
So low, so low, what shall it say but this? 
“Here is the change beginning, here the lines 
“Circumscribe beauty, set to bliss 
“The limit time assigns.” 


XIII. 

Nothing can be as it has been before; 

Better, so call it, only not the same. 

To draw one beauty into our hearts’ core, 

And keep it changeless! such our claim; 

So answered, — Never morel 

XIV. 

Simple? Why this is the old woe o’ the world; 

Tune, to whose rise and fall we live and die. 

Rise with it, then! Rejoice that man is hurled 
From change to change unceasingly. 

His soul’s wings never furled! 

XV. 

That’s a new question; still replies the fact. 

Nothing endures: the wind moans, saying so; 

We moan in acquiescence: there’s life’s pact. 

Perhaps probation — do I know? 

God does: endure his act! 

XVI. 

Only, for man, how bitter not to grave 

On his soul’s hands’ palms one fair good wise thing 
Just as he grasped it! For himself, death’s wave; 

While time first washes — ah, the sting! — 

O’er all he’d sink to save. 


4 
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VII. 

AMONG THE ROCKS. 


I. 

;Oh, good gigantic smile o' the brown old earth, 
i This autumn morning! How he sets his bones 
JTo bask i' the sun, and thrusts out knees and feet 
[For the ripple to run over in its mirth; 

Listening the while, where on the heap of stones 
The white breast of the sea-lark twitters sweet. 


IL 

That is the doctrine, simple, ancient, true; 

Such is life's trial, as old earth smiles and knows 
If you loved only what were worth your love, 

Love were clear gain, and w^holly well for you: 

Make the low nature better by your throes! 

Give earth yourself, go up for gain above! 


VIJI. 

BESIDE THE DRAWING-BOARD. 


I. 

“As like as a Hand to another Hand I" 
Whoever said that foolish thing, 

Could not have studied to understand 
The counsels of God in fashioning, 
Out of the infinite love of his heart, 

This Hand, whose beauty I praise, apart 
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From the world of wonder left to praise, 

If I tried to learn the other ways 
Of love, in its skill, or love, in its power. 
‘‘As like as a Hand to another Hand:" 
Who said that, never took his stand. 
Found and followed, like me, an hour, 

The beauty in this, — how free, how fine 
To fear, almost, — of the limit-line 1 
As I looked at this, and learned and drew. 
Drew and learned, and looked again, 
While fast the happy minutes flew, 

Its beauty mounted into my brain, 

And a fancy seized me; I was fain 
To efiace my work, begin anew, 

Kiss what before I only drew; 

Ay, laying the red chalk 'twixt my lips, 

With soul to help if the mere lips failed, 

I kissed all right where the drawing ailed, 
Kissed fast the grace that somehow slips 
Still from one's soulless finger-tips. 


n. 

'Tis a clay cast, the perfect thing, 

From Hand live once, dead long ago: 
Princess-like it wears the ring 

To fancy's eye, by which we know 
That here at length a master found 
His match, a proud lone soul its mate, 
As soaring genius sank to ground 
And pencil could not emulate 
The beauty in this, — how free, how fine 
To fear almostl — of the limit-line. 
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Long ago the god, like me 
The worm, learned, each in our degree: 
Looked and loved, learned and drew, 
Drew and learned and loved again, 
While fast the happy minutes flew, 

Till beauty mounted into his brain 
And on the finger which outvied 

His art he placed the ring that's there. 
Still by fancy's eye descried, 

In token of a marriage rare: 

For him on earth, his art's despair, 

For him in heaven, his soul's fit bride. 


in. 

Little girl with the poor coarse hand 
I turned from to a cold clay cast — 

I have my lesson, understand 

The worth of flesh and blood at last! 
Nothing but beauty in a Fland? 

Because he could not change the hue, 
Mend the lines and make them true 
To this which met his soul's demand, — 
Would Da Vinci turn from youl 
I hear -him laugh my woes to scorn — 
“The fool forsooth is all forlorn 
“Because the beauty, she thinks best, 
“Lived long ago or was never born, — 
“Because no beauty bears the test 
“In this rough peasant Hand! Confessed 
“‘Art is null and study void!' 

“So sayest thoul So said not I, 

“Who threw the faulty pencil by, 
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‘‘And years instead of hours employed, 
“Learning the veritable use 
“Of flesh and bone and nerve beneath 
“Lines and hue of the outer sheath, 

“If haply I might reproduce 
“One motive of the mechanism, 

“Flesh and bone and nerv'e that make 
“The poorest coarsest human hand 
“An object worthy to be scanned 
“A whole life long for their sole sake. 

“Shall earth and the cramped moment-space 
“Yield the heavenly crowning grace? 

“Now the parts and then the whole! 

“Who art thou, with stinted soul 

“And stunted body, thus to cry 

“‘I love, — shall that be life’s strait dole? 

“T must live beloved or die!’ 

“This peasant hand that spins the wool 
“And bakes the bread, why lives it on, 
“Poor and coarse with beauty gone, — 
“What use survives the beauty? Fool!” 

Go, little girl with the poor coarse hand! 

I have my lesson, shall understand* 
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IX. 


ON DECK. 


I. 

There is nothing to remember in me, 

Nothing I ever said with a grace, 

Nothing I did that you care to see, 

Nothing I was that deserves a place 
In your mind, now I leave you, set you free. 

IL 

Conceded! In turn, concede to me, 

Such things have been as a mutual flame. 

Your sours locked fast; but, love for a key, 

You might let it loose, till I grew the same 
In your eyes, as in mine you stand; strange plea! 

III. 

For then, then, what would it matter to me 
That I was the harsh, ill-favoured one] 

We both should be like as pea and pea; 

It was ever so since the world begun; 

So, let me proceed with my reverie. 


IV. 

How strange it were if you had all me. 

As I have all you in my heart and brain, 
You, whoso least word brought gloom or glee, 
Who never lifted the hand in vain 
Will hold mine yet, from over the seal 
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V. 

Strange, if a facej when you thought of me, 

Rose like your own face present now, 

With eyes as dear in their due degree, 

Much such a mouth, and as bright a brow, 

Till you saw yourself, while you cried **’Tis SheP' 


VL 

Well, you may, you must, set down to me 
Love that was life, life that was love; 

A tenure of breath at your lips’ decree, 

A passion to stand as your thoughts approve, 

A rapture to fall where your foot might be. 

VII. 

But did one touch of such love for me 
Come in a word or a look of yours, 

Whose words and looks will, circling, flee 
Round me and round while life endures, — 
Could I fancy *^As I feel, thus feels He;” 

VIIL 

Why, fade you might to a thing like me, 

And your hair grow these coarse hanks of hair, 
Your skin, this bark of a gnarled tree, — 

You might turn myself! — should I know or care, 
When I should be dead of joy, James Leel 
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f 


GOLD HAIR; 

A STORY OF PORNIC. 


I. 

Oh, the beantifal girl, too while, 

Wlio lived at Pornic, down by the sea, 
Just where the sea and the Loire unite! 

And a boasted name in Brittany 
She bore, which I will not write. 


II. 

Too white, for the flower of life is red; 

Her flesh was the soft seraphic screen 
Of a soul that is meant (her parents said) 

To just see earth, and hardly be seen, 

And blossom in heaven instead. 

IIL 

Yet earth saw one thing, one how fair! 

One grace that gre>v to its full on earth: 

Smiles might be sparse on her cheek so spare, 

And her waist want half a girdle's girth, 

But she had her great gold hair. 

IV. 

Hair, such a wonder of flix and floss, 

Freshness arid fragrance — floods of it, tool 
Gold, did I say'? Nay, gold's mere dross: 

Here, Life smiled, “Think what I meant to do!” 
And Love sighed, “Fancy, my loss!” 
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V. 

So, when she died, it w^as scarce more strange 
Than that, when some delicate evening dies, 

And you follow its spent sun*s pallid range, 

There^s a shoot of colour startles the "skies 
With sudden, violent change, — 

VL 

That, w^hile the breath was nearly to seek, 

As they j)ut the little cross to her lips, 

She changed; a spot came out on her cheek, 

A spark from her eye in mid-eclipse, 

And she broke forth, must speak 

VII. 

^‘Not my hair!” made the girl her moan — 

“All the rest is gone or to go; 

“But the last, last grace, my all, my own, 

“Let it stay in the grave, that the ghosts may know 
“Leave my poor gold hair alone 

vni. 

The passion thus vented, dead lay she; 

Her parents sobbed their w'orst on that, 

All friends joined in, nor observed degree: 

For indeed the hair was to wonder at, 

As it spread — not flowing free, 

IX. 

But curled around her brow, like a crown, 

And coiled beside her cheeks, like a cap, 

And calmed about her neck — ay, down 
To her breast, pressed flat, without a gap 
r the gold, it reached her gown. 
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X. 

All kissed that face, like a silver wedge 

'Mid the yellow wealth, nor disturbed its hair: 

E'en the priest allowed death's privilege, 

As he planted the crucifix with care 
On her breast, 'twixt edge and edge. 

XI. 

And thus was she buried, inviolate 
Of body and soul, in the very space 
By the altar; keeping saintly state 

In Pornic church, for her pride of race, 

Pure life and piteous fate. 

XII. 

And in after-time would your fresh tear fall, 

Though your mouth might twitch with a dubious smile 
As they told you of gold both robe and pall, 

How she prayed them leave it alone awhile, 

So it never was touched at all. 


XIII. 

Years flew; this legend grew at last 
The life of the lady; all she had done, 

All been, in the memories fading fast 
Of lover and friend, was summed in one 
Sentence survivors passed: 

XIV. 

To wit, she was meant for heaven, not earth; 

Had turned ^ angel before the time: 

Yet, since she was mortal, in such dearth 
Of frailty, all you could count a crime 
Was — she knew her gold hair's worth. 
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XV. 

At little pleasant Pomic church, 

It chanced, the pavement wanted repair, 

Was taken to pieces: left in the lurch, 

A certain sacred space lay bare, 

And the boys began research. 

XVI. 

*Twas the space where our sires would lay a saint, 

A benefactor, — a bishop, suppose, 

A baron with armour-adornments quaint, 

Dame with chased ring and jewelled rose, 

Things sanctity saves from taint; 

XVII. 

So we come to find them in after-days 

\Vhen the corpse is presumed to have done with gauds 
Of use to the living, in many ways: 

For the boys get pelf, and the town applauds. 

And the church deserv'es the praise.". 

XVIII. 

They grubbed with a will: and at length — 0 cor 
llumanum^ pectora cma^ and the rest! — 

They found — no gaud they were prying for, 

No ring, no rose, but — who w^ould have guessed? — 
A double Louis-d’or! 


XIX. 

Here was a case for the priest: he heard, 
Marked, inwardly digested, laid 
Finger on nose, smiled, ‘‘A little bird 
“Chirps in my ear:” then, “Bring a spade, 
“Dig deeper!" — he gave the word. 
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XX. 

And lo, when they came to the c^offin-lid, 

Or rotten planks which composed it once, 
Why, there lay the girFs skull wedged amid 
A mint of money, it served for the nonce 
To hold in its hair-heaps hid! 

XXI. 

Hid there? Why? Could the girl be wont 
(She the stainless soul) to treasure up 
Money, -earth's trash and heaven's affront? 

Had a spider found out the communion-cup. 
Was a toad in the christening-font? 

XXII. 

Truth is truth: too true it was. 

Gold! She hoarded and hugged it first, 
Longed for it, leaned o'er it, loved it — alas — 
Till the humour grew to a head and burst, 
And she cried, at the final pass, — 

XXIII. 

*‘Talk not of God, my heart is stone! 

‘‘Nor lover nor friend — be gold for both! 
“Gold I lack; and, my all, my own, 

“It shall hide in my hair. I scarce die loth 
“If they let my hair alone!" 

XXIV. 

Louis-d'ors, some six times five, 

And duly double, every piece. 

Now, do you see? With the priest to shrive, 
With parents preventing her soul's release 
By kisses that kept alive, — 
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XXV. 

With heaven^s gold gates about to ope, 

With friends* praise, gold-like, lingering still. 

An instinct had bidden the girl’s hand grope 
For gold, the true sort — “Gold in heaven, if you will; 
“But I keep earth’s too, I hope ” 

XXVI. 

Enough! The priest took the grave’s grim yield: 

The parents, they eyed that price of sin 
As if thirty pieces lay revealed 
On the place to bury strangers in, 

The hideous Potter’s Field. 

XXVII. 

But the priest bethought him: “^Milk that’s spilt’ 

“ — You know the adage! Watch and pray! 

“Saints tumble to earth with so slight a tilt! 

“It would build a new altar; that, we may!” 

And the altar therewith was built 

xxvni. 

Why I deliver this horrible verse? 

As the text of a sermon, which now I preach: 

Evil or good may be better or worse 

In the human heart, but the mixture of each 
Is a marvel and a curse. 


XXIX, 

The candid incline to surmise of late 

That the Christian faith may be false, I find; 
For our Essays-and-Reviews’ debate 
Begins to tell on the public mind, 

And Colenso’s words have weight: 



64 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


XXX. 

I still, to suppose it true, for my part, 

See reasons and reasons; this, to begin: 

^Tis the faith that launched point-blank her dart 
At the head of a lie — taught Original Sin, 

The Corruption of Man’s Heart 


THE WORST OF IF. 


1 . 

Would it were I had been false, not you! 

I that am nothing, not you that are all: 

I, never the worse for a touch or two 

On my speckled hide; not you, the pride 
Of the day, my swan, that a first fleck’s fall 
On her wonder of white must unswan, undo! 


11 . 

I had dipped in life’s struggle and, out again, 
Bore specks pf it here, there, easy to see, 
When I found my swan and the cure was plain; 

The dull turned bright as I caught your white 
On my bosom: you saved me — saved in vain 
If you ruined yourself, and all through mel 
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m. 

Yes, all through the speckled beast that I am, 

Who taught you to stoop; you gave me yourself, 
And bound your soul by the vows that damn 
Since on better thought you break, as you ought, 
Vows — words, no angel set down, some elf 
Mistook, — for an oath, an epigram 1 


IV. 

Yes, might I judge you, here were my heart, 

And a hundred its like, to treat as you pleased! 

I choose to be yours, for my proper part, 

Yours, leave or take, or mar me or make; 

If I acquiesce, why should you be teased 

With the conscience-prick and the memory-smart 1 


V. 

But what will God sayl Oh, my sweet. 

Think, and be sorry you did this thing! 

Though earth were unworthy to feel your feet, 
There’s a heaven above may deserve your love: 
Should you forfeit heaven for a snapt gold ring 
And a promise broke, were it just or meet? 


VI. 

And I to have tempted you! I, who tried 
Your soul, no doubt, till it sank! Unwise, 

I loved, and was lowly, loved and aspired, 
Loved, grieving or glad, till I made you mad, 
And you meant to have hated and despised — 
Whereas, you deceived me nor inquired! 

BtvwHtMg; IT. 5 
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vn. 

She, ruinedi Howl No heaven for her? 

Crowns to give, and none for the brow 
That looked like marble and smelt like myrrh 1 

Shall the robe be worn, and the palm-branch borne, 
And she go graceless, she graced now 
Beyond all saints, as themselves aver? 

VIIL 

Hardly! That must be understood! 

The earth is your place of penance, then; 

And w^hat will it prove 1 I desire your good, 

But, plot as I may, I can find no way 
How a blow should fall, such as falls on men. 

Nor prove too much for your womanhood. 


IX. 

It will come, I suspect, at the end of life, 

When you walk alone, and review the past; 
And I, who so long shall have done with strife, 
And journeyed my stage and earned my wage 
And retired as was right, — I am called at last 
When the devil stabs you, to lend the knife. 


X. 

He stabs for the minute of trivial ilrong. 

Nor the other hours are able to save, 

The happy, that lasted my whole life long: 

For a promise broke, not for first words spoke. 
The true, the only, that turn my grave 
To a blaze of joy and a crash of song. 
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XI. 

Witness beforehand! Off I trip 

On a safe path gay through the flowers you flung: 
My very name made great by your lip, 

And my heart a-glow with the good I know 
Of a perfect year when we both were young, 

And I tasted the angels* fellowship. 

XIL 

And witness, moreover ... Ah, but wait I 
I spy the loop whence an arrow shoots! 

It may be for yourself, when you meditate, 

That you grieve — for slain ruth, murdered truth: 
“Though falsehood escape in the end, what boots? 
“How truth would have triumphed!** — you sigh too 
late. 

xin. 

Ay, who would have triumphed like you, I say! 

Well, it is lost now; well, you must bear, 

Abide and grow fit for a better day: 

You should hardly grudge, could I be your judge! 
But hush! For you, can be no despair: 

There’s amends: *tis a secret: hope and pray! 

XIV. 

For I was true at Icaal — oh, true enough! 

And, Dear, truth is not as good as it seems! 
Commend me to conscience! Idle stuff! 

Much help is in mine, as I mope and pine, 

And skulk through day, and scowl in my dreams 
At my swan’s obtaining the crow’s rebuff. 

S" 
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XV. 

Men tell me of truth now — "False!" I cry: 

Of beauty — “A mask, friend! Look beneath!" 

We take our own method, the devil and I, 

With pleasant and fair and wise and rare: 

And the best we wish to what lives, is — death; 

Which even in wishing, perhaps we lie! 

XVI. 

Far better commit a fault and have done — 

As you, Dear! — for ever; and choose the pure, 

And look where the healing waters run, 

And strive and strain to be good again, 

And a place in the other world ensure, 

All glass and gold, with God for its sun. 

XVII. 

Misery! What shall I say or do? 

I cannot advise, or, at least, persuade: 

Most like, you are glad you deceived me— rue 
No whit of the wrong: you endured too long, 

Have done no evil and want no aid, 

Will live the old life out and chance the new. 

XVIII. 

And your sentence is written all the same, 

And I can do nothing, — pray, perhaps: 

But somehow the world pursues its game, — 

If J pray, if I curse, — for better or worse: 

And my faith is torn to a thousand scraps, 

And my heart feels ice while my words breathe flame. 
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XIX- 

Dear, I look from my hiding-place. 

Are you still so fair? Have you still the eyes? 
Be happy 1 Add but the other grace, 

Be goodl Why want what the angels vaunt t 
I knew you once; but in Paradise, 

If we meet, I will pass nor turn my face, 


DIS ALITER VISUM; 

OR, 

LE BYRON DE NOS JOURS. 


L 

Stop, let me have the truth of thatl 
Is that all true? I say, the day 
Ten years ago when bo^ of us 
Met on a morning, friends — as thus 
We meet this evening, friends or whatl — 


II. 

Did you — because I took your arm 
And sillily smiled, “A mass of brass 
‘*That sea looks, blazing underneath!” 

While up the cliff-road edged with heath, 
We took the turns nor came to harm — 
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III. 

Did you consider “Now makes twice 

“That I have seen her, walked and talked 
“With this poor pretty thoughtful thing, 
“Whose worth I weigh: she tries to sing; 
“Draws, hopes in time the eye grows nice; 

IV. 

“Reads verse and thinks she understands; 

“Loves all, at any rate, thafs great, 
“Good, beautiful; but much as we 

“Down at the bath-house love the sea, 
“Who breathe its salt and bruise its sands: 


V. 

“While . . do but follow the fishing-gull 
“That flaps and floats from wave to cave 
“There’s the sea-lover, fair my friend! 

“What then? Be patient, mark and mend 
“Had you the making of your scull 

VI. 

And did you, when we faced the church 
With spire and sad slate roof, aloof 
From human fellowship so far, 

Where a few graveyard crosses are, 

And garlands for the swallows’ perch, — 

VII. 

Did you determine, as we stepped 

O’er the lone stone fence, “Let me get 
“Her for myself, and what’s the earth 
“With all its art, verse, music, worth — 
“Compared with love, found, gained, and kept? 
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VIII. 

“Schumann's our music-maker now; . 

“Has his march-movement youth and mouthi 
“Ingres's the modem man that paints; 

“Which will lean on me, of his saints? 

“Heine for songs; for kisses, how?” 

IX. 

And did you, when we entered, reached 
The votive frigate, soft aloft 
Riding on air this hundred years, 

Safe-smiling at old hopes and fears, — 

Did you draw profit while she preached? 

X. 

Resolving, “Fools we wise men growl 
“Yes, I could easily blurt out curt 
“Some question that might find reply 

“As prompt in her stopped lips, dropped eye, 
“And rush of red to cheek and brow; 


XL 

“Thus were a match made, sure and fast, 

“'Mid the blue weed-flowers round the mound 
“Where, issuing, we shall stand and stay 
“For one more look at baths and bay, 

“Sands, sea-gulls, and the old church last — 

XIL 

“A match 'twixt me, bent, wigged and lamed, 
“Famous, however, for verse and worse, 

“Sure of the Fortieth spare Arm-chair 
“When gout and glory seat me there, 

“So, one whose love-freaks pass unblamed, — 
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xin. 

**And this young beauty, round and sound 
‘‘As a mountain-apple, youth and truth 
“With loves and doves, at all events 
“With money in the Three per Cents; 

“Whose choice of me would seem profound; — 

XIV. 

“She might take me as I take her. 

“Perfect the hour would pass, alas! 

“Climb high, love high, what matter? Still, 

“Feet, feelings, must descend the hill: 

“An hour’s perfectioft can’t recur. 

XV. 

“Then follows Paris and full time 
“For both to reason: ‘Thus with us!’ 

“She’ll sigh, ‘Thus girls give body and soul 
“‘At first word, think they gain the goal, 
“‘When ’tis the starting-place they climb! 

XVI. 

“‘My friend makes verse and gets renown; 

“‘Have they all fifty years, his peers? 

“‘He knows the world, firm, quiet and gay; 

“‘Boys will become as much one day: 

“‘They’re fools; he cheats, with beard less brown. 

XVII. 

“ ‘For boys say. Love me or I die! 

“‘He did not say, The iruih iSyjoulh 
“ ‘ / want, who am old and know too much; 

^^^Td catch youth: lend me sight and touch I 
“ Drop hearts blood where lifers wheels grate dryV 
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xvm. 

“While I should make rejoinder” — (then 
It was, no doubt, you ceased that least 
Light pressure of my arm in yours) 

“ ‘I can conceive of cheaper cures 
“Tor a yawning-fit o’er books and men. 

XIX. 

“‘What? All I am, was, and might be, 

“‘All, books taught, art brought, life’s whole strife, 
“‘Painful results since precious, just 
“‘Were fitly exchanged, in wise disgust, 

“Tor two cheeks freshened by youth and sea? 

XX. 

“‘All for a nosegayl — what came first; 

“‘With fields on flower, untried each side; 

“ ‘I rally, need my books and men, 

“‘And find a nosegay:’ drop it, then, 

“No match yet made for best or worstl” 

XXL 

That ended me. You judged the porch 
We left by, Norman; took our look 
At sea and sky; wondered so few 
Find out the place for air and view; 

Remarked the sun began to scorch; 

XXII. 

Descended, soon regained the baths, 

And then, good-bye! Years ten since then: 

Ten years! We meet: you tell me, now, 

By a window-seat for that cliff-brow, 

On carpet-stripes for those sand-paths. 
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- XXIII. 

Now I may speak; you fool, for all 

Your lore! Who made things plain in vain? 
What was the sea for? What, the grey 
Sad church, that solitary day, 

Crosses and graves and swallows’ call? 

XXIV. 

Was there nought better than to enjoy? 

No feat which, done, would make time break, 
And let us pent-up creatures through 
Into eternity, our due? 

No forcing earth teach heaven’s employ? 

XXV. 

No wise beginning, here and now. 

What cannot grow complete (earth’s feat) 

And heaven must finish, there and then? 

No tasting earth’s true food for men, 

Its sweet in sad, its sad in sweet? 

XXVI. 

No grasping at love, gaining a share 

O' the sole spark from God’s life at strife 
With death, so, sure of range above 
The limits here? For us and love, 

Failure; but, when God fails, despair. 

XXVII. 

This you call wisdom? Thus you add 
Good unto good again, in vain? 

You loved, with body worn and weak; 

I loved, with faculties to seek: 

Were both loves worthless since ill-clad? 
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xxviri. 

Let the mere star-fish in his vault 
Crawl in a wash of weed, indeed, 
Rose-jacynth to the finger-tips: 

He, whole in body and soul, outstrips 
Man, found with either in default 


XXLX. 

But what^s whole, can increase no more, 

Is dwarfed and dies, since here^s its sfihere. 
The devil laughed at you in his sleeve 1 
You knew not! That 1 well believe; 

Or you had saved tv^'O souls: nay, four. 

XXX. 

For Stephanie sprained last night her wrist, 
Ankle or something. “Pooh,*^ ciy }X)u? 

At any rate she danced, all say, 

Vilely; her vogue has had its day. 

Here cbmes my husband from his whist 
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TOO LATE. 


I. 

Here was I with my arm and heart 

And brain, all yours for a word, a want 
Put into a look — ^just a look, your part, — 

While mine, to repay it • . . vainest vaunt, 

Were the woman, that's dead, alive to hear, 

Had her lover, that's lost, love's proof to show! 
But I cannot show it; you cannot speak 

From the churchyard neither, miles removed, 
Though I feel by a pulse within my cheek, 

Which stabs and stops, that the woman I loved 
Needs help in her grave and finds none near, 

Wants warmth from the heart which sends it — sol 


II. 

Did I speak once angrily, all the drear days 
You lived, you woman I loved so well, 

Who married the other? Blame or praise, 
Where was the use then? Time would tell, 
And the end declare what man for you, 

What woman for me was the choice of God. 
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But, Edith dead! no doubting more! 

I used to sit and look at my life 
As it rippled and ran till, right before, 

A great stone stopped it: oh, the strife 
Of waves at the stone some devil threw 
In my lifers midcurrent, thwarting God! 


ni. 

But either I thought, “They may chum and chide 
“Awhile, my waves which came for their joy 
“And found this horrible stone full-tide: 

“Yet I see just a thread escape, deploy 
“Through the evening-country, silent and safe, 

“And it suffers no more till it finds the sea/' 

Or else I would think, “Perhaps some night 
“When new things happen, a meteor-ball 
“May sfip through the sky in a line of light, 

“And earth breathe hard, and landmarks fall, 

“And my waves no longer champ nor chafe, 

“Since a stone will have rolled from its place; let be!” 


IV. 

But, dead! All's done with; wait who may, 

Watch and wear and wonder who will. 

Oh, my whole life that ends to-day! 

Oh, my soul's sentence, sounding still, 

“The woman is dead, that was none of his; 

“And the man, that was none of hers, may go!” 
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There’s only the past left: worry thatl 
Wreak, like a bull, on the empty coat, 

Rage, its late wearer is laughing atl 

Tear the collar to rags, having missed his throat; 

Strike stupidly on — ‘‘This, this and this, 

“Where I would that a bosom received the blow!*^ 


V. 

I ought to have done more: once my speech, 

And once your answer, and there, the end, 

And Edith was henceforth out of reach! 

Why, men do more to deserve a friend. 

Be rid of a foe, get rich, grow wise. 

Nor, folding their arms, stare fate in the face. 
Why, better even have burst like a thief 
And borne you away to a rock for us two, 

Jn a moment’s horror, bright, bloody and brief, 
Then changed to myself again — “I slew 
“Myself in that moment; a ruffian lies 

“Somewhere: your slave, see, born in his place!” 


VI. 

What did the other dol You be judge! 

lA)ok at us, Edith! Here are we both I 
Give him his six whole years: I grudge 
None of the life with you, nay, I loathe 
Myself that I grudged his start in advance 
Of me who could overtake and pass. 



TOO LATE. 


79 


But, as if he loved you! No, not he, 

Nor anyone else in the world, 'tis plain: 

Who ever heard that another, free 
As I, young, prosperous, sound and sane, 
Poured life out, proffered it— ‘'Half a glance 
“Of those eyes of "yours and I drop the glass!” 


VIL 

Handsome, were you? 'Tis more than they held, 
More than they said; I was ^ware and watched; 
I was the ^scapegrace, this rat belled 

The cat, this fool got his whiskers scratched: 
The others? No head that was turned, no heart 
Broken, my lady, assure yourself! 

Each soon made his mind up; so and so 
Married a dancer, such and such 
Stole his friend's wife, stagnated slow, 

Or maundered, unable to do as much, 

And muttered of peace where he had no part: 
While, hid in the closet, laid on the shelf, — 


VIII. 

On the whole, you were let alone, I think! 

So, you looked to the other, who acquiesced; 
My rival, the proud man, — prize your pink 
Of poets 1 A poet he was! Tve guessed; 

He rhymed you his rubbish nobody read, 

Loved you and doved you— did not I laugh] 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 


to 

There was a prize! But we both were tried. 

Oh, heart of mine, marked broad with her mark, 
Tekel, found wanting, set aside, 

Scorned! See, I bleed these tears in the dark 
Till comfort come and the last be bled: 

He? He is tagging your epitaph. 


IX. 

If it would only come over again! 

— Time to be patient with me, and probe 
This heart till you punctured the proper vein, 
Just to learn what blood is: twitch the robe 
From that blank lay-figure y|)ur fancy draped, 
Prick the leathern heart till the — verses spirt! 
And late it was easy; late, you walked 

Where a friend might meet you; Edith’s name 
Arose to one’s lip if one laughed or talked; 

If I heard good news, you heard the same; 
When I woke, I knew that your breath escaped; 

I could bide my time, keep alive, alert. 


X. 

And alive I shall keep and long, you will see! 

I knew a man, was kicked like a dog 
From gutter to cesspool; what cared he 

So long as he picked from the filth his prog! 
He saw youth, beauty and genius die, 

And jollily lived to his hundredth year. 
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But I will live otherwise: none of such life! 

At once I begin as I mean to end. 

Go on with the world, get gold in its strife, 

Give your spouse the slip and betray your friend] 
There are two who decline, a woman and I, 

And enjoy our death in the darkness here. 


XL 

I liked that way you had with your curls 
Wound to a ball in a net behind: 

Your cheek was chaste as a quaker-girFs, 

And your mouth — there was never, to my mind, 
Such a funny raouth„ for it would not shut; 

And the dented chin too — what a chin! 

There were certain ways when you spoke, some words 
That you know you never could pronounce: 

You' were thin, however; like a bird^s 
Your hand seemed — some would say, the pounce, 
Of a scaly-footed hawk — all but! 

The world was right when it called you thin. 


XU, 

But I turn my back on the lyorld: I take 
Your hand, and kneel, and lay to my Ups. 

Bid me live, Edith! Let me slake 

Thirst at your presence! Fear no slips! 

Tis your slave shall pay, while his soul endures, 
Full due, lovers whole debt, summim juS. 

/^a^er< /A 6 
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My queen shall have high observance, planned 
Courtship made perfect, no least line 
Crossed without warrant. Tliere you stand, 
Warm too, and white too: would this wine 
Had washed all over that body of yours, 

Ere I drank it, and yojj down with it, thus! 


ABT VOGLER. 

(after he has been extemporizing upon the musical 

INSTRUMENT OF HIS INVENTION.) 


I. 

Would that the structure brave, the manifold music I 
build, 

Bidding my organ obey, calling its keys to their work, 
Claiming each slave of the sound, at a touch, as when 
Solomon willed 

Armies of angels that soar, legions of demons that lurk, 
Man, brute, reptile, fly, — alien of end and of aim, 
Adverse, each from the other heaven-high, hell-deep 
. remove^— 

.Should rush into sight at once as he named the ineffable 
•.Name, 

And pile him||i palace stJ:a%ht, to pleasure the princess 
he l^ved! v 
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. ^ n. 

Would it might tarry like his, the beautiful building of 
* mine, 

This which niy keys in a crowd pressed and impor- 
* limed to raise! 

Ah, one and all, how they helped, would dispart now 
and now combine, 

Zealous to hasten the work, heighten their master 
hLs praise! 

And one would bury his brow with a blind plunge 
down to hell, 

Burrow awhile and build, broad on the roots of things, 
'Fhcn up again swim into sight, having based me my 
palace well, 

Founded it, fearless of flame, flat on the nether springs. 

III. 

And another would mount and march, like the excellent 
minion he Was, ; 

Ay, another and yet another, one crowd but with 
many a crest, ** * ^ 

Raising my rampired walls of gold as transparent as 
glass, _ ■ ^ • 

Eager to do and die, yield each his plate' to' the 
rest: * * , 

For higher still and higher (a^ a rurmer tips with fire, ' 

When a great illumination sui^ises a festal night — 
Outlining round and roundi. Romeos dome from spaee 
to spire} ^ ' 

Up, the pinnacled glory reached, , and the pride of:^ 
ray soul was in sigtli. . ’ * 

6 ^ ^ 
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IV. 

In sight? Not half! for it seemed, it was certain, to 
match man’s birth, 

Nature in turn conceived, obeying an impulse 
as I; 

And the emulous heaven yearned down, made effort 
to reach the earth, 

As the earth had done her best, in my passion, to 
scale the sky: 

Novel splendours burst forth, grew familiar and dwelt 
with mine, 

Not a point nor peak but found and fixed its wan- 
dering star; 

Meteor-moons, balls of blaze: and they did not pale 
nor pine, 

For earth had attained to heaven, there was no more 
near nor far. 


V. 

Nay more; for there wanted not who walked in the 
glare and glow, 

Presences plain in the place; or, fresh from the Pro- 
toplast, 

Furnished for ages to come, when a kindlier wund 
should blow, 

Lured now to begin and live, in a house to their 
liking lit last; 

Or else the wonderful Dead who have passed through 
the body and gone, 

But were back once more to breathe in an old world 
worth their new: t 
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What never had been, was now; what was, as it shall 
be anon; 

And what is,— shall I say, matched bothi for I was 
made perfect too. 

VL 

All through my keys that gave their sounds to a wish 
of niy soul, 

All through my soul that praised as its wish flowed 
visibly forth, 

All through music and me! For think, had I painted 
the whole, 

Why, there it had stood, to see, nor the process so 
wonder- worth: 

Had I written the same, made verse — still, effect pro- 
ceeds from cause, 

Ye know why the forms are fair, ye hear how the 
tale is told; 

It is all triumphant art, but art in obedience to laws, 

Painter and poet are proud in the artist-list enrolled: — 


vn. 

But here is the finger of God, a flash of the will that 
can, 

Existent behind all laws, that made tliem and, lo, they 
are! 

And I know not if, save in this, sucli gift be allowed 
to man, 

That out of three sounds he frame, not a fourth 
sound, but a star. 

Consider it wtII: ea^h tone of our scale in itself is 
nought; 
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It is everywhere in the wwld — loud, soft, and all is 
said: 

Give it to me to use! I mix it with two in my thought 
And, there! Ye have heard and seen: consider and 
bow the head! 


VIII. 

Well, it is gone at last, the palace of music I reared; 
Gone! and the good tears start, the praises that come 
too slow; 

For one is assured at first, one scarce can say that he 
feared, 

That he even gave it a thought, the gone thing was 
to go. 

Never to be again! But many more of the kind 
As good, nay, better perchance: is this your comfort 
to me? 

To me, who must be saved because I cling with my mind 
To the same, same self, same love, same God: ay, 
what was, shall be. 


IX. 

Therefore to whom turn I but to thee, the ineffable 
Name? 

Builder and maker, thou, of houses not made with 
hands! 

What, .have feat of change from thee who art ever the 
same? 

Doubt that Thy power can fill the heart that Thy 
power expands? 

There shall never be one lost good! What was, shall 
live as before 



ABT VOGLER. 


87 


The evil is null, is nought, is silence implying sound ; 
What was good, shall be good, with, for evil, so much 
good more; 

On the earth the broken arcs; in the heaven, a perfect 
round. 


X. 

All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good, shall 
exist ; 

Not its semblance, but itself; no beauty, nor good, 
nor power 

Whose voice has gone forth, but each survives for the 
melodist 

When eternity affirms the conception of an hour. 

'I'he high that proved too high, the heroic for earth 
too hard. 

The passion that left the ground to lose itself in 
the sky, 

Are music sent up to God by the lover and the bard; 

Enough that he heard it once: we shall hear it by- 
and-by, 

XI. 

And what is our failure here but a triumph’s evidence 

For the fulness of the days? Have we withered or 
agonized? 

Why else was the pause prolonged but that singing 
might issue thence? 

Why rushed the discords in, but that harmony should 
be prized? 

Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to clear, 

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme of the weal 
and woe- 
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But God has a few of us whom he whispers in the ear; 
The rest may reason and welcome; 'tis we musicians 
know. 


XII. 

Well, it is earth with me; silence resumes her reign: 

I will be patient and proud, and soberly acquiesce. 
Give me the keys. 1 feel for the common chord again, 
Sliding by semitones, till I sink to the minor, — yes, 
And I blunt it into a ninth, and I stand on alien ground, 
Surveying awhile the heights I rolled from into the 
deep; 

Which, hark, I have dared and done, for my resting- 
place is found. 

The C Major of this life: so, now I tvill try to sleep. 


RABBI BEN EZRA. 


1 . 

Grow old along with me! 

The best is yet to be. 

The last of life, for which the first was made: 

Our times are in. His hand 
Who saith “A whole I planned, 

‘‘Youth shows but half; trust God: sec all, nor be 
afraid!” 
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11 . 

Not that, amassing flowers, 

Youth sighed “Which rose make ours, 

“Which lily leave and then as bett recall T’ 

Not that, admiring stars, 

It yearned “Nor Jove, nor Mars; 

“Mine be some figured flame which blends, transcends 
them all!’* 


in. 

Not for such hopes and fears 
Annulling youth’s brief years, 

Do I remonstrate: folly wide the mark! 

Rather I prize the doubt 
Low kinds exist without, 

Finished and finite clods, untroubled by a q^ark. 


IV. 

Poor vaunt of life indeed, 

Were man but formed to feed 

On joy, to soleJy seek and find and feast: 

Such feasting ended, then 
As sure an end to men; 

Irks care the crop-full bird? Frets doubt the maw- 
crammed beast? 


Rejoice we are allied 

To That which doth provide 

And not partake, effect and not receive! 

A spark disturbs our clod; 

Nearer we hold of God 

Who gives, than of His tribes that take, I must believe. 
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VI. 

Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth’s smoothness rough, 

Each sling that bids nor sit nor stand but go! 

Be our joys three-parts pain! 

Sti'ive, and hold cheap the strain; 

Learn, nor account the pang; dare, never grudge the 
throe! 


VII. 

For thence, — a paradox 
Which comforts while it mocks, — 

Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail: 

What I aspired to be, 

And was not, comforts me: 

A brute 1 might have been, but would not sink i’ the scale. 

VHI. 

What is he but a brute 
Whose flesh hath soul to suit, 

Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play? 

To man, propose this test — 

Thy body at its best, 

How far can that project thy soul on its lone wayl 

IX. 

Yet gifts should prove their use: 

I own the Past profuse 

Of power each side, perfection every turn: 

Eyes, ears took iA their dole, 

Brain treasured up the whole; 

Should not the heart beat once ‘‘How good to live and 
learn F’ 



nABBI BEN E2RA. 


91 


X. 

Not once beat ‘Traisc be 'fhine! 
see the whole design, 

who saw power, see now Love perfect too: 

Perfect I call Thy j)lan: 

^‘Thanks that I was a man! 

Maker, remake, complete, — I trust what Thou shalt 
do!” 


XI. 

For pleasant is this flesh; 

Our soul, in its rose-mesh 

Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest: 

Would we some prize might hold 
To match those manifold 

Possessions of the brute, — gain most, as we did best! 


XII. 

Let us not always say 
“Spite bf this flesh to-day 

“I strove, made head, gained ground upon the whole!'* 
As the bird wings and sings, 

Let us cry “All good things 

“Arc ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh 
helps soul!"' 


xiir. 

Therefore I summon age 

To grant youth's heritage, 

life's struggle having so far reached its term: 

'i'hence shall I pass, approved 
A man, for aye removed 

From the developed brute; a God though in the germ. 
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XIV. 

And I shall thereupon 

Take rest, ere I be gone 

Once more on my adventure brave and new; 

Fearless and unperplexed, 

When I wage battle next, 

What weapons to select, what armour to indue. 


XV. 

Youth ended, I shall try 
My gain or loss thereby; 

Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold; 

And I shall weigh the same, 

Give life its praise or blame: 

Young, all lay in dispute; I shall know, being old. 

XVI. 

For note, when evening shuts, 

A certain moment cuts 

The deed off, calls the glory from the grey. 

A whisper from the west 
Shoots — “Add this to the rest, 

“Take it and try its worth: here dies another day.” 

xvn. 

So, still within this life, 

Though lifted o'er its strife, 

Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last, 

“This rage was right i' the main, 

“That acquiescence vain: 

“The Future I may face now I have proved the 
Past” 
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XVHT. 

For more is not reserved 

To man, with soul just nerved 

To act to-morrow what he learns to-Ciay: 

Here, work enough to watch 
The Master work, and catch 

Hints of the proper craft, tricks of the tool’s true 
play. 


XIX. 

As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth, 

Toward making, than repose on aught found made! 

So, better, age, exempt 

From strife, should know, than tempt 

Further. Thou waitedst age: wait death nor be afraid! 

XX. 

Enough now, if the Right 
And Good and Infinite 

ik named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own, 
With knowledge absolute, 

Subject to no dispute 

From fools that crowded youth, nor let thee feel alone. 


XXI. 

Be there, for once and all, 

Severed great minds from small, 

Announced to each his station in the Past! 

Was I, the world arraigned, 

Were they, my soul disdained, 

Right? Let age speak the truth and give us peace at 
last I 
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XXII, 

Now^ who shall arbitrate] 

Ten men love what I hate, 

Shun what I follow, slight what I rec eive; 

Ten, who in ears and eyes 
Match me: we all surmise, 

They, this thing, and I, that: whom shall my soul believcl 

XXIII. 

Not on the vulgar mass 

Called ^Svork,'’ must sentence pass. 

Things done, that took the eye and had the price; 
O'er which, from level stand, 

The low world laid its hand, 

Found straightway to its mind, could value in a tiice: 

XXIV. 

But all, the world's coarse thumb 
And finger failed to plumb. 

So passed in making up the main account; 

All instincts immature, 

All purposes unsure, 

That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man’s 
amount: 


XXV. 

Thoughts hardly to be packed 
Into a narrow act, 

Fancies that broke through language and escaped; 

All I could never be, 

All, men ignored in me. 

This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher 
shaped. 
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XXVI. 

Ay, note that Potter’s wheel, 

That metaphor! and feel 

Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay, — 
Thou, to whom fools propound, 

Wlien the wine makes its round, 

‘^Since life fleets, all is change; the Past gone, seize 
to-day P' 


XXVII. 

Fool! All that is, at all, 

Lasts ever, past recall; 

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure: 
What entered into thee, 

Thai was, is, and shall be: 

Time’s wheel runs back or stops: Potter and clay 
endure. 


XXVIII. 

He fixed thee mid this dance 
Of plastic circumstance, 

'J'his Present, thou, forsooth, \vouldst fain arrest: 
jAlach incry just meant 
I'o give thy soul its bent, 

Try thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed. 


XXIX. 

What though the earlier grooves 

Which ran the laughing loves 

Around thy base, no longer pause and pressl 

What though, about thy rim, 

Scull-things in order grim 

Grow out, in graver mood, obey the sterner stress! 
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XXX. 

Look not thou down but up! 

To uses of a cup, 

The festal board, lamp's flash and trumpet's peal, 

The new wine's foaming flow, 

The Master's lips a-glow! 

Thou, heaven's consummate cup, what needst thou 
with earth's wheel? 

XXXI. 

But I need, now as then, 

Thee, God, who mouldest men; 

And since, not even while the whirl was worst, 

Did I, — to the wheel of life 
With shapes and colours rife, 

Bound dizzily, — mistake my end, to slake Thy thirst: 
XXXII. 

So, take and use Thy work: 

Amend what flaws may lurk, 

What strain o' the stuff*, what warpings past the aim! 
My times be in Thy hand! 

Perfect the cup as planned! 

Let age approve of youth, and death complete the same! 
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[Supposed of Famphylax the Antiochene: 

It is a parchment, of my rolls the fifth, 

Hath three skins glued together, is all Greek, 

And goeth from Epsilon down to Mu: 

Lies second in the sumamed Chosen Chest, 

Stained and conserved with juice of terebinth, 
Covered with cloth of hair, and lettered AV, 

From Xanthus, my wife^s uncle, now at peace: 

Mu and Epsilon stand for my own name, 

1 may not write it, but I make a cross 
To show I wait His coming, with the rest, 

And leave oflf here : beginneth Famphylax.] 

1 said, “If one should wet his lips with wine, 

“And slip the broadest plantain-leaf we find, 

“Or else the lappet of a linen robe, 

“Into the water-vessel , lay it right, 

“And cool his forehead just above the eyes, 

“The while a brother, kneeling either side, 

“Should chafe each hand and try to make it warm,- 
“He is not so far gone but he might speak.” 

This did not happen in the outer cave, 

Nor in the secret chamber of the rock, 

Robert Brcntming. //. 


7 
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Where, sixty days since the decree was out, 

We had him, bedded on a camebskin, 

And waited for his dying all the while; 

But in the midmost grojtto: since nooiVs light 
Reached there a little,’ and" we would not lose 
The last of what might happen on his face. 

I at the head, and Xanthus at the feet, 

With Valens and the Boy, had lifted him, 

And brought him from the chamber in the de[nhs, 
And laid him in the light where we might see: 

For certain smiles began about his mouth, 

And his lids moved, presageful of the end. 

Beyond, and half way up the mouth o* the cave, 

The Bactrian convert, having his desire, 

Kept watch, and made pretence to graze a goat 
That gave us milk, on rags of various herb, 

Plantain and quitch, the rocks’ shade keeps alive: 

So that if any thief or soldier passed, 

(Because the persecution was aware) 

Yielding the goat up promptly with his life, 

Such man might pass on, joyful at a prize, 

Nor care to pry into the cool o’ the cave. 

Outside was all noon and the burning blue. 

‘‘Here is wine,” answered Xanthus, — dropped a drop; 
I stooped and placed the lap of cloth aright, 

Then chafed his right hand, and the Boy his left:^ 

But Valens had 'bethought him, and produced 
And broke a ball of nard, and made perfume. 

Only, he did— not so much wake, as— turn 
And smile a little, as a sleeper does 



A DEATH IN THE DESERT, 


99 


If any deat one call him, touch his face — 

And smiles and loves, but will not be disturbed. 

Then Xanthus said a prayer, but still he slept: 

It is the Xanthus that escaped to Rome, 

Was burned, and could not write the clironicle. 

Then the Boy sprang up from his knees, and ran, 
Stung by the splendour of a sudden thought, 

And fetched the seventh plate of graven lead 
Out of the secret chamber, found a place, 

Pressing with finger on the deeper dints, 

And spoke, as ’twere his mouth proclaiming first, 

*T am the Resurrection and the Life.*’ 

Whereat he opened his eyes wide at once, 

And sat up of himself, and looked at us; 

And thenceforth nobody pronounced a word: 

Only, outside, the Bactrian cried his cry 
Like the lone desert-bird that wears the ruff, 

As signal we were safe, from time to time. 

I'irst he said, ^Tf a friend declared to me, 

“This my son Valens, this my other son, 

“Were James and Peter, — nay, declared as well 
‘This lad was very John, — 1 could believe! 

“ — Could, for a moment, doubtlessly believe; 

“So is myself withdrawn into iny deptlis, 

“'fhe soul retreated from the perished brain 
‘'Whence it was wont to feel and use the world 
“Through these dull members, done with long ago, 
“Yet I myself remain; I feel myself: 

“And there is nothing lost Let be, awhile!’* 

7 * 
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[This is the doctrine he was wont to teach, 

How divers persons witness in each man, 

Three souls which make up one soul; first, to wit, 

A soul of each and all the bodily parts, 

Seated therein, which works, and is what Does, 

And has the use of earth, and ends the man 
DoTOward; but, tending upward for advice, 

Grows into, and again is grown into 
By the next soul, which, seated in the brain, 

Useth the first with its collected use, 

And feeleth, thinketh, willeth, — is what Knows; 
Which, duly tending upw^ard in its turn, 

Grows into, and again is grown into 
By the last soul, that uses both the first, 

Subsisting whether they assist or no, 

And, constituting man^s self, is what Is — 

And leans upon the former, makes it play, 

As that played off the first: and, tending up, 

Holds, is upheld by, God, and ends the man 
Upward in that dread point of intercourse, 

Nor needs a place, for it returns to Him. 

What Does, what Knows, what Is; three souls, one man 
I give the glossa of Theotypas.] 

And then, “A stick, once fire from end to end; 
^‘Now, ashes save the tip that holds a spark! 

“Yet, blow the spark, it runs back, spreads itself 
“A little where the fire was: thus I urge 
“The soul that served me, till it task once more 
“Wliat ashes of my brain have kept their shape, 

“And these make effort on the last o’ the flesh, 
“Trying to taste again the truth of things — ” 

(He smiled) — “their very superficial truth; 
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that ye are my sons, that it is long 
Since James and Peter had release by death, 

**And I am only he, your brother John, 

“Who saw and heard, and could remember all. 
“Remember all! It is not much to say. 

“What if the truth broke on me from above 
“As once and oft-timesl Such might hap again: 
“Doubtlessly He might stand in presence here, 

“With head wool-white, eyes, flame, and feet like brass, 
“The sword and the seven stars, as I have seen — 

“ I who now shudder only and surmise 

“TIow did your brother bear that sight and liveP 

‘If I live yet, it is for good, more love 
“'rhrough me to men: be nought but ashes here 
“That keep awhile my semblance, who was John, — 
“Still, when they scatter, there is left on earth 
“No one alive who knew (consider this!) 

“ — Saw with his eyes and handled with his hands 
“That which was from the first, the Word of Life. 
“How will it be when none more saith T saw?’ 


“Such ever was love’s way: to rise, it stoops. 

“Since I, whom Christ’s mouth taught, was bidden teach, 
“I went, for many years, about the world, 

“Saying Tt was so; so I heard and saw,’ 

“Speaking as the case asked: and men believed. 
“Afterward came the message to myself 
“In Patmos isle; I was not bidden teach, 

“But simply listen, take a book and write, 

“Nor set down other than the given word, 

“ With nothing left to ray arbitrament 
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‘‘To choose or change: I wrote, and men believed. 
“Then, for my time grew brief, no message more, 
“No call to write again, 1 found a way, 

“And, reasoning from my knowledge, merely taught 
“Men should, for love's sake, in lo\e's strength, believe, 
“Or I would pen a letter to a friend 
“And urge the same as friend, nor less nor more: 
“Friends said I reasoned rightly, and believed. 

“But at the last, why, I seemed left alive 
“Like a sea-jelly weak on Patmos strand, 

“To tell dry sea-beach gazers how 1 fared 
“When there was mid-sea, and the mighty tlu’ngs; 
“Left to repeat, ‘I saw, I heard, J knew,' 

“And go all over the old ground again, 

“With Antichrist already in the world, 

“And many Antichrists, who answered promj)! 

“‘Am 1 not Jasper as thyself art John! 

“ ‘Nay, young, whereas through age thou mayest forget: 
“‘Wherefore, explain, or how shall we believe F 
“I never thought to call down fire on such, 

“Or, as in wonderful and early days, 

“Pick up the scorpion, tread the serpent dumb; 

“But patient stated much of the Lord’s life 
“Forgotten or misdelivered, and let it work: 

“Since much that at the first, in deed and word, 

“Lay simply and sufficiently exposed, 

“Had grown (or else my soul was grown to match, 
“Fed through such years, familiar with such light, 
“Guarded and guided still to see and speak) 

“Of new significance and fresh result; 

“What first were guessed as points, I now knew stars, 
“And named them in the Gospel I have writ. 

“For men said, ‘It is getting long ago:' 
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Where is the promi.‘»c of His coming T — asked 
'‘These young ones in their strength, as loth to wait, 
“Of me who, when their sires were born, w^as old. 

“1, for 1 levied them, answered, joyfully, 

“Since I was there, and helpful in my age; 

“And, in the main, I think such men believed. 
“Finally, thus endeavouring, 1 fell sick, 

“Ye brought me here, and I supposed the end, 

“And went to sleep with one thought that, at least, 
“Thoiigli the whole earth should lie in wickedness, ~ 
“We had the truth, might leave the rest to God. 

“Yet now I wake in such decrepitude 
“As I had slidden down and fallen afar, 

“Past even the presence of my former self, 

“Grasping the while for stay at facts which snap, 

“'Fill I am found away from my own world, 

“Feeling for fool-hold through a blank profound, 
“Along with unborn people in strange lands, 

“Who say — 1 hear said or conceive tliey say — 

“‘Was John at all, and did he say he sawl 
“‘Assure us, ere we ask what he might seel’ 

“And how shall I assure them? Can they share 
“ — I'hey, wlio have flesh, a veil of youth and strength 
“About each spirit, that needs must bide its time, 
“Living and learning still as years assist 
“Which wear the thickness thin, and let man see — 
“With me who hardly am withheld at all, 

“But shudderingly, scarce a shred between, 

“Lie bare to the universal prick of light? 

“Is it for nothing we grow old and weak, 

“We whom God loves? When pain ends, gain ends too. 
“To me, that story — ay, that Life and Death 
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‘‘Of which I wrote ‘it was^ — to me, it is; 

“ — Is, here and now; I apprehend nought else. 

“Is not God now i' the world His power first madcl 
“Is not His love at issue still with sin, 

“Visibly wh^ a wTong is done on earth? 

“Love, wrong, and pain, what see I else around? 

“Yea, and the Resurrection and Uprise 

“To the right hand of the throne — what is it beside, 

“When such truth, breaking bounds, o’erfloods my soul, 

“And, as I saw the sin and death, even so 

“See I the need yet transiency of both, 

“The good and glory consummated thence? 

“I saw the power; I see the Love, once weak, 
“Resume the Power: and in this word T see,* 

“Lo, there is recognized the Spirit of both 
“That moving o*er the spirit of man, unblinds 
“His eye and bids him look. These are, 1 see; 

“But ye, the children, His beloved ones too, 

“Ye need, — as I should use an optic glass 
“I wondered at erewhile, somewhere i* the world, 

“It had been given a crafty smith to make; 

“A tube, he turned on objects brought too close, 

“Lying confusedly insubordinate 

“For the unassisted eye to master once: 

“Look through his tube, at distance now they lay, 
“Become succinct, distinct, so small, so clear! 

“Just thus, ye needs must apprehend what truth 
“T see, reduced to plain historic fact, 

“Diminished into clearness, proved a point 
“And far away: ye would withdraw your sense 
“From out eternity, strain it upon time, 

“Then stand before that fact, that Life and Death, 
“Stay there at gaze, till it dispart, dispread, 
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though a star should open out, all sides, 

^^Grow the world on you, as it is my world. 

^‘For life, with all it yields of jo} and woe, 

‘‘And hope and fear, — believe the aged friend, — 

“Is just our chance o^ the prize of learning love, 
“How love might be, hath been indeed, and is; 

“And that we hold thenceforth to the uttermost 
“Such prize despite the envy of the world, 

“And, having gained truth, keep truth: that is all. 
“But see the double way wherein we are led, 

“How the soul learns diversely from the flesh! 

“With flesh, that hath so little time to stay, 

“And yields mere basement for the soul's emprise, 
“Expect prompt teaching. Helpful was the light, 
“And warmth was cherishing and food was choice 
“I'o every man^s flesh, thousand years ago, 

“As now to yours and mine; the body sprang 
“At once to the height, and stayed: but the soul, — no! 
“Since sages who, this noontide, meditate 
“In Rome or Athens, may descry some point 
“Of the eternal power, hid yestereve; 

“And as thereby the power’s whole mass extends 
“So much extends the sether floating o'er 
“The love that tops the might, the Christ in God. 
“Then, as new lessons shall be learned in these 
“Till earth's work stop and useless time run out, 

“So duly, daily, needs provision be 
“For keeping the soul’s prowess possible, 

“Building new barriers as the old decay, 

“Saving us from evasion of life’s proof, 

“Putting the question ever, ‘Does God love, 

“‘And will ye hold that truth against the world! ’ 
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“Ye know there needs no second proof with good 
“Gained for our flesh from any eailhly source: 

“\Ye might go freezing, ages, — give us fire, 
“Thereafter we judge fire at its full worth, 

“And guard it safe through every chance, ye know! 
“That fable of Prometheus and his theft, 

“How mortals gained Jove’s fiery flower, grows old 
“(I have been used to hear the pagans own) 

“And out of mindj but fire, howe’er its birth, 

“Here is it, precious to the sophist now 
“ Who laughs the myth of -/Eschyliis to scorn, 

“As ‘precious to those satyrs of his play, 

“Who* touched it in gay wonder at the thing. 

“While were it so with the soul, — this gift of truth 
“Once grasped, were this our soul’s gain safe, and sure 
“To prosper as the body’s gain is wont, — 
“Why;^man’s probation would conclude, his earth 
“Crumble; for he both reasons and decides, 

“Weighs first, then chooses: will he give up fire 
“For gold or purple once he knows its ^vorth? 

“Could he give Christ up were His worth as plain? 
“Therefore, I say, to test man, the proofs shift, 

“Nor may he grasp that fact like other fact, 

“And straightway in his life acknowledge it, 

“As, say, the indubitable bliss of fire. 

“Sigh ye, Tt had been easier once than now?’ 

“To give you answer I am left alive; 

“Look at me who was present from the first! 

“Ye know what things I saw; then came a test, 

“My first, befitting me who so had seen: 

“‘Forsake the Christ thou sawest transfigured, Him 
“‘Who trod the sea and brought the dead to life? 

“ ‘ What should wring this from thee!’ — ye laugh and Ubk. 
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‘^Wliat wrung it? Even a torchlight and a noise, 
“The sudden Roman faces, violent hands, 

“And fear of what the Jews might do! Just that, 
“And it is written, T forsook and fled:’ 

“There was my trial, and ic ended thus. 

“Ay, but my soul had gained its truth, could grow: 
“Another year or two, — what little child, 

“What tender woman that had seen no least 
“Of all my sights, but barely heard them told, 

“Who did not clasp the cross with a light laugh, 

“Or wrap the burning robe round, thanking God? 
“Well, was truth safe for ever, then? Not so. 
“Already had begun the silent work 
“Whereby truth, deadened of its absolute blaze, 
“Might need love’s eye to pierce the o’erstretched doubt; 
“Teachers were busy, whispering ‘All is true 
“‘As the aged ones report; but youth can reacli 
“‘Where age gropes dimly, weak with stir and strain, 
“‘And the full doctrine slumbers till to-day.’ 

“Thus, what the Roman’s lowered spear w^as found, 
“A bar to me w^ho touched and handled truth, 

“Now proved the glozing of some new shrewd tongue, 
“This Ebion, this Cerinthus or their mates, 

“Till imminent was the outcry ‘Save our Christ!’ 
“Whereon I stated much of the Lord’s life 
“Forgotten or misdelivered, and let it work. 

“Such work done, as it will be, w^hat comes next? 
“What do I hear say, or conceive men say, 

“‘Was John at all, and did he say he saw? 

“‘Assure us, ere we ask what he might seeT 

“Is this indeed a burthen for late days, 

'‘And may I help to bear it with you alb 
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Using my weakness which becomes your strength] 
“For if a babe were born inside this grot, 

“Grew to a boy here, heard us praise the sun, 

“Yet had but yon sole glimmer in light^s place, — 
“One loving him and wishful he should learn, 

“Would much rejoice himself was blinded first 
“Month by month here, so made to understand 
“How eyes, born darkling, apprehend amiss: 

“I think I could explain to such a child 

“There was more glow outside than gleams he caught, 

“Ay, nor need urge T saw it, so believe!^ 

“It is a heavy burthen you shall bear 

“In latter days, new lands, or old grown strange, 

“Left without me, which must be very soon. 

“What is the doubt, my brothers? Quick with it! 

“I see you stand conversing, each new face, 

“Either in fields, of yellow summer eves, 

“On islets yet unnamed amid the sea; 

“Or pace for shelter 'neath a portico 
“Out of the crowd in some enormous town 
“Where now the larks sing in a solitude; 

“Or muse upon blank heaps of stone and sand 
“Idly conjectured to be Ephesus: 

“And no one asks his fellow any more 
“‘Where is the promise of His coming?' but 
“‘Was He revealed in any of His lives, 

“‘As Power, as Love, as Influencing Soul?' 

“Quick, for time presses, tell the whole mind out, 
“And let us ask 'and answer and be saved! 

“My book speaks on, because it cannot pass; 

“One listens quietly, nor scoffs but pleads 
“‘Here is a tale of things done ages since; 
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<<^What truth was ever told the second day? 
“^Wonders, that would prove doctrine, go for nought. 

^Remains the doctrine, love; well, we must love, 
“^And what we love most, power and love in one, 
“‘Let us acknowledge on the record here, 

“‘Accepting these in Christ: must Christ then be? 
“‘Has He beenl Did not we ourselves make Him? 
“‘Our mind receives but what it holds, no more. 
“‘First of the love, then; we acknowledge Christ — 
“‘A proof we comprehend His love, a proof 
“‘We had such love already in ourselves, 

‘‘ ‘Knew first what else we should not recognise. 

“ ‘^Tis mere projection from man^s inmost mind, 
“‘And, what he loves, thus falls reflected back, 
“‘Becomes accounted somewhat out of him; 

“‘He throws it up in air, it drops down earth^s, 
“‘With shape, name, story added, man’s old way. 
“‘How prove you Christ came otherwise at least? 
“‘Next try the power: He made and rules the world: 
‘“Certes there is a world once made, now ruled, 
‘“Unless things have been ever as we see. 

“‘Our sires declared a charioteer’s yoked steeds 
‘“Brought the sun up the east and down the west, 
“‘Which only of itself now rises, sets, 

“‘As if a hand impelled it and a will, — 

“ ‘Thus they long thought, they who had will and hands: 
“‘But the new question’s whisper is distinct, 
“‘VVherefore must all force needs be like ourselves? 
“‘We have the hands, the will; what made and drives 
“‘The sun is force, is law, is named, not known, 
‘“While will and love we do know; marks of these, 
“‘Eye-witnesses attest, so books declare — 

‘“As that, to punish or reward our race, 
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*^‘The sun at undue times arose or set 
‘^^Or else stood still: what do not men affirm? 

‘But earth requires as urgently reward 
‘“Or punishment to-day as years ago, 

“‘And none expects the sun will interpose: 
“‘Therefore it was mere passion and mistake, 

“‘Or erring zeal for right, which clianged the truth. 
“‘Go back, far, farther, to the birth of things; 

“‘Ever the will, the intelligence, the love, 

‘“Man’s! — which he gives, supposing he but finds, 
“‘As late he gave head, body, hands and feet, 

“‘To help these in what forms he called his gods. 
“‘First, Jove’s brow, Juno’s eyes were swept away, 
“‘But Jove’s wrath, Juno’s pride continued long; 

“‘As last, will, power, and love discarded these, 

“‘So law in turn discards power, love, and will. 
“‘What proveth God is otherwise at least? 

“‘All else, projection from the mind of man!’ 

“Nay, do not give me wine, for 1 am strong, 

“But place my gospel where I put my hands. 

“I say that man was made to grow, not stop; 

“That help, he needed once, and needs no more, 
“Having grown but an inch by, is withdrawn: 

“For he hath new needs, and new helps to these. 
“This imports solely, man should mount on each 
“New height in view; the help whereby he mounts, 
“The ladder-rung his foot has left, may fall, 

“Since all things suffer change save God the Truth. 
“Man apprehends Him newly at each stage 
“Whereat earth’s ladder drops, its service done; 

“And nothing shall prove b?vdce what once was proved. 
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‘‘You stick a garden-plot with Ordered twigs 
“To show inside lie germs of herbs unborn, 

“And check the careless step would spoil their birth; 
“But when herbs wave, the guardian twigs may go, 
“Since should ye doubt of virtues, question kinds, 

“It is no longer for old twigs ye look, 

“Which proved once underneath lay store of seed, 
“But to the herb’s self, by what light ye boast, 

“For what fruit’s signs are. This book’s fruit is plain, 
“Nor miracles need prove it any more. 

“Doth the fruit show? Then miracles bade ’ware 
“At first of root and stem, saved both till now 
“From trampling ox, rough boar and wanton goat. 
“What? Was man made a wheel work to wind up, 
“And be discharged, and straight wound up anew? 
“No! — grown, his growth lasts; taught, he ne’er forgets: 
“May learn a thousand things, not twice the same. 

“This might be^pagan teaching: now hear mine. 

“I say, that as the babe, you feed awhile, 

“Becomes a boy and fit to feed himself, 

‘ So, minds at first must be spoon-fed with truth: 
“When they can cat, babe’s nurture is withdrawn. 

“I fed the babe whether it would or no: 

“I bid the boy or feed himself or starve. 

“I cried once, ‘That ye may believe in Christ, 
“‘Behold this blind man sliall receive his sightl’ 

“I cry now, ‘Urgest thou,ybr 1 am shrewd 
“ ^ And smile al stories how Johnls word could cure — 

“ ^Repeat that miracle and lake my faith 
“I say, that miracle was duly wrought 
“When, save for it, no faith was possible. 
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Whether a change were wrought i* the shows o’ the 
world, 

‘^Whether the change came from our minds which se( 
‘‘Of shows o’ the world so much as and no more 
“Than God wills for His purpose, — (what do I 
“See now, suppose you, there where you see rock 
“Round us?) — I know not; such was the effect, 

“So faith grew, making void more miracles 
“Because too much: they would compel, not help. 

“I say, the acknowledgment of God in Christ 
“Accepted by thy reason, solves for thee 
“All questions in the earth and out of it, 

“And has so far advanced thee to be wise. 

“Wouldst thou unprove this to re-prove the proved? 
“In life’s mere minute, with power to use That proof, 
“Leave knowledge and revert to how it sprung? 
“Thou hast it; use it and forthwith, or die! 

“For I say, this is death and the sole death, 

“When a man’s loss comes to him from his gain, 
“Darkness from light, from knowledge ignorance, 
“And lack of love from love made manifest; 

“A lamp’s death when, replete with oil, it chokes; 

“A stomach’s when, surcharged with food, it starves. 
“With ignorance was surety of a cure, 

“When man, appalled at nature, questioned first 
“‘What if there lurk a might behind this might?’ 

“He needed satisfaction God could give, 

“And did givp, as ye have the written word: 

“But when he finds might still redouble might, 

“Yet asks, ‘Since all is might, what use of will?’ 
“—Will, the one source of might, — he being man 
“With a man^s will and a man’s might, to teach 



A DEATH IN THE DESERT. 


113 


little how the two combine in large, — 

‘‘That man has turned round on himself and stands, 
“Which in the course of nature is, to die. 

“And when man questioned, ‘What if there be love 
“‘Behind the will and might, as real as they?' — 

“He needed satisfaction God could give, 

“And did give, as ye have the written word: 

“But when, beholding that love everywhere, 

“He reasons, ‘Since such love is everjnvhere, 

“‘And since ourselves can love and would be loved, 
“‘We ourselves make the love, and Christ was not/— 
“How shall ye help this man who knows himself, 
“That he must love and w'ould be loved again, 

“Yet, owning his own love that proveth Christ, 
“Rejecteth Christ through very need of Him ? 

“The lamp o’erswims with oil, the stomach flags 
“Loaded with nurture, and that man^s soul dies. 

“If he rejoin, ‘But this was all the while 
“‘A trick; the fault was, first of all, in thee, 

“‘Thy story of the places, names and dates, 
“‘Where, when and how the ultimate truth had rise, 
— Thy prior truth, at last discovered none, 

“ ‘ Whence now the second suffers detriment. 

“‘What good of giving knowledge if, because 
“‘O' the manner of the gift, its profit fail? 

“‘And why refuse what modicum of help 
“‘Had stopped the after-doubt, impossible 
‘“r the face of truth — truth absolute, uniform? 
“‘Why must I hit of this and miss of that, 
“‘Distinguish just as I be weak or strong, 

“ ‘And not ask of thee and have answer prompt, 

Robert Browning, J I. 8 
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this once, was it not oncel — then and now 
‘‘‘And evermore, plain truth from man to man. 

“‘Is John’s procedure just the heathen bard’s? 

“‘Put question of his famous play again 

“‘How for the ephemerals’ sake, Jove’s lire was filched, 

“‘And carried in a cane and brought to earth: 

fact is in the fable ^ cry the wise, 

“ ‘ Mortals obtained the boon , so much is fact^ 

“ ‘ Though fire be spirit and produced on earth, 

“‘As with the Titan’s, so now with thy tale: 

“‘Why breed in us perplexity, mistake, 

“ ‘Nor tell the whole truth in the proper words'?’ 

“I answer, Have ye yet to argue out 
“The very primal thesis, plainest law, 

“ — Man is not God but hath God’s end to serve, 

“A master to obey, a course to take, 

“Somewhat to cast off, somewhat to become? 

“Grant this, then man must pass from old to new, 
“From vain to real, from mistake to fact, 

“From what once seemed good, to what now proves 
best. 

“How could man |iave progression otherwise? 

“Before the point was mooted ‘What is God?’ 

“No savage man inquired ‘What am myself?’ 

“Much less replied, ‘First, last, and best of things.’ 
“Man takes that title now if he believes 
“Might can exist with neither will nor love, 

“In God’s case — wfisit he names now Nature’s Law — 
“While in himself he recognises love 
“No less than might and will: and rightly takes. 
“Since if man prove the sole existent thing 
“Where these combine, whatever their degree, 
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"However weak the might or will .or love, 

"So they be found there, put in evidence, — 

"He is as surely higher in the scale 
"Than any might with neither love nor will, 

"As life, apparent in the poorest midge, 

"(When the faint dust-speck flits, ye guess its wing) 
"Is marvellous beyond dead Allas' self— 

"Given to the nobler midge for resting-place I 
"Thus, man proves best and highest — God, in fine, 
"And thus the victory leads but to defeat, 

"The gain to loss, best rise to the worst fall, 

"His life becomes impossible, which is death. 

"But if, appealing thence, he cower, avouch 
"He is mere man, and in humility 
"Neither may know God nor mistake himself; 

"1 point to the immediate consequence 
"And say, by such confession straight he falls 
"Into man's place, a thing nor God nor beast, 
"Made to know that he can know and not more: 
"Lower than God who knows all and can all, 
“Higher than beasts which know and can so far 
"As each beasfs limit, perfect to^a-H end, 

"Nor conscious that they know, nor craving more; 
"While man knows partly but conceives beside, 
"Creeps ever on from fancies to the fact, 

"And in this striving, this converting air 
"Into a solid he may grasp and use, 

"Finds progress, man's distinctive mark alone, 

"Not God's, and not the beasts': God is, they arc, 
"Man partly is and wholly hopes to be. 

"Such progress could no more attend his soul 
"Were all it struggles after found at first 
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‘‘And guesses changed to knowledge absolute, 

“Than motion wait his body, were all else 
“Than it the solid earth on every side, 

“Where now through space he moves from rest to rest 
“Man, therefore, thus conditioned, must expect 
“He could not, what he knows now, know at first ^ 
“What he considers that he knows to-day, 

“Come but to-morrow, he will find misknown; 
“Getting increase of knowledge, since he learns 
“Because he lives, which is to be a man, 

“Set to instruct himself by his past self: 

“First, like the brute, obliged by facts to learn, 

“Next, as man may, obliged by his own mind, 

“Bent, habit, nature, knowledge turned to law. 

“God’s gift was that man should conceive of truth 
“And yearn to gain it, catching at mistake, 

“As midway help till he reach fact indeed. 

“The statuary ere he mould a shape 
“Boasts a like gift, the shape’s idea, and next 
“The aspiration to produce the same; 

“So, taking clay, he calls his shape thereout, 

“Cries ever ‘Now I have the thing I see:’ 

“Yet all the while goes changing what was wrought, 
“From falsehood like the truth, to truth itself. 

“How were it had he cried ‘I see no face, 

‘“No breast, no feet i’ the ineffectual clayF 
“Rather commend him that he clapped his hands, 
“And laughed ‘It is my shape and lives again!” 
“Enjoyed the falsehood, touched it on to truth, 

“Until yourselves applaud the flesh indeed 
“In what is still flesh-imitating clay. 

“Right in you, right in him, such way be man’s 1 
“God only makes the live shape at a jet 
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ye renounce this pact of creatureship? 

^*The pattern on the Mount subsists no more, 

Seemed awhile, then returned to nothingness; 

^‘But copies, Moses strove to make thereby, 

‘‘Serve still and are replaced as time requires: 

“By these, make newest vessels, reach the type! 

“If ye demur, this judgment on your head, 

“Never to reach the ultimate, angels’ law, 

“Indulging every instinct of the soul 

“There where law, life, joy, impulse are one thing! 

“Such is the burthen of the latest time. 

“1 have survived to hear it with my ears, 

“Answer it with my lips: does this suffice? 

“For if there be a further woe than such, 

“Wherein my brothers struggling need a hand, 

“So long as any pulse is left in mine, 

“May I be absent even longer yet, 

“Plucking the blind ones back from the abyss, 
“Though I should tarry a new hundred years I” 

But he was dead: *twas about noon, the day 
Somewliat declining: we five buried him 
That eve, and then, dividing, went five ways. 

And I, disguised, returned to Ephesus. 

By this, the cave’s mouth must be filled with sand. 
Valens is lost, I know not of his trace; 

The Bactrian was but a wild childish man, 

And could not write nor speak, but only loved; 

So, lest the memory of this go quite. 

Seeing that I to-morrow fight the beasts, 

I tell the same to PhaBas, whom believe! 
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For many look again to find that face, 

Beloved John^s to whom I ministered, 
Somewhere in life about the world; they err: 
Either mistaking what was darkly spoke 
At ending of his book, as he relates, 

Or misconceiving somewhat of this speech 
Scattered from mouth to mouth, as I suppose. 
Believe ye will not see him any more 
About the world with his divine regard! 

For all was as I say, and now the man 
Lies as he lay once, breast to breast with God. 


[Cerinthus read and mused; one added this: 

“If Christ, as thou affirmest, be of men 

“Mere man, the first and best but nothing more, — 

“Account Him, for reward of what He. was, 

“Now and for ever, wretchedest of all. 

“For see; Himself conceived of life as love, 
“Conceived of love as what must enter in, 

“Fill up, make one with His each soul He loved; 
“Thus much for man^s joy, all men's joy for Him, 
“Well, He is gone, thou sayest, to fit reward. 

“But by this tirhe are many souls set free, 

“And very many still retained alive: 

“Nay, should His coming be delayed awhile, 

“Say, ten years longer (twelve years, some compute) 
“See if, for every finger of thy hands, 

“There be not found, that day the world shall end, 
“Hundreds of souls, each holding by Christ's word 
“That He will grow incorporate with all, 

“With me as Pamphylax, with him as John, 
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Groom for each bride! Can a mere man do thisi 
“Yet Christ saith, this He lived and died to do. 
“Call Christ, then, the illimitable God, 

“Or lost!” 


But 'twas Cerinthus that is lost] 


I 


CAIJBAN Ul^ON SETEBOS; 

OR» 

KAI'URAL THEOLOGY IN THE ISLAND. 


[^VV'iLL Sprawl, now that the heat of day is best, 
Flat on his belly in the pits much mire, 

With elbows wide, fists clenched to prop his chin; 
And, while he kicks both feet in the cool slush, 
And feels about his spine small eft-things course, 
Run in and out each arm, and make him laugh; 
And while above his head a pompion-plant, 
Coating the cave-top as a brow its eye, 

Creeps down to touch and tickle hair and beard, 
And now a flower drops with a bee inside, 

And now a fruit to snap at, catch and crunch, — 
He looks out o^er yon sea which sunbeams cross 
And recross till they weave a spider-web, 

(Meshes of fire, some great fish breaks at times) 
And talks to his own self, howe’er he please, 
Touching that other, whom his dam called God 
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Because to talk about Him, vexes — ha, 

Could He but know! and time to vex is now, 

When talk is safer than in winter-time. 

Moreover Prosper and Miranda sleep 
In confidence he drudges at their task, 

And it is good to cheat the pair, and gibe, 

Letting the rank tongue blossom into speech.] 

Setebos, Setebos, and Setebos! 

'Thinketh, He dwelleth i' the cold o' the moon. 

Thinketh He made it, with the sun to match, 

But not the stars; the stars came otherwise; 

Only made clouds, winds, meteors, such as that: 

Also this isle, what lives and grows thereon, 

And snaky sea which rounds and ends the same. 

'Thinketh , it came of being ill at ease : 

He hated that He cannot change His cold, 

Nor cure its ache. 'Hath spied an icy fish 
lliat longed to 'scape the rock-stream where she lived, 
And thaw herself within the lukewarm brine 
O' the lazy sea her stream thrusts far amid, 

A crystal spike 'twixt two warm walls of wave; 

Only she ever sickened, found repulse 
At the other kind of water, not her life, 

(Green-dense and dim-delicious, bred o' the sun) 
Flounced back from bliss she was not born to breathe, 
And in her old botinds buried her despair, 

Hating and loving warmth alike: so He. 

Thinketh, He made thereat the sun, this isle, 

Trees and the fowls here, beast and creeping thing. 
Yon otter, sleek-wet, black, lithe as a leech; 
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Yon auk, one fire-eye in a ball of foam, 

That floats and feeds; a certain badger brown 
He liath watched hunt with that slant white-wedge eye 
By moonlight; and the pie with the long tongue 
That pricks deep into oakwarts for a worm, 

And say^ a plain word when she finds her prize, 

Eul will not eat the ants; the ants themselves 
That build a wall of seeds and settled stalks 
About their hole — He made all these and more, 

Made all we see, and us, in spite; how else? 

He could not. Himself, make a second self 
To be His mate; as well have made Himself, 

He would not make what he mislikes or slights. 

An eyesore to Him, or not worth His pains; 

But did, in envy, listlessness or sport, 

Make what Himself would fain, in a manner, be — 
Weaker in most points, stronger in a few, 

Worthy, and yet mere playthings all the while, 

Things He admires and mocks too, — that is it. 
Because, so brave, so better though they be. 

It nothing skills if He begin to plague. 

Look now, i melt a gourd-fruit into mash. 

Add honeycomb and pods, I have perceived, 

Which bite like finches when tliey bill and kiss, — 
Then, when froth rises bladdery, drink up all. 

Quick, quick, till maggots scamper through my brain; 
And throw me on my back i’ the seeded thyme, 

And wanton, wishing I were born a bird. 

Put case, unable to be what I wish, 

I yet could make a live bird out of clay; 

Would not I take clay, pinch my Caliban 
Able to fly? — for, there, see, he hath wings, 

And great comb like the hoopoe's to admire, 
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And there, a sting to do his foes offence, 

There, and I will that he begin to live, 

Fly to yon rock-top, nip me off the horns 
Of grigs high up that make the merry din, 

Saucy through their veined wings, and mind me not. 
In which feat, if his leg snapped, brittle clay, 

And he lay stupid-like, — why, I should laugh; 

And if he, spying me, should fall to weep, 

Beseech me to be good, repair his wrong, 

Bid his poor leg smart less or grow again, — 

Well, as the chance were, this might take or else 
Not take my fancy; I might hear his cry, 

And give the manikin three legs for one, 

Or pluck the other off, leave him like an egg, 

And lessoned he was mine and merely clay. 

Were this no pleasure, lying in the thyme, 

Drinking the mash, with brain become alive, 

Making and marring clay at will? So He. 

Thinketh, such shows nor right nor wrong in Him, 
Nor kind, nor cruel: He is strong and Lord. 

'Am strong myself compared to yonder crabs 
That march now from the mountain to the sea; 

'Let twenty pass, and stone the twenty-first. 

Loving not, hating not, just choosing so. 

'Say, the first straggler that boasts purple spots 
Shall join the file, one pincer twisted off; 

^Say, This bruised ^fellow shall receive a worm, 

And two worms he whose nippers end in red; 

As it likes me each time, I do: so He. 

Well then, 'supposeth He is good i' the main, 
Placable if His mind and ways were guessed, 
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But rougher than His handiwork, be sure! 

Oh, He hath made things worthier than Himself, 

And envieth that, so helped, such things do more 
Than He who made them! What consoles but thisi 
That they, unless through Him, do nought at all, 

And must submit: what other use in things? 

'Hath cut a pipe of pithless elder-joint 
That, blown through, gives exact the scream 0^ the jay 
When from her wing you twitch the feathers blue: 
Sound this, and little birds that hate the jay 
Flock within stone’s throw, glad their foe is hurt: 

Put case such pipe could prattle and boast forsooth 
“I catch the birds, I am the crafty thing, 

‘T make the cry my maker cannot make 
‘^With his great round mouth; he must blow through 
mine!” 

Would not I smash it with my foot? So He. 

But wherefore rough, why cold and ill at ease? 

Aha, that is a question! Ask, for that. 

What knows, — the something over Setebos 
'Phat made Him, or He, may be, found and fought, 
Worsted, drove off and did to nothing, perchance. 
'Fhere may be something quiet o’er His head, 

Out of His reach, that feels nor joy nor grief, 

Since both derive from weakness in some way. 

I joy because the quails come; would not joy 
Could I bring quails here when I have a mind: 

This Quiet, all it hath a mind to, doth. 

’Esteemeth stars the outposts of its coucli, 

But never spends much thought nor care that way. 

It may look up, work up, — the worse for those 
It works on! 'Careth but for Setebos 
The many-handed as a cuttle-fish, 
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Who, making Himself feared through what He does, 
Looks up, first, and perceives he cannot soar 
To what is quiet and hath happy life; 

Next looks down here, and out of very spite 
Makes this a bauble-world to ape yon real, 

These good things to match those as hips do grapes. 
'Tis solace making baubles, ay, and sport. 

Himself peeped late, eyed Prosper at his books 
Careless and lofty, lord now of the isle: 

Vexed, 'stitched a book of broad leaves, arrow-shaped, 
Wrote thereon, he knows what, prodigious words; 

Has peeled a wand and called it by a name; 

Weareth at whiles for an enchanter's robe 
The eyed skin of a supple oncelot; 

And hath an ounce sleeker than youngling mole, 

A four-legged serpent he makes cower and couch, 
Now snarl, now hold its breath and mind his eye, 
And saith she is Miranda and my wife: 

'Keeps for his Ariel a tall pouch-bill crane 
He bids go wade for fish and straight disgorge; 

Also a sea-beast, lumpish, which he snared, 

Blinded the eyes of, and brought somewhat tame. 

And split its toe-webs, and now pens the drudge 
In a hole o' the rock and calls him Caliban; 

A bitter heart that bides its time and bites. 

'Plays thus at being Prosper in a way, 

Taketh his mirth with make-believes: so He. 

His dam held that the Quiet made all things 
Which Setebos vexed only: 'holds not so. 

Who made them weak, meant weakness He might vex. 
Had He meant other, while His hand was in, 

Why not make horny eyes no thorn could prick, 
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Or plate my scalp with bone against the snow, 

Or overscale my flesh 'neath joint and joint, 

Like an ore’s armour? Ay, — so spoil His sport! 

He is the One now: only He doth all. 

’Saith, He may like, perchance, what profits Him. 

Ay, himself loves what does him good; but why? 

’Gets good no otherwise. This blinded beast 
Loves whoso places flesh-meat on his nose, 

But, had he eyes, would want no help, but hate 
Or love, just as it liked him: He hath eyes. 

Also it pleaseth Setebos to work, 

Use all His hands, and exercise much craft, 

By no means for the love of what is worked. 

’Tasteth, himself, no finer good f the world 
When all goes right, in this safe summer-time, 

And he wants little, hungers, aches not much, 

Than trying what to do with wit and strength. 

’Falls to make something: ’piled yon pile of turfs, 

And squared and stuck there squares'of soft white chalk 
And, with a fish-tooth, scratched a moon on each, 
And set up endwise certain spikes of tree, 

And crowned the whole with a sloth’s skull a-top, 
Found dead i’ the woods, too hard for one to kill. 
No use at all i’ the work, for work’s sole sake; 

’Shall some day knock it down again: so He. 

’Saith He is terrible: watch His feats in proof! 

One hurricane will spoil six good months’ hope. 

He hath a spite against me, that I know. 

Just as He favours Prosper, who knows why? 

So it is, all the same, as well I find. 

’Wove Wattles half the winter, fenced them firm 
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With stone and stake to stop she-tortoises 
Crawling to lay their eggs here: well, one wave, 
Feeling the foot of Him upon its neck, 

Gaped as a snake does, lolled out its large tongue, 
And licked the whole labour flat: so much for spite. 
’Saw a ball flame down late (yonder it lies) 

Where, half an hour before, I slept i’ the shade: 
Often they scatter sparkles: there is force! 

’Dug up a newt He may have envied once 
And turned to stone, shut up inside a stone. 

Please Him and hinder thisi — What Prosper does! 
Aha, if He would tell me how! Not He! 

There is the sport: discover how or die! 

All need not die, for of the things o’ the isle 
Some flee afar, some dive, some run up trees; 

Those at His mercy, — why, they please Him most 
When . . when . . well, never try the same way twice! 
Repeat what act has pleased, He may grow wroth. 
You must not know His ways, and play Him off, 
Sure of the issue. ’Doth the like himself: 

’Spareth a squirrel that it nothing fears 
But steals the nut from underneath my thumb, 

And when I threat, bites stoutly in defence: 

’Spareth an urchin that contrariwise. 

Curls up into a ball, pretending death 

For fright at my approach: the two ways please. 

But what would move my choler more than this. 
That either creature counted on its life 
To-morrow and next day and all days to come, 
Saying forsooth in the inmost of its heart, 

“Because he did so yesterday with me, 

“And otherwise with such another brute, 

“So must he do henceforth and always.” — Ay] 
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Would teach the reasoning couple what “must” meansi 
'Doth as he likes, or wherefore Lord? So He. 

'Concciveth all things will continue thus, 

And we shall have to live in fear of Him 

So long as He lives, keeps His strength: no change, 

If He have done His best, make no new world 
To please Him more, so leave off watching this, — 

If He surprise not even the Quiet's self 
Some strange day, — or, suppose, grow into it 
As grubs grow butterflies: else, here are we, 

And there is He, and nowhere help at all. 

'Bclieveth with the life, the pain shall stop. 

His dam held different, that after death. 

He both plagued enemies and feasted friends: 

Idly! He doth His worst in this our life, 

Giving just respite lest we die through pain, 

Saving last pain for worst, — with which, an end. 
Meanwhile, the best way to escape His ire 
Is, not to seem too happy. 'Sees, himself, 

Yonder tw^o flies, with purple films and pink. 

Bask on the pompion-bell above: kills both. 

'Sees two black painful beetles roll their ball 
On head and tail as if to save their lives: 

Moves them the stick away they strive to clear. 

F>en so, 'would have Him misconceive, suppose 
This Caliban strives hard and ails no less. 

And always, above all else, envies Him; 

Wherefore he mainly dances on dark nights. 

Moans in the sun, gets under holes to laugh, 

And never speaks his mind save housed as now 
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Outside, 'groans, curses. If He caught me here, 
Overheard this speech, and asked “What chucklest atT 
'Would, to appease Him, cut a finger off, 

Or of my three kid yearlings burn the best, 

Or let the toothsome apples rot on tree. 

Or push my tame beast for the ore to taste: 

While myself lit a fire, and made a song 
And sung it, “ What I hate^ be consecrate 
celebrate Thee and Thy state ^ no mate 
^^For Thee; what see for envy in poor me?'* 

Hoping the while, since evils sometimes mend, 

Warts rub away and sores are cured with slime, 

That some strange day, will either the Quiet catch 
And conquer Setebos, or likelier He 
Decrepit may doze, doze, as good as die. 


[What, what? A curtain o'er the world at once! 
Crickets stop hissing; not a bird— or, yes, 

There scuds His raven that hath told Him all! 

It was fool's play, this prattling! Ha! The wind 
Shoulders the pillared dust, death’s house o’ the move^ 
And fast invading fires begin! White blaze — 

A tree’s head snaps — and there, there, there, there, 
there. 

His thunder follows! Fool to gibe at Him! 

Lo! 'Lieth flat and loveth Setebos! 

’Maketh his teeth meet through his upper lip, 

Will let those quails fly, will not eat this month 
One little mess of whelks, so he may 'scape!] 
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CONFESSIONS. 


I. 

What is he buzzing in my ears! 

“Now that I come to die, 

“Do I view the world as a vale of tears T' 
Ah, reverend sir, not If 


II. 

What I viewed there once, what I view again 
Where the physic bottles stand 
On the tablets edge, — is a suburb lane, 

With a wall to my bedside hand. 


m. 

That lane sloped, much as the bottles do, 
From a house you could descry 
O’er the garden-wall; is the curtain blue 
Or green to a healthy eye? 


IV. 

To mine, it serves for the old June weatlier 
Blue above lane and wall; 

And that farthest bottle labelled “Ether” 

Is the house o^er-topping all 
Robert //. 9 
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V. 

At a terrace, somewhat near the stopper, 

There watched for me, one June, 

A girl: I know, sir, it's improper, 

My poor mind 's out of tune. 

VI. 

Only, there was a way . . you crept 
Close by the side, to dodge 
Eyes in the house, two eyes except: 

They styled their house “Tlie Lodge ” 

VII. 

What right had a lounger up their lane? 

But, by creeping very close, 

With the good wall's help, — their eyes might strain 
And stretch themselves to Oes, 

VIII. 

Yet never catcli her and me together, 

* As she left the attic, there, 

By the rim of the bottle labelled ‘‘Ether,” 

And stole from stair to stair. 


IX. 

And stood by the rose-wreathed gate. Alas, 
We loved, sir — used to meet: 

I low sad and bad and mad it was — 

But then, how it was sweet! 
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MAY AND DEATH. 


I. 

I WISH that when you died last May, 
Charles, there had died along with you 
Three parts of spring’s delightful things; 
Ay, and, for me, the fourth part too. 


II, 

A foolish thought, and worse, perhaps! 

There must be many a pair of friends 
Who, arm in arm, deserve the warm 
Moon-births and the long evening-ends. 

III. 

So, for their sake, be May still May! 

Let their new time, as mine of old, 

Do all it did for me; I bid 

Sweet sights and sounds throng manifold. 


IV. 

Only, one little sight, one plant, 

Woods have in May, that starts up green 
Save a sole streak which, so to speak, 

Is spring’s blood, spilt its leaves between, — 

9 ^ 
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V. 

That, they might spare; a certain wood 
Might miss the plant; their loss were small: 
But I, — whenever the leaf grows there, 

Its drop comes from my heart, that’s all. 


DEAF AND DUMB. 

A GROUP BY WOOLNER. 


Only the prism’s obstruction shows aright 
The secret of a sunbeam, breaks its light 
Into the jewelled bow from blankest white; 

So may a glory from defect arise: 

Only by Deafness may the vexed Love wreak 
Its insuppressive sense on brow and cheek, 

Only by Dumbness adequately speak 

As favoured mouth could never, through the eyes. 


PROSPICK. 


Fear death'! — to feel the fog in my throat, 
The mist in my face, 

When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 
I am nearing the place, 
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The power of the night, the press of the stomi, 

The post of the foe; 

Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form, 

Yet the strong man must go: 

For the journey is done and the summit attained, 

And the barriers fall, 

Though a battle ’s to fight ere the guerdon be gained, 
The reward of it all. 

I was ever a fighter, so — one fight more. 

The best and the last! 

I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forbore. 
And bade me creep past. 

No! let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers 
The heroes of old, 

Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life’s arrears 
Of pain, darkness and cold. 

For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave, 

The black minute 's at end, 

And the elements^ rage, the fiend-voices that rave, 
Shall dwindle, shall blend, 

Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain, 
Then a light, then thy breast, 

O thou soul of my soull I shall clasp thee again, 
And with God be the restl 
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EURYDICE TO ORPHEUS. 

A PICTURE BY LEIGHTON. 


But give them me, the mouth, the eyes, the browl 
Let them once more absorb me! One look now 
Will lap me round for ever, not to pass 
Out of its light, though darkness lie beyond: 

Hold me but safe again within the bond 
Of one immortal look! All woe that was, 
Forgotten, and all terror that may be, 

Defied, — no past is mine, no future: look at me! 


YOUTH AND ART. 


L 

It once might have been, once only: 

We lodged in a street together, 

You, a sparrow on the housetop lonely, 
I, a lone she-bird of his feather. 
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n. 

Your trade was with sticks and clay, 

You thiunbed, thrust, patted and polished, 
Then laughed “They will see some day 
“Smith made, and Gibson demolished.^' 

III. 

My business was song, song, song; 

I chirped, cheeped, trilled and twittered, 
“Kate Brown's on the boards ere long 
“And Grisi's existence embittered!" 


IV. 

I earned no more by a warble 
Than you by a sketch in plaster; 

You wanted a piece of marble, 

I needed a music-master. 

V. 

We studied hard in our styles, 

Chipped each at a crust like Hindoos, 

For air, looked out on the tiles, 

For fun, watched each other's windows. 

Vi. 

You lounged, like a boy of the South, 

Cap and blouse — nay, a bit of beard too; 

Or you got it, rubbing your mouth 
With fingers the clay adhered to. 

VIL 

And I — soon managed to find 

Weak points in the flower-fence facing, 

Was forced to put up a blind 
And be safe in my corset-lacing. 
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VIU. 

No harm! It was not my fault 

If you never turned your eyes^ tail up 
As I shook upon E m ali.^ 

Or ran the chromatic scale up: 


IX* 

Eor spring bade the sparrows pair, 

And the boys and girls gave guesses, 
And stalls in our street looked rare 
With bulrush and watcrcresses. 


X. 

Why did not you pinch a flower 
In a pellet of clay and fling it? 

Why did not I put a power 
C3r thanks in a look, or sing it? 

XI. 

I did look, sharp as a lynx, 

(And yet the memory rankles) 

When models arrived, some minx 

Tripped up-stairs, she and her ankles. 

XII. 

But I think I gave you as good! 

‘‘That foreign fellow, — who can know 

“How she pays, in a playful mood, 

“For his tuning her that piano?’' 

. xiir. 

Could you say so, and never say 

“Suppose we join hands and fortunes, 

“And I fetch her from over the way, 

“Her, piano, and long tunes and short tunes?” 
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XIV. 

No, no: you would not be rash, 

Nor I rasher and something over: 

YouVe to settle yet Gibson's hash. 

And Grisi yet lives in clover. 

XV. 

But you meet the Prince at the Board, 

Pm queen myself at bals-parSy 

Pve married a rich old lord, 

And you're dubbed knight and an R.A. 

XVI. 

Each life unfulfilled, you sec; 

It hangs still, patchy and scrappy: 

We have not sighed deep, laughed free, 
Starved, feasted, despaired, — been happy. 

XVII. 

And nobody calls you a dunce. 

And people suppose me clever: 

This could but have happened once, 

And we missed it, lost it for ever. 
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A FACE. 


If one could have that little head of hers 
Painted upon a background of pale gold, 

Such as the Tuscan^s early art prefers! 

No shade encroaching on the matchless mould 
Of those two lips, which should be opening soft 
In the pure profile; not as when she laughs, 

For that spoils all: but rather as if aloft 
Yon hyacinth, she loves so, leaned its staff’s 
Burthen of honey-coloured buds to kiss 
And capture 'twixt the lips apart for this. 

Then her lithe neck, three fingers might surround, 
How it should waver on the pale gold ground 
Up to the fruit-shaped, perfect chin it lifts! 

I know, Correggio loves to mass, in rifts 
Of heaven, his angel faces, orb on orb 
Breaking its outline, burning shades absorb: 

But these are only massed there, I should think. 
Waiting to see some wonder momently 
Grow out, stand full, fade slow against the sky 
(That^s the pale ground you^d see this sweet face by), 
All heaven, meanwhile, condensed into one eye 
Which fears to lose the wonder, should it wink. 
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A LIKENESS. 


Some people hang portraits up 
In a room where they dine or sup: 

And the wife clinks tea-things under, 

And her cousin, he stirs his cup, 

Asks, “Who was the lady, I wonder?” 

“Tis a daub John bought at a sale,” 

Quoth the wife, — looks black as thunder: 

“What a shade beneath her nose! 

“Snuff-taking, I suppose, — ” 

Adds the cousin, while John^s corns ail. 

Or else, there^s no wife in the case, 

But the portrait's queen of the place, 

Alone mid the other spoils 
Of youth, — masks, gloves and foils, 

And pipe-sticks, rose, cherry-tree, jasmine, 

And the long whip, the tandem-lasher, 

And the cast from a fist (“not, alas! mine, 

“But my master's, the Tipton Slasher”) 

And the cards where pistol-balls mark ace, 

And a satin shoe used for cigar-case, 

And the chamois-horns (“shot in the Chablais”) 
And prints — Rarey drumming on Cruiser, 

And Sayers, our champion, the bruiser, 

And the little edition of Rabelais: 
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Where a friend, with both hands in his pockets, 
May saunter up dose to examine it, 

And remark a good deal of Jane Lamb in it, 
“But the eyes are half out of their sockets; 
“That hair^s not so bad, where the gloss is, 
“But theyVe made the girFs nose a proboscis: 
“Jane Lamb, that we danced with at Vichy! 
“What, is not she Jane? Then, who is she?'' 

All that I own is a print, 

An etching, a merzotint; 

^Tis a study, a fancy, a fiction, 

Yet a fact (take my conviction) 

Because it has more than a hint 
Of a certain face, I never 
Saw elsewhere touch or trace of 
In women IVe seen the face of: 

Just an etching, and, so far, dever. 

I keep my prints, an imbroglio, 

Fifty in one portfolio. 

When somebody tries my claret, 

We turn round chairs to the fire, 

Chirp over days in a garret, 

Chuckle o'er increase of salary, 

Taste the good fruits of our leisure 
Talk about pencil and lyre. 

And the National Portrait Gallery: 

Then I exhibit my treasure. 

After we've turned over twenty, 

And the debt of wonder my crony owes 
Is paid to my Marc Antonios, 

He stops me — **Fes^ina Until 
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‘‘Whafs that sweet thing there, the etching?” 

How my waistcoat-strings want stretching, 

How my cheeks grow red as tomatos, 

How my heart leaps! But hearts, after leaps, ache, 

“By the by, you must take, for a keepsake, 

“That other, you praised, of Volpato’s.” 

The fool! would he try a flight further and say — 

He never saw, never before to-day, 

What was able to take his breath away, 

A face to lose youth for, to occupy age 
With the dream of, meet death with, — why, Til not 
engage 

But that, half in a rapture and half in a rage, 

I should toss him the thing's self — “'Tis only a du- 
plicate, 

“A thing of no value! Take it, I supplicate!” 


MR. SLUDGE, “THE MEDIUM.” 


Now, don’t, sir! Don’t expose me! Just this once! 
This was the first and only time, Til swear, — 

Look at me, — see, I kneel, — the only time, 

I swear, I ever cheated, — ^yes, by the soul 
Of Her who hears — (your sainted mother, sir!) 

All, except this last accident, was truth — 

This little kind of slip! — and even this, 

It was your own wine, sir, the good champagne, 

(I took it for Catawba, you’re so kind) 

Which put the folly in my head! 
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“Get upl” 

You Still inflict on me that terrible face? 

You show no mercy? — Not for Her dear sake, 

The sainted spirit’s, whose soft breath even now 
Blows on my cheek — (don’t you feel something, sir?) 
You’ll tell? 


Go tell, then! Who the devil cares 
What such a rowdy chooses to . . . 


Aie — aie — aiel 

Please, sirl your thumbs are through my windpipe, sirl 
Ch—chl 


Well, sir, I hope you’ve done it now! 

Oh Lord! I little thought, sir, yesterday. 

When your departed mother spoke those words 
Of peace through me, and moved you, sir, so much, 
You gave me — (very kind it was of you) 

These shirt-studs — (better take them back again, 
Please, sir) — yes, little did I think so soon 
A trifle of trick, all through a glass too much 
Of his own champagne, would change my best of 
friends 

Into an angry gentleman! 


Though, ’twas wrong. 

I don’t contest the point; your anger’s just: 
Whatever put such folly in my head, 

I know ’twas wicked of me. There’s a thick 
Dusk undeveloped spirit (I’ve observed) 

Owes me a grudge — a negro’s, I should say, 

Or else an Irish emigrant’s; yourself 
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Explained the case so well last Sunday, sir, 

When we had summoned Franklin to clear up 
A point about those shares i’ the telegraph: 

Ay, and he swore . . or might it be Tom Paine? . 
Thumping the table close by where I crouched, 

He'd do me soon a mischief: that's come true! 

Why, now your face clears! I was sure it would! 
Then, this one time . . don't take your hand away. 
Through yours I surely kiss your mother's hand . . 
You'll promise to forgive me? — or, at least, 

Tell nobody of this? Consider, sir! 

What harm can mercy do? Would but the shade 
Of the venerable dead-one just vouchsafe 
A rap or tip! What bit of paper's here? 

Suppose we take a pencil, let her write, 

Make the least sign, she urges on her child 
Forgiveness? There now! Eh? Oh! 'Twas your foot, 
And not a natural creak, sir? 


Answer, then! 

Once, twice, thrice ... see. I'm waiting to say “thrice!” 
All to no use? No sort of hope for me? 

It's all to post to Greeley's newspaper? 

What? If I told you all about the tricks? 

Upon my soul! — the whole truth, and nought else, 
And how there’s been some falsehood — for your part, 
Will you engage to pay my passage out. 

And hold your tongue until I'm safe on board? 
England 's the place, not Boston — no offence! 

I see what makes you hesitate: don’t feaxl 
I mean to change my trade and cheat no more, 

Yes, this time really it's upon my soul! 
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Be my salvation! — under Heaven, of course, 
ril tell some queer things. Sixty Vs must do. 
A trifle, though, to start with! We’ll refer 
The question to this table? 


How you’re changed! 

Then split the difference; thirty more, we’ll say. 

Ay, but you leave my presents! Else PH swear 
’Twas all through those: you wanted yours again, 

So, picked a quarrel with me, to get them back 
Tread on a worm, it turns, sir! If I turn, 

Your fault! ’Tis you’ll have forced me! Who’s obliged 
To give up life yet try no self-defence? 

At all events, I’ll run the risk. Eh? 


Done! 

May I sit, sir? This dear old table, now! 

Please, sir, a parting egg-nogg and cigar! 

I’ve been so happy with you! Nice stuffed chairs, 
And sympathetic sideboards; what an end 
To all the instructive evenings! (It’s alight.) 

Well, nothing lasts, as Bacon came and said. 

Here goes, — but keep your temper or Pll scream! 

Fol-lol-the-rido-liddle-iddle-ol! 

You see, sir, it’s your own fault more than mine; 
It’s all your fault, you curious gentlefolk! 

You’re prigs, — e;?ccuse me, — like to look so spry, 

So clever, while you cling by half a claw 
To the perch whereon you puff yourselves at roost, 
Such piece of self-conceit as serves for perch 
Because you chose it, so it must be safe. 

Oh, otherwise you’re sharp enough! You spy 
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Who slips, who slides, who holds by help of wing, 
Wanting real foothold, — who can’t keep upright 
On the other perch, your neighbo^ir chose, not you; 
There’s no outwitting you respecting him! 

For instance, men love money — that, you know — 

And what men do to gain it: well, suppose 
A poor lad, say a help’s son in your house, 

Listening at keyholes, hears the company 
Talk grand of dollars, V>notes, and so lorth, 

How hard they are to get, how good to hold, 

How much they buy, — if, suddenly, in pops he — 
“/’ve got a V-notel” — what do you say to himi 
What’s your first word which follows your last kicki 
“Where did you steal it, rascall” That’s because 
He finds you, fain would fool you, off your perch. 

Not on the special piece of nonsense, sir, 

Elected your parade-ground: let him try 
Lies to the end of the list, — “He picked it up, 

“His cousin died and left it him by will, 

“'Fhe President flung it to him, riding by, 

“ An actress trucked it for a curl of his hair, 

“He dreamed of luck and found his shoe enriched, 
“He dug up clay, and out of clay made gold”- — 

How would you treat such possibilities'? 

Would not you, prompt, investigate the case 
With cow-hide? “Lies, lies, lies,” you’d shout: and 
why? 

Which of the stories might not prove mere truth? 

This last, perhaps, that clay was turned to coin! 

Let’s see, now, give him me to speak for hiru! 

How many of your rare philosophers, 

In plaguy books I’ve had to dip into, 

Believed gold could be made thus, saw it made 

Rolfcri linnvniMj^. IL 



146 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


And made iti Oh, with such philosophers 
You^re on your best behaviour! While the lad — 
AVith him, in a trice, you settle likelihoods, 

Nor doubt a moment how he got his prize: 

In his case, you hear, judge and execute, 

All in a breath: so would most men of sense. 

But let the same lad hear you talk as grand 
At the same keyhole, you and company, 

Of 'signs and wonders, the invisible world; 

How wisdom scouts our vulgar unbelief 
More than our vulgarest incredulity; 

How good men have desired to see a ghost, 

AVhat Johnson used to say, what Wesley did. 

Mother Goose thought, and fiddle*diddlc-dee: — 

If he then break in with, ^‘Sir, I saw a ghost!’' 

Ah, the ways change! He finds you perched and prim; 
It^s a conceit of yours that ghosts may be: 

There’s no talk now of cow-hide. ‘‘Tell it out! 
“Don’t fear us! Take your time and recollect! 

“Sit down first: try a glass of wine, my boy! 

“And, David, (is not that your Christian name?) 

“Of all things, should this happen twice— it may — 
“Be sure, while fresh in mind, you let us know!” 
Does the boy blunder, blurt out this, blal) that, 

Break down in the other, as beginners will? 

All’s candour, all’s considcrateness — “No haste! 
“Pause and collect yourself! AVe understand! 

“That’s the bad memory, or the natural shock, 

“Or the unexplained phenomenal* 


Egad, 

The boy takes licart of grace; finds, never fear. 
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The readiest way to ope your own heart wide, 

Show — what I call your peacock-perch, pet post 
To strut, and spread the tail, and squawk upon! 

“Just as you thought, much as you might expect! 
“There be more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,”. . 
And so on. Shall not David take the hint, 

Grow bolder, stroke you down at quickened rate? 

If he ruffle a feather, it's “Gently, patiently 1 
“Manifestations are so weak at first! 

“Doubting, moreover, kills them, cuts all short, 
“Cures with a vengeance!” 


There, sir, that's your style! 
You and your boy — such pains bestowed on him, 

Or any headpiece of the average worth, 

To teach, say, Greek, would perfect him apace, 

!Make him a Person (“Porsoni” thank you, sir!) 

Much more, proficient in the art of lies. 

You never leave the lesson! Fire alight, 

Catch you permitting it to die! You've friends; 
'I’here's no withholding knowledge, — least from those 
A])t to look elsewhere for their souls' supply: 

Why should not you parade your lawful prize? 

Who finds a picture, digs a medal up, 

Hits on a first edition, — he henceforth 

(hves it his name, grows notable: how much more, 

Who ferrets out a “medium?” “David's yours, 

“You highly-favoured man? Then, pity souls 
“Less privileged! Allow us share your luck^” 

So, David holds the circle, rules the roast, 

Narrates the vision, peeps in the glass ball, 

Sets-to the spirit- writing, hears the raps, 

As the case may be. 


10 
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Now mark! To be precise — 
Though I say, “lies” all these, at this first stage, 

Tis just for science’ sake: I call such grubs 
By the name of what they’ll turn to, dragonflies. 
Strictly, it’s what good people style untruth; 

But yet, so far, not quite the full-grown thing: 

It’s fancying, fable-making, nonsense- w^ork — 

What never meant to be so very bad — 

The knack of story-telling, brightening up 
Each dull old bit of fact that drops its shine. 

One does see somewhat when one shuts one’s eyes, 

If only spots and streaks; tables do tip 

In the oddest way of themselves: and pens, good Lord, 

Who knows if you drive them or they drive you'? 

’Tis but a foot in the water and out again; 

Not that duck-under which decides your dive. 

Note this, for it’s important: listen why. 

ril prove, you push on David till he dives 
And ends the shivering. Here’s your circle, now: 
Two-thirds of them, with heads like you their host, 
Turn up their eyes, and cry, as you expect, 

“Lord, who’d have thought it!” But there’s always one 
Looks wise, compassionately smiles, submits 
“Of your veracity no kind of doubt, 

“But — do you feel so certain of that boy’s? 

“Really, I wonder! I confess myself 

“More chary of my faith!” That’s galling, sir! 

What, he the investigator, he the sage, 

When all’s done? Then, you just have shut your eyes, 
Opened your mouth, and gulped down David whole, 
You! Terrible were such catastrophe! 

So, evidence is redoubled, doubled again, 
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And doubled besides; once more, “He heard, we 
heard, 

“You and they heard, your mother and your wife, 
“Your children and the stranger in your gates: 

“Did they or did they not?” So much for him, 

The black sheep, guest Avithout the wedding-garb, 

And doubting Thomas! Now’s your turn to crow: 
“He’s kind to think you such a fool: Sludge cheats? 
“Leave you alone to take precautions!” 

Straight 

The rest join chorus. Thomas stands abashed. 

Sips silent some such beverage as this. 

Considers if it be harder, shutting eyes 
And gulping David in good fellowship, 

Than going elsewhere, getting, in exchange, 

With no egg-nogg to lubricate the food, 

Some just as tough a morsel Over the way, 

Holds Captain Sparks his court: is it better there? 
Have not you hunting-stories, scalping-scenes, 

And Mexican War exploits to swallow plump 
If you’d be free o’ the stove-side, rocking-chair, 

And trio of affable daughters? 

Doubt succumbs! 

Victory! All your circle’s yours again! 

Out of the clubbing of submissive wits, 

David’s performance rounds, each chink gets patched, 
Every protrusion of a point’s filed fine, 

All’s fit to set a-rolling round the world, 

And then return to David finally. 

Lies seven-feet thick about his first half-inch. 

Here’s a choice birth o’ the supernatural, 

Poor David’s pledged to! You’ve employed no tool 
That laws exclaim at, save the devil’s olvn, 
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Yet screwed him into henceforth gulling you 
To the top o’ your bent, — all out of one half-lie! 

You hold, if there’s one half or a hundredth ]>art 
Of a lie, that’s his fault,— his be the penalty! 

I dare say! You’d prove firmer in his place? 

You’d find the courage, — that first flurry over, 

That mild bit of romancing-work at end, — 

'Vo interpose with ‘Tt gets serious, this; 

“Must stop here. Sir, I ^aw no ghost at all. 

“Inform your friends I made . . well, fools of them, 
“And found you ready made. Tve lived in clover 
“I'hese three weeks: take it out in kicks of me!” 

I doubt it. Ask youf conscience! Let me know, 
Twelve months hence, with how few embellishments 
You’ve told almighty Boston of this passage 
Of arms betw^een us, your first taste o’ the foil 
From Sludge w’ho could not fence, sir! Sludge, your 
boy! 

I lied, sir, — there! I got up from my gorge 
On offal in the gutter, and preferred 
Your canvass-backs : 1 took their carver’s size. 
Measured his modicum of intelligence, 

Tickled him on the cockles of his heart 

With a raven feather, and next w’eck found myself 

Sweet and clean, dining daintily, dizened smart, 

Set on a stool buttressed by ladies’ knees, 

Every soft smiler calling pie her pet, 

Encouraging my story to uncoil 

And creep out from its^faole, inch after inch, 

“How last night, I no Sooner snug in bed, 

“Tucked up, just as they left me, — than came raps! 

“ While a light whisked” . Shaped somewhat like a star?” 
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"Well, like some sort of stars, ma^am.” — "So we 
thought! 

"And any voiced Not yell Try hard, next time, 

"If you can’t hear a voice; we think you may: 

"At least, the Pennsylvanian ‘mediums’ did.” 

Oh, next time comes the voice! "Just as we hoped!” 
Are not the hopers proud now, pleased, profuse 
O’ the natural acknowledgment'? 


Of course! 

So, off we push, illy-oh-yo, trim the boat, 

On we sweep with a cataract ahead, 

We’re midway to the Horse-shoe: stop, who can, 
The dance of bubbles gay about our prowl 
Experiences become worth waiting for, 

Spirits now speak up, tell their inmost mind, 

And compliment the "medium” properly, 

Concern themselves about his Sunday coat, 

See rings on his hand with pleasure. Ask yourself 
How you’d receive a course of treats like these! 
Why, take the quietest hack and stall him up, 

Cram him with com a month, then out with him 
Among his mates on a bright April morn, 

With the turf to tread; see if you find or no 
A caper in him, if he bucks or bolts! 

Much more a youth whose fancies sprout as rank 
As toadstool-clump from njelon-bed. ’Tis soon, 
"Sirrah, you spirit, come, go, fetch and carry, 
"Read, write, rap, fub-a-dubf and hang yourself!” 
I’m spared all further trouble; all’s arranged; 

Your circle does my business; I may rave 
Like an epileptic dervish in the books, 

Foam, fling myself flat, rend my clothes to shreds; 
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No matter: lovers, friends and countrymen 

Will lay down spiritual laws, read wrong things right 

By the rule o^ reverse. If iFrancis Verulam 

Styles himself Sacon, spells the name beside 

With a j/ and a says he drew breath in York, 

Gave up the ghost in Wales when Cromwell reigned, 
(As, sir, we somewhat fear he was apt to say. 

Before I fouhdi the useful book that knows) 

Why, what harm's done? The circle smiles apace, 
•It was not Bacon, after all, do you see! 

**We understand; the trick's but natural: 

“Such spirits'’ individuality 

“Is hard to put in evidence; they incline 

“To gibe and jeer, these undeveloped sorts. 

“You see, their world's much like a jail broke loose, 
“While this of otirs remains shut, bolted, barred, 
“With a single window to it Sludge, our friend, 
“Serves as this window, whether thin or thick, 

“Or stained or stainless; he's the medium-pane 
“Through which, to see us and be seen, they peep: 
“They crowd each other, hustle for a chance, 

“Tread on their neighbour's kibes, play tricks enough! 
“Does Bacon, tired of waiting, swerve aside? 

“Up in his place jumps Barnum — T'm your man, 

“Til answer you for Bacon!' Try once more!" 

Or else it's — “What's a ‘medium?' He’s a means, 
“Good, bad, indifferent, still the only me^ns 
“Spirits can speak by; he may misconceive, 

“ Stutter and stammer, — he's their Sludge and drudge, 
‘‘Take him or leave him; they must hold their peace, 
“Or else, put up with having knowledge strained 
“To half-expressionjhrough his ignorance. 
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Suppose, the spirit Beethoven want^ id shed* 

"New itiusic he's brimful of; why, he turns 
"The handle of this organ, grinds with^Sludg^, 

"And what he poured in at the mouth o' the mill 
"As a Thirty-third Sonata, (fancy now!) > 

"Comes from the jiopper as bran-new Sludge, nought 
else, 

"The Shakeri' Hymn in G, with a natural F, 

"Or the ‘Stars and Stripes' set to consecutive fourths.” 

Sir, where's the. scrape you did not help me through, 
You that are wise! And for the fools, the folk 
Who came to see, — the guests, (observe tha,t word!) 
Fray do you find guests criticise your wine, 

Your furniture, your grammar, or your nose? 

Then, why your "medium?” What's the difference? 
Prove your raadeira red-ink and gamboge, — 

Your Sludge, a cheat — then, somebody's a goose 
For vaunting both as genuine. "Guests!” Don't fear! 
They'll make a wry face, nor too much of that, 

And leave you in your g1ory^ 

"No, sometimes 

"They doubt and say as much!” Ay, doubt they do! 
And what's the consequence? " Of course they doubt” — 
(You triumph) “that explains the hitch at once! 
"Doubt posed our ^medium,' puddled his pure mind; 
"He gave them back their rubbish: pitch chaflF in, 
"Coul<| flour come out o' the honest mill?^ So, prompt 
Applaud thfe faithful: cases flock in point, 

"How, when a mocker willed a ‘medium' once 
"Should name a spirit James whdse name was George, 
"‘James' cried the ‘medium,'-^'twas the test of truth!” 
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Jn short, a hit proves much, a miss proves more. 

Does this convince? The better: does it fail? 

Time for the double-shotted broadside, then— 

The grand means, last resource. Look black and big I 
‘‘You style us idiots, therefore — why stop short? 
“Accomplices in rascality: this we hear 
“In our own house, from our invited guest 
“Found brave enough to outrage a poor boy 
“Exposed by our good faith! Have you been heard? 
“Now, then, hear us; one man's not quite worth twelve. 
“You see a cheat? Here's some twelve see an ass: 
“Excuse me if I calculate: good day!" 

Out slinks the sceptic, all the laughs explode, 

Sludge waves his hat in triumph! 


Or — he don’t. 

There’s something in real truth (explain who can!) 
One casts a wistful eye at, like the horse 
Who mopes beneath stuffed hay-racks and won’t munch 
Because he spies a corn-bag: hang that truth, 

It spoils all dainties proffered in its place! 

I've felt at times when, cockered, cossetted 
And coddled by the aforesaid company, 

Bidden enjoy their bullying, — never fear, 

But o'er their shoulders spit at the flying man, - 

I've felt a child; only, a fractious child 

That, dandled- soft by nurse, aunt, grandmother, 

Who keep him from the kennel, sun and wund, 

Good fun and whole.some mud, — enjoined be sweet, 
And comely and superior,f— eyes askance 
The ragged sons o' the gutter at their game, 

Fain would be dowi| with them i' the thick o' the filth, 
Making dirt-pies, laughing free, speaking plain, 
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And calling granny the grey old cat she is. 
rvtt felt a spite, I say, at you, at them, 

Huggings and humbug— gnashed my teeth to mark 
A decent dog pass! It’s too bad, I say, 

Ruining a soul so! 


But what’s “so,” what’s fixed, 
Where may one stop? Nowhere! The cheating’s nursed 
Out of the lying, softly and surely spun 
To just your length, sir! I’d stop soon enough: 

But you’re for progress. “All old, nothing new? 
“Only the usual talking through the mouth, 

“Or writing by the hand? I own, I thought 
“This would develop, grow demonstrable, 

“Make doubt absurd, give figures we might see, 
“Flowers we might touch. There’s no one doubte you, 
Sludge! 

“You dream the dreams, you see the spiritual sights, 
“The speeches come in your head, beyond dispute. 
“Still, for the sceptics’ sake, to stop all mouths, 

“We want some outward manifestation! — well, 

“The Pennsylvanians gained such; why not Sludge? 
“He may improve with time!” 


Ay, that he may! 

He sees his lot: there’s no avoiding fate. 

’d'is a trifle at first. “Rh, David? Did you hear? 
“You jogged the table, your foot caused the squeak, 
“This time you’re . . . joking, are you not, my boy?” 
“N-n-no!” — and I’m done for, bought and sold hence- 
forth. 

The old good easy jog-trot way, the . . . eh? 

The . . . not so very false, as falsehood goes. 
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The spinning out and drawing fine, you know, — 
Really mere novel-writing of a sort, 

Acting, or improvising, make-believe, 

Surely not downright cheatery, — any how, 

Tis done with and my lot cast; Cheat’s my name: 
The fatal dash of brandy in your tea 
Has settled what you’ll have the souchong’s smack; 
The caddy gives way to the dram-bottle. 

Then, it’s so cruel easy! Oh, those tricks 
That can’t be tricks, those feats by sleight of hand, 
Clearly no common conjuror’s! — no, indeed! 

A conjuror! Choose me any craft i’ the world 
A man puts hand to; and with six months’ pains, 

I’ll play you twenty tricks miraculous 
To people untaught the trade; have you seen glass 
blown, 

Pipes pierced! Why, just this biscuit that I chip, 

Did you ever watch a baker toss one flat 
To the oven! Try and do it! Take my word, 
Practise but half as much, while limbs are lithe, 

To turn, shove, tilt a table, crack your joints, 

Manage your feet, dispose your hands aright, 

Work wires that twitch the curtains, play the glove 
At end o* your slipper, — then put out the lights 
And . . . there, there, all you want you’ll get, I hope! 
I found it slip, easy as an old shoe. 

Now, lights on table again! I’ve done my part, 

You take my place while I give thanks and rest. 
“Well, Judge Humgruffin, what’s your verdict, sir! 
“You, hardest head in the United States, — 

‘^Did you detect a cheat here! Wait! Lefs see! 



MR* SLUDGE, "THE MEDIUM/' 


157 


"Just an experiment first, for candour's sake! 

"Til try and cheat you, Judge! The table tilts: 

"Is it I that move it? Write! Pli press your hand: 
"Cry when I push, or gnide your pencil, Judge!" 
Sludge still triumphant! “That a rap, indeed? 

“That, the real writing? Very like a whale! 

“Then, if, sir, you — a most distinguished man, 

“And, were the Judge not here, Pd say, ... no matter! 
“Well, sir, if you fail, you can't take us in, — 
“There’s little fear that Sludge will!” 


Won’t he, ma’am? 

But wliat if our distinguished host, like Sludge, 

Bade God bear witness that he played no trick, 

While you believed that what produced the raps 
Was just a certain child who died, you know. 

And whose last breath you thought your lips had felt? 
Eh? That’s a capital point, ma’am: Sludge begins 
At your entreaty with your dearest dead, 

The little voice set lisping once again, 

The tiny hand made feel for yours once more, 

The poor lost image brought back, plain as dreams, 
Which image, if a word had chanced recall, 

The customary cloud would cross your eyes. 

Your heart return the old tick, pay its pang! 

A right mood for investigation, this! 

One ’s at one’s ease with Saul and Jonathan, 

Pompey and Csesar: but one’s own lost child . . . 

1 w'onder, when you heard the first clod drop 
From the spadeful at the grave-side, felt you free 
To investigate who twitched your funeral scarf 
Or brushed your flounces? Then, it came of course, 
You should be stunned and stupid; then, (how else?) 
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Your breath stopped with your blood, your brain struck 
work. 

But now, such causes fail of such effects, 

Airs changed, — the little voice begins afrcsli, 

Yet you, calm, conse<|uent, can test and try 

And touch the truth. “Tests] Didn't the creature tell 

“Its nurse’s name, and say it lived six years, 

“And rode a rocking-horse] Enougli of tests! 

“Sludge never could learn that!” 


• He could not, ch] 

You compliment him. “Could not?” Speak for your- 
self! ' ‘ 

I’d like to know the man I ever saw 
Once, — never mind where, how, why, when, — once saw, 
Of whom I do not keep some matter in mind 
He’d swear I “could not” know, sagacious soul! 
What? Do you live in this world’s blow of blacks, 
Palaver, gossipry, a single hour 
Nor find one smut has settled on your nose, 

Of a smut’s worth, no more, no less? — one fact 
Out of the drift of facts, whereby you learn 
What someone was, somewhere, somewhen, sornewhy? 
You don’t* tell folk — ^“See what has stuck to me! 
“Judge Humgruffin, our most distinguished man, 
“Your uncle was a tailor, and your wife 
“Thought to have married Miggs, missed him, hit 
you!” — 

Do you, sir, though you see him twice a-week? 

“No,” you reply, “what use retailing it? 

“Why should I?” But, you see, one day you should^ 
Because one day there’s much use, — when this fact 
Brings you the Judge upon both gouty knees 
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Before the supernatural; proves that Sludge 
Knows, as you say, a thing he “could not” know: 
Will not Sludge thenceforth keep an outstretched face, 
The way the wind drives? 


“Could not!” Look you now, 
ril tell you a story! Therc\s a whiskered chap, 

A foreigner, that teaches music here 

And gets his bread, —knowing no better way: 

He says, the fellow who informed of him 
And made him fly his country and fall \Vest, 

Was a hunchback cobbler, sat, stitched soles and sang, 
In some outlandish place, the city Rome, 

In a cellar by their Broadway, all day long; 

Never asked questions, stopped to listen or look, 

Nor lifted nose from lapstone; let the world 
Roll round his three-legged stool, and news run in 
The ears he hardly seemed to keep pricked up. 

Well, that man went on Sundays, touched his pay, 
And took his praise from government, you see; 

For something like two dollars every^ week, 

He^d engage tell you some one little thing 
(If some one man, which led to many more, 

\ Because one truth leads right to the world’s end,) 
And make you that man's master — when he dined 
And on what dish, where walked to keep his health 
And to what street. His trade was, throwing thus 
His sense out, like an anteateFs long tongue, 

Soft, innocent, warm, moist, impassible, 

And when 'twas crusted o'er with creatures — slick, 
Their juice enriched his palate. “Could not Sludge!” 


ril go yet a step further, and maintain, 
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Once the imposture plunged its proper depth 
r the rotten of your natures, all of you, — 

(K one's not mad nor drunk, and hardly then) 

It's impossible to cheat — that's, be found out! 

Go tell your brotherhood this first slip of mine, 

All to-day's tale, how you detected Sludge, 

Behaved unpleasantly, till he was fain confess, 

And so has come to grief! You'll find, I think, 

Why Sludge still snaps his fingers in your face. 

There now, you've told them! What’s their prompt 
reply] 

“Sir, did that youth confess he had cheated me, 

“I'd disbelieve him. He may cheat at times; 

“That's in the ^medium' nature, thus they're made, 
“Vain and vindictive, cowards, prone to scratch. 

“And so all cats are; still, a cat's the beast 
“You coax the strange electric sparks from out, 

“By rubbing back its fur; not so a dog, 

“Nor lion, nor lamb: 'tis the cat's nature, sir! 

“Why not the dog's? Ask God, who made them beasts 
“D'ye think the sound, the nicely-balanced man 
“(Like me” — aside) — “like you yourself,” — (aloud) 

“ — He's stuff to make a ‘medium?' Bless your soul, 
“'Tis these hysteric, hybrid half-and-halfs, 

“Equivocal, worthless vermin yield the fire! 

“We must take such as we find them, 'ware their tricks, 
“Wanting their service. Sir, Sludge took in you — 
“How, I can't say, not being there to watch: 

“He was tried; was tempted by your easiness, — 

“He did not take in me!” 


Thank you for Sludge! 
I'm to be grateful to such patrons, eh, 
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When what you hearts my best wordi ’Tis a challenge 
“Snap at all strangers, hdf-tamed prairie-dog, 

“So you cower duly at your keeper^s nod! 

“Cat, show what claws were made for, muffling them 
“Only to me I Cheat others if you can, 

“Me, if you dare!” And, my wise sir, I dared — 

Did cheat you first, made you cheat others next, 

And had the help o' your vaunted manliness 
To bully the incredulous. You used me! 

Have not I used you, taken full revenge, 

Persuaded folk they knew not their own name, 

And straight they'd own the error! Who was the fool 
When, to an awe-struck wide-eyed open-mouthed 
Circle of sages, Sludge would introduce 
Milton composing baby-rhymes, and Locke 
Reasoning in gibberish, Homer writing Greek 
In noughts and crosses, Asaph setting psalms 
To crotchet and quaver? I've made a spirit squeak 
In sham voice for a minute, then outbroke 
Bold in my own, defying the imbeciles — 

Have copied some ghost's pothooks, half a page, 

Then ended with my own scrawl undisguised. 

“All right! The ghost was merely using Sludge, 
“Suiting itself from his imperfect stock!” 

Don’t talk of gratitude to me! For wiiat? 

For being treated as a showman's ape, 

Encouraged to be \vicked and make sport, - 
Fret or sulk, grin or whimper, any mood 
So long as the ape be in it and no man — 

Because a nut pays every mood alike. 

Curse your superior, superintending sort, 

Who, since you hate smoke, send up boys that climb 
To cure your chimney, bid a “medium” lie 

Rvltert Brawninff. II. 1 1 
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To sweep you truth down! Curse your women too, 
Your insolent wives and daughters, that fire up 
Or faint away if a male hand squeeze theirs, 

Yet, to encourage Sludge, may play with Sludge 
As only a “medium,'' only the kind of thing 
They must humour, fondle . . oh, to misconceive 
Were too preposterous! But Tve paid them out! 
They've had their wish — called for the naked truth, 
And in she tripped, sat down and bade them stare: 
They had to blush a little and forgive! 

“The fact is, children talk so; in next world 
‘^All our conventions are reversed, — perhaps 
“Made light of: something like old prints, my dear I 
“The Judge has one, he brought from Italy, 

“A metropolis in the background, — o’er a bridge, 

“A team of trotting roadsters, — cheerful groups 
“Of wayside travellers, peasants at their work, 

“And, full in front, quite unconcerned, why not? 
“Three nymphs conversing with a cavalier, 

“And never a rag among them: Tme,' folk cry — 
“x\nd heavenly manners seem not much unlike! 

“Let Sludge go on; we'll fancy ifs in print!" 

If such as came for wool, sir, went home shorn, 
Where is the wrong I did them? 'Twas their choice; 
They tried the adventure, ran the risk, tossed up 
And lost, as some one's sure to do in games; 

They fancied I was made to lose, — smoked glass 
Useful to spy the sun through, spare their eyes: 

And had I proved a red-hot iron plate 
They thought to pierce, and, for their pains, grew blind, 
Whose were the fault but theirs? While, as things go. 
Their loss amounts to gain, the more's the shame! 
They've had their peep into the spirit-world, 
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And all this world may know it! They’ve fed fat 
Their self-conceit which else had starved; what chance 
Save this, of cackling o’er a golden egg 
And compassing distinction from the flock, 

Friends of a feather 1 Well, they paid for it, 

And not prodigiously; the price o’ the play, 

Not counting certain pleasant interludes, 

Was scarce a vulgar play’s worth. When you buy 
The actor’s talent, do you dare propose 
For his soul beside? Whereas, my soul you buy! 
Sludge acts Macbeth, obliged to be Macbeth, 

Or you’ll not hear his first word! Just go through 
That slight formality, swear himself’s the Thane, 

And thenceforth he may strut and fret his hour, 
Spout, spawl, or spin his target, no one cares! 

Why hadn’t I leave to play tricks, Sludge as Sludge? 
Enough of it all! I’ve wiped out scores with you — 
Vented your fustian, let myself be streaked 
Like tom-fool with your ochre and carmine, 

Worn patchwork your respectable fingers sewed 
To metamorphose somebody, — yes, I’ve earned 
My wages, swallowed down my bread of shame, 

And shake the crumbs off — where but in your face? 

As for religion — why, I served it, sir! 

I’ll stick to that! With my phenomena 
I laid the atheist sprawling on his back, 

Propped up Saint Paul, or, at least, Swedenborg! 

In fact, it’s just the proper way to baulk 
These troublesome fellows — liars, one and all, 

Are not these sceptics? Well, to baffle them, 

No use in being squeamish: lie yourself! 

Erect your buttress just as wide o’ the line, 

II* 
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Your side, as they’ve built up the wall on theirs; 
Where both meet, midway in a point, is truth, 

High overhead: so, take your room, pile bricks, 

Lie I Oh, there’s titillation in all shame! 

What snow may lose in white, it gains in rose! 

Miss Stokes turns — Rahab, — nor a bad exchange! 
Glory be on her, for the good she wrought. 

Breeding belief anew ’neath ribs of death, 
Brow-beating now the unabashed before, 

Ridding us of their whole life’s gathered straws 
By a live coal from the altar! Why, of old, 

Great men spent years and years in writing books 
To prove we’ve souls, and hardly proved it then: 

Miss Stokes with her live coal, for you and me! 
Surely, to this good issue, all was fair — 

Not only fondling Sludge, but, even suppose 
He let escape some spice of knavery, — well, 

In wisely being blind to it! Don’t you praise 
Nelson for setting spy-glass to blind eye 
And saying , . what was it — that he could not see 
The signal he was bothered? Ay, indeed! 

I’ll go beyond: there’s a real love of a lie, 

Liars find ready-made for lies they make, 

As hand for glove, or tongue for sugar-plum. 

At best, ’tis never pure and full belief; 

Those furthest in the quagmire, — don’t suppose 
They strayed there with no warning, got no chance 
Of a filth-speck in their face, which they clenched teeth, 
Bent brow against! Be sure they had their doubts, 
And fears, and fairest challenges to try 
The floor o’ the seeming solid sand! But no! 

Their faith was pledged, acquaintance too apprised, 
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All but the last step ventured, kerchiefs waved, 

And Sludge called ‘‘pet:" 'twas easier marching on 
To the promised land; join those who, Thursday next 
Meant to meet Shakespeare; better follow Sludge — 
Prudent, oh sure! — on the alert how else? 

But making for the mid-bog, all the same! 

To hear your outcries, one would think I caught 
Miss Stokes by the scuff 0' the neck, and pitched her flat 
Foolish-face-foremost! Hear these simpletons, 

That’s all I beg, before my work’s begun, 

Before I’ve touched them with my finger-tip! 

Thus they await me (do but listen, now! 

It’s rCvisonlng, this can’t imitate 

The baby voice, though) “In so many tales 
“Must be some truth, truth though a pin-point big, 
“Yet, some: a single man’s deceived, perhaps — 
“Hardly, a thousand: to suppose one cheat 
“Can gull all these, were more miraculous far 
“lhan aught we should confess a miracle" — 

And so on. Then the Judge sums up — (it’s rare) 

Bids you respect the authorities that leap 

I'o the judgment-seat at once, — why don’t you note 

The liin])id nature, the unblemished life. 

The spotless honour, indisputuble sense 
Of the first upstart with his story? What — 

Outrage a boy on whom you ne’er till now 
Set eyes, because he finds raps trouble him? 

Fools, these arc: ay, and how of their opposites 
Who never did, at bottom of their hearts, 

Believe for a moment?— Men emasculate, 

Blank of belief, who played, as eunuchs use, 

AVith superstition safely,— cold of blood, 



DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


l66 

Who saw what made for them the mystery, 

Took their occasion, and supported Sludge 
— As proselytes? No, thank you, far too shrewd I 
— But promisers of fair play, encouragers 
O’ the claimant; who in candour needs must hoist 
Sludge up on Mars’ Hill, get speech out of Sludge 
To carry off, criticize, and cant about! 

Didn’t Athens treat Saint Paul so? — at any rate, 

It’s “a new thing,” philosophy fumbles at. 

Then there’s the other picker out of pearl 
From dung heaps, — ay, your literary man, 

Who draws on his kid gloves to deal with Sludge 
Daintily and discreetly, — shakes a dust 
O’ the doctrine, flavours thence, he well knows how, 
The narrative or the novel, — half-believes, 

All for the book’s sake, and the public’s stare, 

And the cash that’s God’s sole solid in this world! 
Look at him! Try to be too bold, too gross 
For the iT\asterl Not youl He’s the man for muck; 
Shovel it forth, full-splash, he’ll smooth your brown 
Into artistic richness, never fear! 

Find him the crude stuff; when you recognise 
Your lie again, you’ll doff your hat to it, 

Dressed out for company! ‘'For company,” 

I say, since there’s the relish of success; 

Let all pay due respect, call the lie truth, 

Save the soft silent smirking gentleman 
Who ushered in the stranger: you must sigh 
“How melancholy, he, the only one 
“Fails to perceive the bearing of the truth 
“Himself gave birth tol” — There’s the triumph’s smack! 
That man would choose to see the whole world roll 
F the slime o’ the slough, so he might touch the tip 
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Of his brush with what I call the best of browns — 
Tint ghost-tales, spirit-stories, past the power 
Of the outworn umber and bistre! 


Yet I think 

There^s a more hateful form of foolery — 

The social sage's, Solomon of saloons 
And philosophic diner-out, the fribble 
Who wants a doctrine for a chopping-block 
To try the edge of his faculty upon, 

Prove how much common sense he'll hack and hew 
r the critical minute 'twixt the soup and fish! 

These were my patrons: these, and the like of them 
Who, rising in my soul now, sicken it, — 

These I have injured! Gratitude to these? 

The gratitude, forsooth, of a prostitute 
To the greenhorn and the bully — friends of hers, 
From the wag that wants the queer jokes for his club, 
To the snuff-box-decorator, honest man, 

Who just was at his wits' end where to find 
So genial a Pasiphae! All and each 
Pay, compliment, protect from the police. 

And how she hates them for their pains, like me! 

So much for my remorse at thanklessness 
Toward a deserving public! 


But, for God? 

Ay, that's a question! Well, sir, since you press— 
(How you do teaze the whole tiling out of me! 

I don't mean you, you know, when I say “them:" 
Hate you, indeed! But that Miss Stokes, that Judge! 
Enough, enough — with sugar: thank you, sir!) 

Now for it, then! Will you believe me, though? 



168 


DRAMATIS PERSONiE, 


You've heard what I confess; I don't unsay 
A single word: I cheated when I could 
Rapped with my toe-joints, set sham hands at work, 
Wrote down names weak in sympathetic ink, 
Rubbed odic lights with ends of phosphor-matcli, 
And all the rest; believe that; believe this, 

By the same token, though it seem to set 
The crooked straight again, unsay the said, 

Stick up what I've thrown down; I can’t help that: 
It's truth! I somehow vomit truth to-day. 

This trade of mine — I don't know, can't be sure 
But there was something in it, tricks and all! 

Really, I want to light up my own mind. 

They were tricks, — true, but what I mean to add 
Is also true. First, — don't it strike you, sir? 

Go back to the beginning, — the first fact 
We're taught is, there's a world beside this world, 
With spirits, not mankind, for tenantry; 

That much within that world once sojourned here, 
That all upon this world will visit there, 

And therefore that we, bodily here below, 

Must have exactly such an interest 
In learning what may be the ways o' the world 
Above us, as the disembodied folk 
Have (by all analogic likelihood) 

In watching how things go in the old world 
With us, their sons, successors, and what not 
Oh, yes, with added powers probably, 

Fit for the novd state, — old loves grown pure, 

Old interests understood aright, — they watch! 

Eyes to see, ears to hear, and hands to help. 
Proportionate to advancement: they're ahead, 

That's all — do what we do, but noblier done — 
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Vse i)latc, whereas we eat our meals off delf, 

(To use a figure.) 

Concede that, and I ask 
Next what may be the mode of intercourse 
Between us men here, and those once-men there? 
First comes the Bible’s speech; then, history 
With the supernatural element, — you know — 

All that wc sucked in with our mothers’ milk, 

Grew up with, got inside of us at last, 

Till it’s found bone of bone and flesh of flesh. 

See now, wc start with the miraculous, 

And know it used to be, at all events: 

What’s the first step we take, and can’t but take, 

In arguing from the known to the obscure? 

Why this: ‘‘What was before, may be to-day. 

“Since Samuel’s gho.st appeared to Saul, — of course 
“My brother’s spirit may appear to me.” 

Go tell your teacher that! What’s his reply? 

What brings a shade of doubt for the first time 
O’er his brow late so luminous witli faith? 

“Such things have been,” says he, “and there’s no 
doubt 

“Such things may be: but I advise mistrust 

“Of eyes, ears, stomach, and, more than all, your brain, 

“Unless it be of your great-grandmother, 

“Whenever they propose a ghost to you!” 

The end is, there’s a composition struck; 

’Tis settled, we’ve some way of intercourse 
Just as in Saul’s time; only, different: 

How, when and where, precisely, — find it out! 

I want to know, then, what’s so natural 
As that a person born into this world 
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And seized on by such teaching, should begin 
With firm expectancy and a frank look-out 
For his own allotment, his especial share 
r the secret, — his particular ghost, in fine? 

I mean, a person bom to look that way, 

Since natures differ: take the painter-sort, 

One man lives fifty years in ignorance 
Whether grass be green or red, — “No kind of eye 
“For colour,” say you; while another picks 
And puts away even pebbles, when a child, 

Because of bluish spots and pinky veins — 

“Give him forthwith a paint-box!” Just the same 
Was I bom . . . “medium,” you won’t let me say, — 
Well, seer of the supernatural 
Everywhen, everyhow and everywhere, — 

Will that do? 


I and all such boys of course 
Started with the same stock of Bible-truth ; 

Only, — what in the rest you style their sense, 

Instinct, blind reasoning but imperative, 

This, betimes, taught them the old world had one law 
And ours another: “New world, new laws,” cried they: 
“None but old laws, seen everywhere at work,” 

Cried I, and by their help explained ray life 
I'he Jews’ way, still a working way to me. 

Ghosts made the noises, fairies waved the lights, 

Or Santaclaus slid down on New Year’s Eve 
And stuffed with cakes the stocking at my bed, 
Changed the worn shoes, rubbed clean the fingered slate 
O’ the sum that came to grief the day before. 

This could not last long: soon enough 1 found 
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Who had worked wonders thus, and to what end: 

But did I find all easy, like my mates? 

Henceforth no supernatural any more? 

Not a whit: what projects the billiard-balls? 

“A cue,” you answer: “Yes, a cue,” said I; 

“But what hand, off the cushion, moved the cue? 
“Wliat unseen agency, outside the world, 

“Prompted its puppets to do this and that, 

“Put cakes and shoes and slates into their mind, 
“These mothers and aunts, nay even schoolmasters?” 
Thus high I sprang, and there have settled since. 

Just so I reason, in sober earnest still, 

About the greater godsends, what you call 
The serious gains and losses of my life. 

What do I know or care about your world 
Which either is or seems to be? This snap 
O’ my fingers, sir! My care is for myself; 

Myself am whole and sole reality 
Inside a raree-show and a market-mob 
Gathered about it: that’s the use of things. 

'Tis easy saying they serve vast purposes, 

Advantage their grand selves: be it true or false, 

Each thing may have two uses. What’s a star? 

A world, or a world’s sun: doesn’t it serve 
As taper also, time-piece, weather-glass, 

And almanac? Are stars not .set for signs 

When we should shear our sheep, sow com, prune trees? 

The Bible says so. 


Well, I add one use 

To all the acknowledged uses, and declare 
If I spy Charles’s Wain at twelve to-night. 
It warns me, “Go, nor lose another day. 
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And have your hair cut, Sludgel” You laugh : and why? 
Were such a sign too hard for God to give? 

No: but Sludge seems too little for such grace: 

Thank you, sir! So you think, so does not Sludge! 
AVhen you and good men gape at Providence, 

Go into history and bid us mark 

Not merely powder-plots prevented, crowns 

Kept on kings* heads by miracle enough, 

But private mercies — oh, youVe told me, sir, 

Of such interpositions! How yourself 

Once, missing on a memorable day 

Your handkerchief — just setting out, you know, — 

You must return to fetch it, lost the train. 

And saved your precious self from wliat befell 
The thirty-three whom Providence forgot. 

You tell, and ask me what I think of this? 

Well, sir, I think then, since you needs must know, 
WTiat matter had you and Boston city to boot 
Sailed skyward, like burnt onion-peelings? Much 
To you, no doubt: for me — undoubtedly 
ITie cutting of my hair concerns me more, 

Because, however sad the truth may seem, 

Sludge is of all-importance to himself. 

You set apart that day in every year 

For special thanksgiving, were a heathen else: 

Well, I who cannot boast the like escape, 

Suppose I said ‘T don*t thank Providence 
“For my part, owing it no gratitude?** 

‘'Nay, but you owe as much** — you*d tutor me, 

“You, every man alive, for blessings gained 
“In every hour o* the day, could you but know! 

“I saw my crowning mercy: all have such, 

“Could they but see!** Well, sir, why don*t they sec? 
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‘‘Because they won’t look, — or perhaps, they can’t.” 
Then, sir, suppose I can, and will, and do 
Look, microscopically as is right, 

Into each hour with its infinitude 
Of influences at work to profit Sludge? 

For that’s the case: I’ve sharpened up my sight 
To spy a providence in the fire’s going out, 

The kettle’s boiling, the dime’s sticking fast 
Despite the hole i’ the pocket. Call such facts 
Fancies, too petty a work for Providence, 

And those same thanks which you exact from me, 
Prove too prodigious payment: thanks for what. 

If nothing guards and guides us little men? 

No, no, sir! You must put away your pride, 

Resolve to let Sludge into partnership! 

I live by signs and omens: looked at the roof 
Where the pigeons settle — “If the further bird, 

“The white, takes wing first, I’ll confess when thrashed; 
“Not, if the blue does” — so I said to myself 
Last week, lest you should take me by surprise: 

Off flapped the white, — and I’m confessing, sir! 
Perhaps ’tis Providence’s whim and way 
With only me, i’ the world: how can you tell? 
“Because unlikely!” Was it likelier, now, 

That this our one out of all worlds beside^ 

The what-d’you-call-’em millions, should be just 
Precisely chosen to make Adam for, 

And the rest 0’ the tale? Yet the tale’s true, you know: 
Such undeserving clod was graced so once; 

Why not graced likewise undeserving Sludge? 

Are we merit-mongers, flaunt we filthy rags? 

All you can bring against my privilege 
Is, that another way was taken with you, — 
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Which I don’t question. It’s pure grace, my lucL 
Tm broken to the way of nods and winks, 

And need no formal summoning. You’ve a help; 
Holloa his name or whistle, clap your hands, 

Stamp with your foot or pull the bell: all’s one, 

He understands you want him, here he comes. 

Just so, I come at the knocking: you, sir, wait 
The tongue o’ the bell, nor stir before you catch 
Reason’s clear tingle, nature’s clapper brisk. 

Or that traditional peal was wont to cheer 

Your mother’s face turned heavenward: short of these 

There’s no authentic intimation, eh? 

Well, when you hear, you’ll answer them, start up 
And stride into the presence, top of toe. 

And there find Sludge beforehand, Sludge that sprung 
At noise o’ the knuckle on the partition-wall! 

I think myself the more religious man. 

Religion’s all or nothing; it’s no mere smile 
O’ contentment, sigh of aspiration, sir — 

No quality o’ the finelier-tempered clay 
Like its whiteness or its lightness; rather, stuff 
O’ the very stuff, life of life, and self of self. 

I tell you, men won’t notice; when they do, 

They’ll understand. I notice nothing else, 

I’m eyes, ears, mouth of me, one gaze and gape. 
Nothing eludes me, everything’s a hint, 

Handle and help. It’s all absurd, and yet 
There’s something in it all, I know: how much? 

No answer! What does that prove? Man’s still man, 
Still meant for a poor blundering piece of work 
When all’s done; but, if somewhat’s done, like this, 

Or not done, is the case the same? Suppose 
I blunder in my guess at the true sense 
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O' the knuckle-summons, nine times out of ten, — 
What if the tenth guess happen to be right? 

If the tenth shovel-load of powered quartz 
Yield me the nugget? I gather, crush, sift all, 

Pass o'er the failure, pounce on the success. 

To give you a notion, now — (let who wins, laugh!) 
When first I see a man, what do I first? 

Why, count the letters which make up his name. 

And as their number chances, even or odd, 

Arrive at my conclusion, trim my course: 

Hiram H. Horsefall is your honoured name, 

And haven't I found a patron, sir, in you? 

‘‘Shall I cheat this stranger?" I take apple-pips, 

Stick one in either canihus of my eye, 

And if the left drops first — (your left, sir, stuck) 

I'm warned, I let the trick alone this time. 

You, sir, who smile, superior to such trash, 

You judge of character by other rules: 

Don't your rules sometimes fail you? Pray, what rule 
Have you judged Sludge by hitherto? 


Oh, be sure, 

You, everybody blunders, just as I, 

In simpler things than these by far! Forsee: 

I knew two farmers, — one, a wiseacre 
Who studied seasons, rummaged almanacs, 

Quoted the dew-point, registered the frost, 

And then declared, for outcome of his pains, 

Next summer must be dampish: 'twas a drought. 
His neighbour prophesied such drought would fall, 
Saved hay and com, made cent per cent, thereby, 
And proved a sage indeed: how came his lore? 
Because one brindled heifer, late in March, 
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Stiffened her tail of evenings, and somehow 
He got into his head that drought was meant! 

I don’t expect all men can do as much: 

Such kissing goes by favour. You must take 
A certain turn of mind for this, — a twist 
F the flesh, as well. Be lazily alive. 

Open-mouthed, like my friend the anteater, 

Letting all nature’s loosely-guarded motes 
Settle and, slick, be swallowed I Think yourself 
The one i’ the world, the one for whom the world 
Was made, expect it tickling at your mouth! 

Then will the swarm of busy buzzing flies, 

Clouds of coincidence, break egg-shell, thrive, 

Breed, multiply, and bring you food enough. 

I can’t pretend to mind your smiling, sir! 

Oh, what you mean is this! Such intimate way, 

Close converse, frank exchange of offices, 

Strict sympathy of the immeasurably great 
With the infinitely small, betokened here 
By a course of signs and omens, raps and sparks, — 
How does it suit the dread traditional text 
O’ the ^‘Great and Terrible Narael” Shall the Heaven 
of Heavens 

Stoop to such child’s playl 


Please sir, go with me 
A moment, and Fll try to answer you. 

The Magnum ei ierribile'^ (is that right?) 

Well, folk began with this in the early day; 

And all the acts they recognised in proof 

Were thunders, lightnings, earthquakes, whirlwinds, dealt 

Indisputably on men whose death they caused. 
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There, and there only, folk saw Providence 
At work, — and seeing it, ^twas right enough 
All heads should tremble, hands wring hands amain, 
And knees knock hard together at the breath 
O' the Name's first letter^ why, the Jews, Pm told, 
Won't write it down, no, to this very hour, 

Nor speak aloud: you know best if 't be so. 

Each ague-fit of fear at end, they crept 
(Because somehow people once born must live) 

Out of the sound, sight, swing and sway o' the Name, 
Into a comer, the dark rest of the world. 

And safe space where as yet no fear had reached; 
'Twas there they looked about them, breathed again, 
And felt indeed at home, as we might say. 

The current o' common things, the daily life, 

This had their due contempt; no Name pursued 
Man from the mountain-top where fires abide, 

To his particular mouse-hole at its foot 
Where he ate, drank, digested, lived in short: 

Such was man's vulgar business, far too small 
To be worth thunder: "small," folk kept on, "small," 
With much complacency in those great days! 

A mote of sand, you know, a blade of grass — 

What was so despicable as mere grass. 

Except perhaps the life o’ the worm or fly ^ 
Which fed there? These were "small" and men were 
great. 

Well, sir, the old way's altered somewhat since, 

And the world wears another aspect now: 

Somebody turns our spyglass round, or else 
Puts a new lens in it: grass, worm, fly grow big: 

We find great things are made of little things. 

And little things go lessening till at last 

Robert Browning^. //. IZ 
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Comes God behind them. Talk of mountains now? 
We talk of mould that heaps the mountain, mites 
That throng the mould, and God that makes the mites 
The Name comes close behind a stomach-cyst, 

The simplest of creations, just a sac 

That’s mouth, heart, legs and belly at once, yet lives 

And feels, and could do neither, we conclude, 

If simplified still further one degree: 

The small becomes the dreadful and immense! 
Lightning, forsooth? No word more upon that! 

A tin-foil bottle, a strip of greasy silk. 

With a bit of wire and knob of brass, and there’s 
Your dollar’s- worth of lightning! But the cyst— 

The life of the least of the little things? 


No, no! 

Preachers and teachers try another tack. 

Come near the truth this time; they put aside 
Thunder and lightning: That’s mistake,” they cry, 
‘‘Thunderbolts fall for neither fright nor sport, 
“But do appreciable good, like tides, 

“Changes o’ the wind, and other natural facts— 
“‘Good’ meaning good to man, his body or soul. 
“Mediate, immediate, all things minister 
“To man' — that’s settled: be our future text 
“‘We are His children!'” So, they now harangue 
About the intention, the contrivance, all 
That keeps up an incessant play of love, — 

See the Bridgewater book. 


Amen to it! 

Well, sir, I put this question; I’m a child? 
I lose no time, but take you at your word: 
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How shall I act a child^s part properly? 

Your sainted mother, sir, — used you to live 
With such a thought as this a-worrying you? 

<<She has it in her power to throttle me, 
stab or poison: she may turn me out, 

“Or lock me in, — nor stop at this to-day, 

“But cut me off to-morrow from the estate 
“I look for” — (long may you enjoy it, sir!) 

“In brief, she may unchild the child I am.” 

You never had such crotchets? Nor have I! 

Who, frank confessing childship from the first. 
Cannot both fear and take my ease at once, 

So, don^t fear, — know what might be, well enough, 
But know too, child-like, that it will not be, 

At least in my case, mine, the son and heir 
O’ the kingdom, as yourself proclaim my style. 

But do you fancy I stop short at this? 

Wonder if suit and service, sons and heirs 
Needs must expect, I dare pretend to find? 

If, looking for signs proper to such an one, 

I straight perceive them irresistible? 

Concede that homage is a son’s plain right, 

And, never mind the nods and raps and winks, 

’Tis the pure obvious supernatural 

Steps forward, does its duty: why, of course! 

I have presentiments; my dreams come true: 

I fancy a friend stands whistling all in white 
Blithe as a boblink, and he’s dead I learn. 

I take dislike to a dog my favourite long, 

And sell him; he goes mad ne;^ week and snaps. 

I guess that stranger will turn up to-day 
I have not seen these three years; there’s his knocL 
I wager “sixty peaches on that treel” — 


12 
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That I pick up a dollar in my walk, 

That your wife^s brother’s cousin’s name was George 
And win on all points. Oh, you wince at this? 
You’d fain distinguish between gift and gift, 
Washington’s oracle and Sludge’s itch 
O’ the elbow when at whist he ought to trump? 
With Sludge it’s too absurd? Fine^ draw the line 
Somewhere^ but^ sir ^ your somewhere is not mine! 

Bless us, I’m turning poet! It’s time to end. 

How you have drawn me out, sir! All I ask 
Is — am I heir or not heir? If I’m he, 

Then, sir, remember, that same personage 
(To judge by what we read i’ the newspaper) 
Requires, beside one nobleman in gold 
To carry up and down his coronet, 

Another servant, probably a duke, 

To hold egg*nogg in readiness: why want 
Attendance, sir, when helps in his father’^ house 
Abound, I’d like to know? 


Enough of talk! 

My fault is that I tell too plain a truth. 

Why, which of those who say they disbelieve, 
Your clever people, but has dreamed his dream, 
Caught his coincidence, stumbled on his fact 
He can’t explain, (he’ll tell you smilingly) 

Which he’s too much of a philosopher 
To count as aupematural, indeed, 

So calls a puzzle and problem, proud of it: 
Bidding you still be on your guard, you know, 
Because one fact don’t make a system stand, 
Nor prove this an occasional escape 
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Of spirit beneath the matter: that^s the way! 

Just so wild Indians picked up, piece by piece, 

The fact in California, the fine gold 
That underlay the gravel — hoarded these. 

But never made a system stand, nor dug! 

So wise men hold out in each hollowed palm 
A handful of experience, sparkling fact 
They can't explain; and since their rest of life 
Is all explainable, what proof in this! 

Whereas I take the fact, the grain of gold, 

And fling away the dirty rest of life, 

And add this grain to the grain each fool has found 
O’ the million other such philosophers, — 

Till I see gold, all gold and only gold, 

Truth questionless though unexplainable, 

And the miraculous proved the commonplace! 

The other fools believed in mud, no doubt — 

Failed to know gold they saw: w^as that so strange 1 
Arc all men bom to play Bach's fiddle-fugues, 

“Timel with the foil in carte, jump their own height, 
Cut the mutton with the broadsword, skate a five, 
Make the red hazard with the cue, clip nails 
While swimming, in five minutes row a mile, 

Pull themselves three feet up with the left arm, 

Do sums of fifty figures in their head, 

And so on, by the scores of instances] 

The Sludge with luck, who sees the spiritual facts. 
His fellows strive and fail to see, may rank 
With these, and share the advantage. 


Ay, but share 

The drawback! Think it over by yourself; 

I have not heart, sir, and the fire 's gone grey. 
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Defect somewhere compensates for success, 

Everyone knows that Oh, we^re equals, sirl 

The big-legged fellow has a little arm 

And a less brain, though big legs win the race: 

Do you suppose I 'scape the common lot? 

Say, I was born with flesh so sensitive, 

Soul so alert, that, practice helping both, 

I guess what's going on outside the veil. 

Just as a prisoned crane feels pairing-time 
In the islands where his kind are, so must fall 
To capering by himself some shiny night, 

As if your back-yard were a plot of spice — 

Thus am I 'ware o* the spirit-world: while you. 

Blind as a beetle that way, — for amends, 

Why, you can double fist and floor me, sir! 

Ride that hot hardmouthed horrid horse of yours, 
Laugh while it lightens, play with the great dog, 
Speak your mind though it vex some friend to hear, 
Never brag, never bluster, never blush, — 

In short, you've pluck, when I'm a coward — there! 

I know it, I can't help it, — folly or no, 

I'm paralyzed, my hand's no more a hand. 

Nor my head, a head, in danger: you can smile 
And change the pipe in your cheek. Your gift's not mine. 
Would you swap for mine? No! but you'd add my gift 
To yours: I dare say! I too sigh at times, 

Wish I were stouter, could tell truth nor flinch, 

Kept cool when threatened, did not mind so much 
Being dressed gaily, making strangers stare, 

Eating nice things; when I'd amuse myself, 

I shut my eyes and fancy in my brain. 

I'm — now the President, now, Jenny Lind, 

Now, Emerson, now, the Benicia Boy— 
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With all the civilized world a-wondering 
And worshipping. I know it's folly and worse; 

I feel such tricks sap, honeycomb the soul: 

But I can't cure myself, — despond, despair, 

And then, hey, presto, there's a turn 0' the wheel, 
Under comes uppermost, fate makes full amends; 
Sludge knows and sees and hears a hundred things 
You all are blind to, — I've my taste of truth, 

Likewise my touch of falsehood, — vice no doubt, 

But you’ve your vices also: I'm content. 

What, sir? You won’t shake hands? “Because I cheatU 
“You’ve found me out in cheating!” That's enough 
To make an apostle swear! Why, when I cheat, 

Mean to cheats do cheats and am caught in the act, 

Are you, or rather , am I sure o' the fact? 

(There's verse again, but I'm inspired somehow.) 

Well then I'm not sure! I may be, perhaps, 

Free as a babe from cheating: how it began, 

My gift, — no matter; what 'tis got to be 

In the end now, that's the question; answer that! 

Had I seen, perhaps, what hand was holding mine, 
Leading me whither, I had died of fright, 

So, I was made believe I led myself. 

If I should lay a six- inch plank from roof 
To roof, you would not cross the street, one step, 
Even at your mother's summons: but, being shrewd, 
If I paste paper on each side the plank 
And swear 'tis solid pavement, why, you'll erbss 
Humming a tune the while, in ignorance 
Beacon Street stretches a hundred feet below: 

I walked thus, took the paper-cheat for stone. 

Some impulse made me set a thing o' the move 
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Which, started once, ran really by itself; 

Beer flows thus, suck the siphon; toss the kite, 
It takes the wind and floats of its own force. 
Don't let truth's lump rot stagnant for the lack 
Of a timely helpful lie to leaven it! 

Put a chalk-egg beneath the clucking hen, 
Shell lay a real one, laudably deceived, 

Daily for weeks to come. Pve told my lie, 
And seen truth follow, marvels none of mine; 
All was not cheating, sir, Fm positive! 

I don't know if I move your hand sometimes 
When the spontaneous writing spreads so far, 
If my knee lifts the table all that height, 

Why the inkstand don't fall off the desk a-tilt, 
Why the accordion plays a prettier waltz 
Than I can pick out on the piano-forte. 

Why I speak so much more than I intend, 
Describe so many things I never saw. 

I tell you, sir, in one sense, 1 believe 
Nothing at all, — that everybody can, 

Will, and does cheat: but in another sense 
Fm ready to believe my very self — 

That every cheat's inspired, and every lie 
Quick with a germ of truth. 


You ask perhaps 

Why I should condescend to trick at all 
If I know a way without it? This is why! 
There's a strarrge secret sweet self-sacrifice 
In any desecration of one's soul 
To a worthy end, — isn't it Herodotus 
(I wish I could read Latin!) who describes 
The single gift o' the land's virginity, 
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Demanded in those old Egyptian rites, 

(I've but a hazy notion — help me, sir!) 

For one purpose in the world, one day in a life, 

One hour in a day — thereafter, purity, 

And a veil thrown o'er the past for evermore! 

Well now, they understood a many things 
Down by Nile city, or wherever it was! 

Tve always vowed, after the minute's lie, 

And the end's gain, — truth should be mine henteterth. 
This goes to the root o' tlie matter, sir, — this plain 
Plump fact: accept it and unlock with it 
The wards of many a puzzle! 


Or, finally, 

Why should I set so fine a gloss on things] 

What need I card I cheat in self-defence, 

And there's my answer to a world of cheats! 

Cheat] To be sure, sir! What's the world worth else! 
Who takes it as he finds, and thanks his stars] 

Don't it want trimming, turning, furbishing up 
And polishing over] Your so-styled great mem 
Do they accept one truth as truth is found. 

Or try their skill at tinkering] What's your world? 
Here are you bom, who are. I'll say at once. 

Of the luckiest whether in head and heart, 

Rody and soul, or all that helps the same. 

Well, now, look back: what faculty of yours 
Came to its full, had ample justice done 
By growing when rain fell, biding its time. 

Solidifying growth when earth was dead. 

Spiring up, broadening wide, in seasons due] 

Never! You shot up and frost nipped you off. 

Settled to sleep when sunshine bade you sprout-, 
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One faculty thwarted its fellow: at the end, 

All you boast is, had proved a topping tree 

In other climes” — yet this was the right clime 

Had you foreknown the seasons. Young, you've force 

Wasted like well-streams: old, — oh, then indeed, 

Behold a labyrinth of hydraulic pipes 

Through which you'd play off wondrous waterwork; 

Only, no water left to feed their play I 

Young, — you've a hope, an aim, a love; it's tossed 

And crossed and lost: you struggle on, some spark 

Shut in your heart against the puffs around, 

Through cold and pain; these in due time subside, 
Now then for age's triumph, the hoarded light 
You mean to loose on the altered face of things,— 
Up with it on the tripod! It's extinct 
Spend your life's remnant asking, which was best. 
Light smothered up that never peeped forth once. 

Or the cold cresset with full leave to shine? 

Well, accept this too, — seek the fruit of it 
Not in enjoyment, proved a dream on earth, 

But knowledge, useful for a second chance, 

Another life, — you've lost this world — you've gained 
Its knowledge for the next — What knowledge, sir, 
Except that you know nothing? Nay, you doubt 
Whether 'twere better have made you man or brute, 

If aught be true, if good and evil clash. 

No foul, no fair, no inside, no outside, 

There's your world! 


Give it me! I slap it brisk 
With harlequin’s pasteboard sceptre; what’s it now? 
Changed like a rock-flat, rough with rusty weed, 

At first wash-over o’ the returning wave! 
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All the dry dead impracticable stuff 
Starts into life and light again; this world 
Pervaded by the influx from the next. 

I cheat, and what’s the happy consequence 1 
You find full justice straightway dealt you out, 

Each want supplied, each ignorance set at ease, 

Each folly fooled. No life-long labour now 
As the price of worse than nothing! No mere film 
Holding you chained in iron, as it seems, 

Against the outstretch of your very arms 
And legs i’ the sunshine moralists forbid! 

What would you have? Just speak and, there, you seel 
You’re supplemented, made a whole at last. 

Bacon advises, Shakespeare writes you songs, 

And Mary Queen of Scots embraces you. 

Thus it goes on, not quite like life perhaps, 

But so near, that the very difference piques, 

Shows that e’en better than this best will be - 
This passing entertainment in a hut 
AVhose bare walls take your taste since, one stage more, 
And you arrive at the palace: all half real, 

And you, to suit it, less than real beside, 

In a dream, lethargic kind of death in life. 

That helps the interchange of natures, flesh 
Transfused by souls, and such .souls! Oh, 'tis choice! 
And if at whiles the bubble, blown too thin, 

Seem nigh on bursting, — if you nearly see 
The real world through the false, — what do you seel 
Is the old so ruined! You find you’re in a flock 
O’ the youthful, earnest, passionate — genius, beauty, 
Rank and wealth also, if you care for these, 

And all depose their natural rights, hail you, 

(That’s me, sir) as their mate and yoke-fellow. 
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Participate in Sludgehood — nay, grow mine, 

I veritably possess them — banish doubt, 

And reticence and modesty alike! 

Why, here^s the Golden Age, old Paradise 
Or new Eutopia! Here is life indeed, 

And the world well won now, yours for the first timcl 

And all this might be, may be, and with good help 
Of a little lying shall be: so, Sludge lies! 

Why, he’s at worst your poet who sings how Greeks 
That never were, in Troy which never was, 

Did this or the other impossible great thing! 

He’s Lowell — it’s a world, you smile and say, 

Of his own invention — wondrous Longfellow, 
Surprising Hawthorne! Sludge does more than they, 
And acts the books they write: the more his praise! 

But why do I mount to poetsi Take plain prose -- 
Dealers in common sense, set these at work, 

What can they do without their helpful liesl 
Each states the law and fact and face o’ the thing 
Just as he’d have them, finds what he thinks fit, 

Is blind to what missuits him, just records 
What makes his case out, quite ignores the rest. 

It’s a History of the World, the Lizard Age, 

The Early Indians, the Old Country War, 

Jerome Napoleon, whatsoever you please, 

All as the author wants it. Such a scribe 
You pay and praise for putting life in stones, 

Fire into fog, making the past your world. 

There’s plenty of “How did you contrive to grasp 
“The thread which led you through this labyrinth? 
“How build such solid fabric out of air? 
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^‘How on so slight foundation found this tale, 
“Biography, narrative V' or, in other words, 

“How many lies did it require to make 
“The portly truth you here present us withi” 

“Oh,” quoth the penman, purring at your praise, 

“’Tis fancy all; no particle of fact: 

“I was poor and threadbare when I wrote that book 
“'Bliss in the Golden City/ 1, at Thebesi 
“We writers paint out of our heads, you seel 
“ — Ah, the more wonderful the gift in you, 

“The more creativeness and godlike craft!” 

Rut I, do I present you with my piece, 

It^s “What, Sludgel When my sainted mother spoke 
“The verses Lady Jane Grey last composed 
“About the rosy bower in the seventh heaven 
“Where she and Queen Elizabeth keep house, — 

“You made the rapsl Twas your invention that? 
“Cur, Slave and devil!” — eight fingers and two thumbs 
Stuck in my thro^Ul 

Well, if the marks seem gone, 
'Tis because stiffish cock-tail, taken in time, 

Is better for a bruise than arnica. 

'J'here, sir! I bear no malice: 'tisn’t in me. 

I know I acted wrongly: still, Tve tried 
What I could say in my excuse, — to show 
The devil 's not all devil ... I don't pretend, 

An angel, much less such a gentleman 
As you, sir! And Tve lost you, lost myself, 

Lost all, 1-1-1- .... 

No — are you in earnest, sir? 

0, yours, sir, is an angefs part! I know 
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What prejudice prompts, and what’s the common course 
Men take to soothe ^eir ruffled self-conceit: 

Only you rise superior to it alll 
No, sir, it don’t hurt much; it’s speaking long 
That makes me choke a little: the marks will go! 
What? Twenty V-notes more, and outfit too, 

And not a word to Greeley? One — one kiss 
O’ the hand that saves mef You’ll not let me speak 
I well know, and I’ve lost the right, too true! 

But I must say, sir, if She hears (she does) 

Your sainted . . . Well, sir, — be it so! That’s, I think, 
My bed-room candle. Good-night! Bl-l-less you, sir! 


R-r-r, you brute-beast and blackguard! Cowardly 
scamp! 

I only wish I dared burn down the house 
And spoil your sniggering! Oh, what, you’re the man? 
You’re satisfied at last? You’ve found out Sludge? 
We’ll see that presently: my turn, sir, next! 

I too can tell my story: brute, — do you hear? — 

You throttled your sainted mother, that old hag, 

In just such a fit of passion: no, it was . . . 

To get this house of hers, and many a note 
Like these . . , I’ll pocket them, however . . . five, 
Ten, fifteen ... ay, you gave her throat the twist. 

Or else you poisoned her! Confound the cuss! 

Where was my head? I ought to have prophesied 
He’ll die in a year and join her: that’s the way. 


I don’t know where my head is: what had I done? 
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How did it all gol I said he poisoned her, 

And hoped he*d have grace given him to repent, 
Whereon he picked this quarrel ^ bullied me 
And called me cheat: I thrashed* him, — who could 
help? 

He howled for mercy, prayed me on his knees 
"lo cut and run and «ave^him from disgrace: 

I do so, and once off, he slanders me. 

An end of him! Begin elsewhere anew! 

Boston ^s a hole, the herring-pond is wide, 

V-notes are something, liberty still more. 

Beside, is he the only fool in the world? 


APPARENT FAILURE. 


“We shall soon lose a celebrated building.” 

Paris Newspaper, 


I. 

No, for ril save it! Seven years since 
I passed through Paris, stopped a day 
To see the baptism of your Prince; 

Saw, made my bow, and went my way: 
Walking the heat and headache off, 

I took the Seine-side, you surmise, 
Thought of the Congress, Groitschakoff, 
Cavdur's appeal and BuoFs replies. 

So sauntered till — what met my eyes? 
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n. 

Only the Doric little Morgue! 

The dead-house where you show youi drowned. 
Petrarch’s Vaucluse makes proud the Sorgue, 

Your Morgue has made the Seine renowned. 

One pays one’s debt in such a case; 

I plucked up heart and entered, — stalked, 
Keeping a tolerable face 

Compared with some whose cheeks were chalked 
Let them! No Briton’s to be baulked! 

III. 

first came the silent gazers; next, 

A screen of glass, we’re thankful for; 

Last, the sight’s self, the sermon’s text, 

The three men who did most abhor 
Their life in Paris yesterday. 

So killed themselves: and now, enthroned 
Each on his copper couch, they lay 
Fronting me, waiting to be owned. 

I thought, and think, their sin’s atoned. 


IV. 

Poor men, God made, and all for that! 

The reverence struck me; o’er eacli head 
Religiously was hung its hat, 

Each coat dripped by the owner’s bed, 

Sacred from touch: each had his berth, 

His bounds, his proper place of rest, 

Who last night tenanted on earth 

Some arch, where twelve such slept abreast, - 
Unless the plain asphalte seemed best 
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How did it happen, my poor boy? 

You wanted to be Buonaparte 
And have the Tuileries for toy, 

And could not, so it broke your heart? 
You, old one by his side, I judge, 

Were, red as blood, a socialist, 

A leveller! Does the Empire grudge 
YouVe gained what no Republic missed? 
Be quiet, and unclench your fist! 


VI. 

And this — why, he was red in vain, 

Or black, — poor fellow that is blue! 

What fancy was it, turned your brain? 

Oh, women were the prize for you! 

Money gets women, cards and dice 
Get money, and ill-luck gets just 
The copper couch and one clear nice 
Cool squirt of water o^er your bust, 

'Fhe right thing to extinguish Inst! 

VIL 

It’s wiser being good than bad; 

It’s safer being meek than fierce: 

It’s fitter being sane than mad. 

My own hope is, a sun will pierce 
Tlie thickest cloud earth ever stretched; 

That, after Last, returns the First, 

Though CP wide compass round be fetched; 

That what began best, can’t end worst, 
Nor what God blessed once, prove accursjt. 

JRphert Brmvning, fl* 1 3 
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EPILOGUE. 


FIRST SPEAKER, as DavitL 


I. 

On the first of the Feast of Feasts, 
The Dedication Day, 

When the Levites joined the Priests 
At the Altar in robed array, 

Gave signal to sound and say, — 


II. 

When the thousands, rear and van, 
Swarming with one. accord, 

Became as a single man, 

(Look, gesture, thought and word) 
In praising and thanking the Lord, — 

III. 

When the singers lift up their voice, 
And the trumpets made endeavour, 
Sounding, “In God rejoice!’^ 

Saying, “In Him rejoice 
“Whose mercy endureth for ever!^^ — 
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IV, 

Then the Temple filled with a cloud, 
Even the House of the Lord; 

Porch bent and pillar bowed: 

For tlic presence of the Lord, 

In the glory of His cloud, 

Had filled the House of the Lord. 


SECOND SPEAKER, as Renan. 

Gone now! All gone across the dark so far, 
ShaqDening fast, shuddering ever, shutting still, 
Dwindling into the distance, dies that star 

Which came, stood, opened once! We gazed our fill 
With upturned faces on as real a Face 
That, stoopksg from grave music and mild fire, 
1'ook in our homage, made a visible place 
Through many a depth of glory, gyre on g}Te, 

For the dim human tribute. Was this true? 

Could man indeed avail, mere praise of his, 

To help by rapture God^s own rapture too. 

Thrill with a heart’s red tinge that pure pale bliss? 
AVhy did it end? Who failed to beat the breast, 

And shriek, and throw the arms protesting wide, 
When a first shadow showed the star addressed 
Itself to motion, and on either side 
The rims contracted as the rays retired; 

The UTiisic, like a fountain’s sickening pulse, 
Subsided on itself; awhile transpired 
Some vestige of a Face no pangs convulse, 

13 * 
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No prayers retard; then even this was gone, 

Lost in the night at last. We, lone and left 
Silent through centuries, ever and anon 
Venture to probe again the vault bereft 
Of all now save the lesser lights, a mist 

Of multitudinous points, yet suns, men say — 

And this leaps ruby, this lurks amethyst, 

But where may hide what came and loved our clay] 
How shall the sage detect in yon expanse 

The star which chose to stoop and stay for us? 
Unroll the records! Hailed ye such advance 
Indeed, and did your hope evanish thus] 

Watchers of twilight, is the worst averred] 

We shall not look up, know ourselves are seen, 
Speak, and be sure that we again are heard, 

Acting or suffering, have the disk’s serene 
Reflect our life, absorb an earthly flame, 

Nor doubt that, were mankind inert and numb. 

Its core had never crimsoned all the same, 

Nor, missing ours, its music fallen dumb] 

Oh, dread succession to a dizzy post, 

Sad sway of sceptre whose mere touch appals, 
Ghastly dethronement, cursed by those the most 
On whose repugnant brow the crown next falls! 


THIRD SPEAKER. 


1 . 

Witless alike of will and way divine, 

How heaven’s high with earth’s low should intertwine ! 
Friends, I have seen through your eyes: now use mine! 
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11 . 

Take the least man of all mankind, as I; 

Look at his head and heart, find how and why 
He differs from his fellows utterly: 

IIL 

"I'hcn, like me, watch when nature by degrees 
Grows alive round him, as in Arctic seas 
(They said of old) the instinctive water flees 

IV. 

Toward some elected point of central rock, 

As though, for its sake only, roamed the flock 
Of waves about the waste: awhile they mock 


V. 

With radiance caught for the occasion, — hues 
Of blackest hell now, now such reds and blues 
As only heaven could fitly interfuse, — 

VI. 

The mimic monarch of the whirlpool, king 
O’ the current for a minute: then they wring 
Up by the roots and oversweep the thing, 


VII. 

And hasten off, to play again elsewhere 
I'he same part, choose another peak as bare, 
They find and flatter, feast and finish there. 

VIII. 

When^ou see what I tell you, — nature dance 
About each man of us, retire, advance, 

As though the pageant’s end were to enhance 
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IX, 

His worth, and — once the life, his product, gained— 
Roll away elsewhere, keep the strife sustained, 

And show thus real, a thing the North but feigned, — 


X. 

When you acknowledge that one world could do 
All the diverse work, old yet ever new. 

Divide us, each from other, me from you, — 


XI. 

Why, where's the need of Temple, when the walls 
O' the world are that? AVhat use of swells and falls 
From Levites' choir, Priests' cries, and trumpet-calls? 

XII. 

That one Face, far from vanish, rather grows, 

Or decomposes but to recompose, 

Become my universe that feels and knows! 
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INCroENT OF TUE FRENCH CAMP. 


1 . 

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon: 

A mile or so away 
On a little mound, Napoleon 
Stood on our storming-day; 

With neck out- thrust, you fancy how, 
Legs wide, arms locked behind, 

As if to balance the prone brow 
Oppressive with its mind. 


n. 

Just as perhaps he mused “My plans 
“That soar, to earth may fall, 

“Let once my army-leader Lannes 
“Waver at yonder wall," — 

Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew 
A rider, bound on bound 
Full-gall0ping; nor bridle drew 
Until he reached the mound. 
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in. 

Then off there flung in smiling joy, 

And held himself erect 
By just his horse^s mane, a boy: 

You hardly could suspect — 

(So tight he kept his lips compressed, 
Scarce any blood came through) 

You looked twice ere you saw his breast 
Was all but shot in two. 


IV. 

“Well,” cried he, “Emperor, by God^s grace 
“WeVe got you Ratisbon! 

“The Marshars in the market-place, 

“And you’ll be there anon 
“To see your flag-bird flap his vans 
“Where I, to heart’s desire, 

“Perched him!” The chiefs eye flashed; his plans 
Soared up again like fire. 


V. 

The chiefs eye flashed; but presently 
Softened itself, as sheathes 
A film the mother-eagle’s eye 

When her bruised eaglet breathes; 

“You’re wounded!” “Nay,” the soldier’s pride 
Touched to the quick, he said: 

“Pm killed, Sire!” And his chief beside, 
Smiling the boy fell dead. 
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THE PATRIOT. 

AN OLD S'lORV. 


L 

It was roses, roses, all the way, 

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad: 

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway. 

The church-spires flamed, such flags they had; 
A year ago on this very day. 


IL 

Tlie air broke into a mist with bells, 

The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries. 
Had 1 said, ‘‘Good folk, mere noise repels — 

“But give me your sun from yonder skies!*' 
They had answered, “And afterward, what else?” 

III. 

Alack, it was I w'ho leaped at the sun 
To give it iny loving friends to keep! 

Nought man could do, have I left undone: 

And you see my harvest, what I reap 
This very day, now a yeai- is run. 


IV. 

There’s nobody on the house-tops now — 
Just a palsied few at the windows set; 
For the best of the sight is, all allow, 

At the Shambles' Gate — or, better yet. 
By the very scaffold's foot, I trow. 
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V. 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 

A rope cuts both my wrists behind; 

And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 

Stones at me for my year's misdeeds. 


vx. 

Thus I entered, and thus I go! 

In triumphs, people have dropped down dead. 
‘*Paid by the world, w’hat dost thou owe 
“Me?” — God might question; now instead, 

^Tis God shall repay: I am safer so. 


MY LAST DUCHESS. 

FERRARA. 

Tha'Fs my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 
Tliat piece a wonder, now; Fri Pandolfs hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 

Will 't please you sit and look at her? I said 
“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 

The depth apd passion of its earnest glance, 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask |ne, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
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Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ^twas not 
Her husband's presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess* cheek: perhaps 
Fri Pandolf chanced to say ‘^Her mantle laps 
^^Over my lady's wrist too much,” or "Paint 
“Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
"Half-flush that dies along her throat:” such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart — how shall I sayl — too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er 
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 

The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
She rode with round the terrace — all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 

Or blush, at least# She thanked men, — good! but 
thanked 

Somehow — I know not how — as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 
In speech — (which I have not) — to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, "Just this 
"Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 

"Or there exceed the mark” — and if she let 
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 
Her wits to yofhrs, forsooth, and made excuse, 

— E'en then would some stooping; and I choose 

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without 
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Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 
As if alive. Wiirt please you rise? Well meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master’s known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence 
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 
At starting, is my object. Nay, well go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me! 


COUNT GISMOND. 

AIX IN PROVENCE, 


I. 

Christ God who savest man, save most 
Of men Count Gismond who saved me! 
Count Gauthier, when he chose his post, 
Chose time and place and company 
To suit it; when he struck at length 
My honour, Iwas with all his strength. 

II. 

And doubtlessly ere he could draw 

All points to one, he must have schemed! 
That miserable morning saw 
Few half so happy as I seemed, 

While being dressed in queen’s array 
To give our tourney prize away. 
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111 . 

I thought they loved me, did me grace 
To please themselves; ^twas all their deed; 
God makes, or fair or foul, our face; 

If showing mine so caused to bleed 
My cousins’ hearts, they should have dropped 
A word, and straight the play had stopped. 


IV. 

They, too, so beauteous! Eacli a queen 
By virtue of her brow and breast; 

Not needing to be crowned, I mean, 

As I do. E’en when I was dressed, 
Had either of them spoke, instead 
Of glancing sideways with still head! 


Y. 

But no: they let me laugh, and sing 
My birthday song quite through, adjust 
The last rose in my garland, fling 
A last look on the mirror, trust 
My arms to each an arm of theirs, 

And so descend the castle^stairs — 


VI. 

And come out on the morning-troop 
Of merry friends who kissed my cheek, 
And called me queen, and made me stoop 
Wilder the canopy — (a streak 
That pierced it, of the outside sun, 
Powdered with gold its gloom’s soft dun) — 
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VII. 

And they could let me take my state 
And foolish throne amid applause 
Of all come there to celebrate 

My queen’s-day — Oh I think the cause 
Of much was, they forgot no crowd 
Makes up for parents in their shroud! 

VIII. 

However that be, all eyes were bent 
Upon me, when my cousins cast 
Theirs down; ^twas time I should present 
The victor’s crown, but . . . there, ’twill last 
No long time . . . the old mist again 
Blinds me as then it did. How vain! 


IX. 

Seel Gismond’s at the gate, in talk 
With his two boys: 1 can proceed. 

Well, at that moment, who should stalk 
Forth boldly — to my face, indeed — 

But Gauthier, and he thundered “Stay!” 
And all stayed. “Bring no crowns, I say! 

X. 

“Bring torches! Wind the penance-sheet 
“About her I Let her shun the chaste, 
“Or lay herself before their feet! 

“Shall she whose body I embraced 
“A night long, queen it in the day? 

“For honour’s sake no crowns, I sayl’^ 



DRAMATIC ROMANCES. 


209 


XI. 

H What I answered? As I live, 

I never fancied such a thing 
As answer possible to give. 

What says the body when they spring 
Some monstrous torture-engine^s whole 
Strength on it? No more says the soul. 


XII. 

Till out strode Gismondj then I knew 
That I was saved. I never met 
His face before, but, at first view, 

I felt quite sure that God had set 
Himself to Satan; who would spend 
A minute^s mistrust on the end? 

XIII. 

He strode to Gauthier, in his throat 

Gave him the lie, then struck his mouth 
With one back-handed blow that wrote 
In blood men's verdict there. North, South, 
East, West, 1 looked. The lie was dead, 

And damned, and truth stood up instead. 


XIV. 

This glads me most, that I enjoyed 
The heart of the joy, with my content 
In watching Gismond unalloyed 
By any doubt of the event: 

God took that on him — I was bid 
Watch Gismond for my part: I did. 

Robert Browning, //. I4 
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XV* 

Did I not watch him while he let 
His armourer just brace his greaves, 

Rivet his hauberk, on the fret 

The while! His foot . . . my memory leaves 
No least stamp out, nor how anon 
He pulled his ringing gauntlets on. 

XVI. 

And e’en before the trumpet’s sound 
Was finished, prone lay the false knight, 
Prone as his lie, upon the ground: 

Gismond flew at him, used no sleight 
O’ the sword, but open-breasted drove, 

Cleaving till out the truth he clove. 

XVII. 

Which done, he dragged him to my feet 
And said “Here die, but end thy breath 
“In full confession, lest thou fleet 

“From my first, to God’s second death! 

“Say, hast thou liedl” And, “I have lied 
“To God and her,” he said, and died. 

XVIII. 

Then Gismond, kneeling to me, asked 

— What safe my heart holds, though no word 
Could I repeat now, if I tasked 
My powers for ever, to a third 
Dear even as you are. Pass the rest 
Until I sank upon his breast. 
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XIX. 

Over my head his arm he flung 

Against the world; and scarce I felt 
His sword (that dripped by me and swung) 
A little shifted in its belt: 

For he began to say the while 

How South our home lay many a mile. 


XX. 

So ^mid the shouting multitude 

We two walked forth to never more 
Return. My cousins have , pursued 
Their life, untroubled as before 
I vexed them. Gauthier's dwelling-place 
God lighten! May his soul find grace! 

XXL 

Our elder boy has got the clear 

Great brow; tho' when his brother's black 
Full eye shows scorn, it . . , Gismond herel 
And have you brought my tercel back! 

I just was telling Adela 

How many birds it struck since May. 


THE BOY AND THE ANGEL. 

Morning, evening, noon and night, 
“Praise God!" sang Theocrite. 

14 * 
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Then to his poor trade he turned, 

Whereby the daily meal was earned. 

Hard he laboured, long and well; 

O’er his work the boy’s curls fell. 

But ever, at each period, 

He stopped and sang, “Praise God!” 

Then back again his curls he threw, 

And cheerful turned to work anew. 

Said Blaise, the listening monk, “Well done; 
“I doubt not thou art heard, my son: 

“As well as if thy voice to-day 

“Were praising God, the Pope’s great way. 

“This Easter Day, the Pope at Rome 
“Praises God from Peter’s dome.” 

Said Theocrite, “Would God that I 
“Might praise him, that great way, and die!” 

Night passed, day shone, 

And Theocrite was gone. 

With God a day endures alway, 

A thousand years are but a day. 

God said in heaven, “Nor day nor night 
“Now brings the voice of my delight.” 

Then Gahriel, like a rainbow’s birth, 

Spread his wings and sank to earth; 

Entered, in flesh, the empty cell, 

Lived there, and played the craftsman well; 
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And morning, evening, noon and night, 
Praised God in place of Theocrite. 

And from a boy, to youth he grew; 

The man put off the striplingfs hue: 

The man matured and fell away 
Into the season of decay: 

And ever o’er the trade he bent, 

And ever lived on earth content. 

(He did God’s will; to him, all one 
It on the earth or in the sun.) 

God said, "A praise is in mine ear; 
“There is no doubt in it, no fear: 

“So sing old worlds, and so 

“New worlds that from my footstool go. 

“Clearer loves sound other ways: 

“I miss my little human praise.” 

Then forth sprang Gabriel’s wings, off fell 
The flesh disguise, remained the cell. 

’Twas Easter Day: he flew to Rome, 

And paused above Saint Peter’s dome. 

In the tiring-room close by 
The great outer gallery. 

With his holy vestments dight. 

Stood the new Pope, Theocrite: 

And all his past career 
Came back upon him clear, 
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Since when, a boy, he plied his trade, 

Till on his life the sickness weighed; 

And in his cell, when death drew near 
An angel in a dream brought cheer: 

And rising from the sickness drear 
He grew a priest, and now stood here. 

To the East with praise he turned, 

And on his sight the angel burned. 

‘T bore thee from thy craftsman's cell, 

“And set thee here; I did not well. 

“Vainly I left my angel-sphere, 

“Vain was thy dream of many a year. 

“Thy voice's praise seemed weak; it dropped 
“Creation's chorus stopped! 

“Go back and praise again 
“The early way, while I remain. 

“With that weak voice of our disdain, 

“Take up creation's pausing strain. 

“Back to the cell and poor employ: 

“Resume the craftsman and the boy!" 

Theocrite grew old at home; 

A new Pope dwelt in Peter's dome. 

One vanished as the other died: 

They sought God side by side. 
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INSTANS TYRANNUS. 


I. 

Of the million or two, more or less, 
I rule and possess, 

One man, for some cause undefined, 
Was least to my mind. 


11. 

I struck him, he grovelled of course — 

For, what was his force? 

I pinned him to earth with my weight 
And persistence of hate: 

And he lay, would not moan, would not curse. 
As his lot might be worse. 

HI. 

“Were the object less mean, would he stand 
“At the swing of my hand I 
“For obscurity helps him and blots 
“The hole where he squats.” 

So, I set my five wits on the stretch 
To inveigle the wretch. 

All in vain I Gold and jewels I threw. 

Still he couched there perdue; 

I tempted his blood and his flesh, 

Hid Jn roses my mesh, 

Choicest cates and the flagon^s best spilth: 

Still he kept to his filth. 
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IV. 

Had he kith now or kin, were access 

To his heart, did I press 

Just a son or a mother to seize! 

No such booty as these. 

Were it simply a friend to pursue 
'Mid my million or two, 

Who could pay me in person or pelf 
What he owes me himself! 

No: I could not but smile through my chafe 

For the fellow lay safe 

As his mates do, the midge and the nit, 

— Through minuteness, to wit. 


V. 

Then a humour more great took its place 
At the thought of his face, 

The droop, the low cares of the mouth, 
The trouble uncouth 
'Twixt the brows, all that air one is fain 
To put out of its pain. 

And, ‘‘nol” I admonished myself, 

“Is one mocked by an elf, 

“Is one baffled by toad or by rati 
“The gravamen's in that! 

“How the lion, who crouches to suit 
“His back to my foot, 

“Would admire that I stand in debate! 

“But the stnall turns ;^e great 

“If it vexes you, — that is the thing! 

“Toad or rat vex the kingl 

“Though I waste half my realm to unearth 

“Toad or rat, 'tis well worth!" 
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VI. 

So, I soberly laid my last plan 
To extinguish the man. 

Round his creep-hole, with never a break 
Ran my fires for his sake; 

Over-head, did my thunder combine 
With my under-ground mine: 

Till I looked from my labour content 
To enjoy the event. 


vn. 

When sudden . . . how think ye, the end? 

Did 1 say “without friend?'* 

Say ratlier, from marge to blue marge 
The whole sky grew his targe 
With the sun's self for visible boss, 

\Vhile an Arm ran across 

Which the earth heaved beneath like a breast 

Where the wretch was safe prest! 

Do you see? Just my vengeance complete, 

The man sprang to his feet, 

Stood erect, caught at God's skirts, and prayed! 
— So, I was afraid! 


MESMERISM. 


I. 

All I believed is true! 

I am able yet 
• All I want, to get 
By a method as strange as new: 
Dare I trust the same to you? 
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n. 

If at night, when doors are shut, 

And the wood- worm picks, 

And the death-watch ticks, 

And the bar has a flag of smut, 

And a cat 's in the water-butt — 

III. 

And the socket floats and flares, 

And the house-beams groan, 

And a foot unknown 
Is surmised on the garret-stairs, 

And the locks slip unawares — 

IV. 

And the spider, to serve his ends, 

By a sudden thread, 

Aims and legs outspread. 

On the table's midst descends, 

Comes to find, God knows what friends !- 


V. 

If since eve drew in, I say, 

I have sat and brought 
. (So to speak) my thought 
To bear on the woman away. 
Till I felt my hair turn grey — 


VI. 

Till I seemed to have and hold, 

In the vacancy 
'Twixt the wall and me 
From the hair-plait's chestnut-gold 
To the foot in its muslin fold — 
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VII. 

Have and hold, then and there, 
Her, from head to foot, 
Breathing and mute, 

Passive and yet aware, 

In the grasp of my steady stare — 

VIII. 

Hold and have, there and then, 
All her body and soul 
That completes my whole, 
All that women add to men, 

In the clutch of my steady ken — 


IX. 

Having and holding, till 
I imprint her fast 
On the void at last 
As the sun does whom he will 
By the calotypist's skill — 

X. 

Then, — if my hearts strength serve, 
And through all and each 
Of the veils I reach 
To her soul and never swerve, 
Knitting an iron nerve — 


xi. 

Command her soul to advance 
And inform the shape 
» Which has made escape 
And before my countenance 
Answers me glance for glance — 
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XII. 

I, Still with a gesture fit 
Of my hands that best 
Do my souFs behest, 
Pointing the power from it, 
While myself do steadfast sit — 

xin. 

Steadfast and still the same 
On my object bent, 

While the hands give vent 
To my ardour and my aim 
And break into very flame — 


XIV. 

Then I reach, I must believe, 
Not lier soul in vain. 

For to me again 
It reaches, and past retrieve 
Is wound in the toils I weave; 


XV. 

And must follow as I require, 

As befits a thrall. 

Bringing flesh and all. 

Essence and earth-attire, 

To the source of the tractile fire: 

XVI. 

Till the house called hers, not mine, 
With a growing weight 
Seems to suffocate 
If she break not its leaden line 
And escape from its close confine. 
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XVII. 

Out of doors into the night! 

On to the maze 
Of the wild wood-ways, 

Not turning to left nor right 
From the pathway, blind with sight — 

XVIII. 

Making thro* rain and wind 
0*er the broken shrubs, 

*Twixt the stems and stubs, 

With a still, composed, strong mind, 
Nor a care for the world behind — 


XIX. 

Swifter and still more swift, 

As the crowding peace 
Doth to joy increase 
In the wide blind eyes uplift 
Thro’ the darkness and the drift! 

XX. 

While I — to the shape, I too 
Feel my soul dilate 
Nor a whit abate. 

And relax not a gesture due, 

As I see my belief come true. 

XXI. 

For, there! have I drawn or no 
Life to that lipl 
Do my fingers dip 
In a flame whidi again they throw 
On the cheek that breaks a-glow] 
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XXIl. 

Hal was the hair so first? 

What, unfilleted, 

Made alive, and spread 
Through the void with a rich outburst, 
Chestnut gold-interspersed? 

xxiin 

Like the doors of a casket-shrine, 

See, on either side, 

Her two arms divide 
Till the heart betwixt makes sign. 

Take me, for I am thine 1 

xxiv, 

«Now — now” — the door is heard! 
Hark, the stairs! and near — 
Nearer — and here — 

“Now!” and at call the third 
She enters without a word. 


XXV. 

On doth she march and on 
To the fancied shape; 

It is, past escape, 

Herself, now; the dream is done 
And the shadow and she are one. 

XXVI. 

First I will pray. Do Thou 
That ownest the soul. 

Yet wilt grant control 
To another, nor disallow 
For a time, restrain me now! 
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XXVII. 

I admonish me while I may, 

Not to squander guilt, 

Since require Thou wilt 
At my hand its price one day! 
What the price is, who can say? 


THE GLOVE. 

(peter ronsard loquitur) 

^^Heigho,” yawned one day King Francis, 
** Distance all value enhances! 

“When a man's busy, why, leisure 
“Strikes him as wonderful pleasure: 

“ 'Faith, and at leisure once is he? 
“Straightway he wants to be busy. 

“Here weVe got peace; and aghast Fm 
“Caught thinking war the true pastime. 

“Is there a reason in metre? 

“Give us your speech, master Peter!” 

I who, if mortal dare say so, 

Ne’er am at loss with my Naso, 

“Sire,” I replied, “joys prove cloudlets: 
“Men are the merest Ixions” — 

Here the King whistled aloud, “Let’s 
. Heigho ... go look at our lions!” 
Such are the sorrowful chances 
If you talk fine to King Francis. 

And sO, to the courtyard proceeding, 

Our company, Francis was leading; 
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Increased by new followers tenfold 
Before he arrived at the penfold; 

Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen 
At sunset the western horizon. 

And Sir De Lorge pressed 'mid the foremost 
With the dame he professed to adore most — 
Oh, what a face! One by fits eyed 
Her, and the horrible pitside; 

For the penfold surrounded a hollow 
Which led where the eye scarce dared follow, 
And shelved to the chamber secluded 
AVhere Bluebeard, the great lion, brooded. 
The King hailed his keeper, an Arab 
As glossy and black as a scarab, 

And bade him make sport and at once stir 
Up and out of his den the old monster. 

They opened a hole in the wire-work 
Across it, and dropped there a firework, 

And fled: one's heart's beating redoubled; 

A pause, while the pit's mouth was troubled, 
The blackness and silence so utter, 

By the firework’s slow sparkling and sputter; 
Then earth in a sudden contortion 
Gave out to our gaze her abortion. 

Such a brute 1 Were I friend Clement Marot 
(Whose experience of nature's but narrow, 
And whose faculties move in no small mist 
When he versifies David the Psalmist) 

I should stu^y that brute to describe you 
Ilium Juda Leonem de Tribu. 

One's whole blood grew curdling and creepy 
To see the black mane, vast and heapy, 

The tail in the air stiff and straining, 
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The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning, 

As over the barrier which bounded 
His platform, and us who surrounded 
The barrier, they reached and they rested 
O' the space that might stand him in best stead: 

For who knew, he thought, what the amazement. 

The eruption of clatter and blaze meant, 

And if, in this minute of wonder, 

No outlet, 'mid lightning and thunder, 

Lay broad, and, his shackles all shivered, 

The lion at last was delivered? 

Ay, that was the open sky o'erhead! 

And you saw by the flash on his forehead, 

By the hope in those eyes wide and steady, 

He was leagues in the desert ahead}’, 

Driving the flocks up the mountain. 

Or catlike couched hard by the fountain 
To waylay the date-gathering negress; 

So guarded he entrance or egress. 

“How he stands!" quoth the King; “we may well swear 
(“No novice, we've won our spurs elsewhere 
“And so can afford the confession,) 

“We exercise wholesome discretion 
“In keeping aloof from his threshold; 

“Once hold you, those jaws want no fresh hold, 
“Their first w'ould too pleasantly purloin 
“The visitor's brisket or surloin: 

“But who's he would prove so fool-hardy? 

‘‘Not the best man of Marignan, pardieT' 

The sentence no sooner was uttered. 

Than Qi’er the rails a glove fluttered, 

Fell close to the lion, and rested: 

Robert Brtnvftm^. II. 
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The dame ’twas, who flung it and jested 
With life so, De Lorge had been wooing 
For months past; he sat there pursuing 
His suit, weighing out with nonchalance 
Fine speeches like gold from a balance. 

Sound the trumpet, no true knight’s a tarilerl 
De Lorge made one leap at the barrier, 

Walked straight to the glove, — while the lion. 

Ne’er moved, kept his far-reaching eye on 
The palm-tree-edged desert-spring’s sapphire 
And the musky oiled skin of the Kaffir, — 

Picked it up, and as calmly retreated, 

Leaped back where the lady was seated, 

And full in the face of its owner 
Flung the glove. 

Your heart’s queen, you detlirone her? 
^^So should I!” — cried the King — ‘^’twas mere vanity, 
^‘Not love, set that task to humanity 1” 

Lords and ladies alike turned with loathing 
From such a proved wolf in sheep’s clothing. 

Not so, I; for I caught an expression 
In her brow’s undisturbed self-possession 
Amid the Court’s scoffing and merriment, — 

As if from no pleasing experiment 
She rose, yet of pain not much heedful 
So long as the process was needful, — 

As if she Had tried in a crucible, 

To what speeches like gold” were reducible. 

And, finding the finest prove copper, 

Felt the smoke in her face was but proper; ^ 

To know what she had not to trust to, 
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Was worth til the ashes and dust too. 

She went out hnid hooting and laughter; 

Clement Marot stayed; 1 followed after, 

And asked, as a grace, what it all meant? 

If she wished not the rash deed^s recalment? 

“For I ” — so I spoke — “am a poet: 

“Human nature, — behoves that I know it!'^ 

She told me, “Too long had I heard 
“Of the deed proved alone by the word: 

“For rny love — what De Lorge would not dare! 
“With my scorn — what De Lorge could compare! 
“And the endless descriptions of death 
“He would brave when my lip formed a breath, 
“I must reckon as braved, or, of course, 

“Doubt his word — and moreover, perforce, 

“For such gifts as no lady could spurn, 

“Must o/fer my love in return. 

“When I looked on your lion, it brought 
“All the dangers at once to my tliought, 
“Encountered by all sorts of men, 

“Before he was lodged in his den, — 

“From the poor slave whose club or bare hands 
“Dug the trap, set the snare on the sands, 

“ With no King and no Court to applaud, 

“By no shame, should he shrink, overawed, 

“Yet to capture the creature made shift, 

“That his rude boys might laugh at the gift, 

“ — To the page who last leaped o’er the fence 
“'Of the pit, on no greater pretence 
“Than^to get back the bonnet he dropped, 

“ Lest his pay for a week should be stopped. 

“So, wiser I judged it to make 
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*‘One trial what ‘death for my sake’ 

“Really meant, while the power was yet mine, 

“Than to wait until time should define 
“Such a phrase not so simply as I, 

“Who took it to mean just ‘to die.’ 

“The blow a glove gives is but weak: 

“Does the mark yet discolour my cheek 1 
“But when the heart suffers a blow, 

“Will the pain pass so soon, do you knowl” 

I looked, as away she was sweeping, 

And saw a youth eagerly keeping 
As close as he dared to the doorway. 

No doubt that a noble should more weigh 
His life than befits a plebeian; 

And yet, had our brute been Nemean- 

(I judge by a certain calm fervour 

The youth stepped with, forward to serve her) 

— He’d have scarce thought you did him the worst turn 
If you whispered “Friend, what you’d get, first earn!’’ 
And when, shortly after, she carried 
Her .shame from the Court, and they married, 

To that marriage some happiness, maugre 
The voice of the Court, I dared augur. 

For De Lorge, he made women with men vie, 

Those in wonder and praise, these in envy; 

And in short stood so plain a head taller 

That he wooed and won . . . how do you call herl 

The beauty, that rose in the sequel 

To the King’s love, who loved her a week well. 

And ’twas noticed he never would honour 
De Lorge (who looked daggers upon her) 
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AVith the easy commission of stretching 
His legs in the service, and fetching 
Plis wife, from her chamber, those straying 
Sad gloves she was always mislaying, 

While the King took the closet to chat in, — 

But of course this adventure came pat in. 

And never the King told the story, 

How bringing a glove brought such glory, 

But the wife smiled — *‘His nerves are grown firmer: 
‘‘Mine he brings now and utters no murmur/' 
Venienti occur riie morho! 

With which moral I drop my theorbo. 


TIME'S REVENGES. 

Fve a Friend, over the sea; 

I like him, but he loves me. 

It all grew out of the books I write; 

They find such favour in his sight 
That he slaughters you with savage looks 
Because you don't admire my books. 

He does himself though, — and if some vein 
Were to snap to-night in this heavy brain, 
To-morrow month, if I lived to try, 

Round should I just turn quietly, 

Or out of the bedclothes stretch my hand 
Till I found him, come from his foreign land 
To be my nurse in this poor place, 
make my broth and wash my face 
And light my fire and, all the while, 

Bear with his old good-humoured smile 
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That I told him ^‘Better have kept away 
“Than come and kill me, night and day, 
“With, worse than fever throbs and shoots, 
“The creaking of his clumsy boots.** 

I am as sure that this he would do, 

As that Saint Paufs is striking two. 

And I think I rather . . . woe is me! 

— Yes, rather should see him than not see, 

If lifting a hand would seat him there 
Before me in the empty chair 
To-night, when my head aches indeed, 

And I can neither think nor read 
Nor make these purple fingers hold 
The pen; this garret *s freezing cold! 

And Tve a Lady — there he wakes 
The laughing fiend and prince of snakes 
Within me, at her name, to pray 
Fate send some creature in the way 
Of my love for her, to be down-torn, 
Upthrust and outward-borne, 

So I might prove myself that sea 
Of passion which I needs must be! 

Call my thoughts false and my fancies quaint 
And my style infirm and its figures faint, 

All the critics say, and more blame yet, 

And not one angry word you get. 

But, please you, wonder I would put 
My cheek beneath that lady*s foot 
Rather than trample under mine 
The laurels of the Florentine, 

And you shall see how the devil spends 
A fire Cod gave for other ends! 
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I tell you, I stride up and down 

This garret, crowned with love's best crown, 

And feasted with love's perfect feast, 

To think I kill for her, at least, 

Body and soul and peace and fame, 

Alike youth’s end and manhood's aim, 

— So is my spirit, as flesh with sin, 

Filled full, eaten out and in 

With the face of her, the eyes of her, 

'fhe lips, the little chin, the stir 
Of shadow round her mouth; and she 
— ril tell you, — calmly would decree 
That I should roast at a slow fire, 

If that would compass her desire 
And make her one whom they invite 
To the famous ball to-morrow night. 

There may be heaven; there must be hell; 
Meantime, there is our earth here — well! 


THE ITALIAN IN ENGLAND. 

That second time they hunted me 
From hill to plain, from shore to sea, 

And Austria, hounding far and wide 
Her blood-hounds thro' the country-side 
Breathed hot and instant on my trace, — 

I made six days a hiding-place 

Of ‘that dry green old aqueduct 

WhTere 1 and Charles, when boys, have plucked 

The fire-flies from the roof above, 
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Bright creeping thro* the moss they Jove: 

— How long it seems since Charles was lost! 
Six days the soldiers crossed and crossed 
The country in my very sight; 

And when that peril ceased at night, 

The sky broke out in red dismay 
With signal fires; well, there I lay 
Close covered o’er in my recess, 

Up to the neck in ferns and cress, 

Thinking on Metternich our friend, 

And Charles’s miserable end, 

And much beside, two days; the third, 
Hunger o’ercame me when I beard 
The peasants from the village go 
To work among the maize; you know, 

With us in Lombardy, they bring 
Provisions packed on mules, a string 
With little bells that cheer their task, 

And casks, and boughs on every cask 
To keep the sun’s heat from the wine; 
These I let pass in jingling line, 

And, close on them, dear noisy crew, 

The peasants from the village, too; 

For at the very rear would troop 
Their wives and sisters in a group 
To help, I knew; when these had passed, 

I threw my glove to strike the last. 

Taking the chance: she did not start, 

Much less cry out, but stooped apart, 

One instant rapidly glanced round, 

And saw me beckon from the ground: 

A wild bush grows and hides my crypt; 

She picked my glove up while she stripped 
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A branch off, then rejoined the rest 
With that] my glove lay in her breast: 

Then I drew breath; they disappeared; 

It was for Italy I feared. 

An hour, and she returned alone 
Exactly where my glove was thrown. 
Meanwhile came many thoughts; on me 
Rested the hopes of Italy; 

I had devised a certain tale 

Which, when 'twas told her, could not fail 

Persuade a peasant of its truth; 

I meant to call a freak of youth 
This hiding, and give hopes of pay, 

And no temptation to betray. 

But when I saw that woman’s face. 

Its calm simplicity of grace, 

Our Italy’s own attitude 

In which she walked thus far, and stood, 

Planting each naked foot so firm, 

To crush the snake and spare the worm — 
At first sight of her eyes, I said, 

‘T am that man upon whose head 
“They fix the price, because I hate 
“The Austrians over us: the State 
“Will give you gold — oh, gold so much! — 
“If you betray me to their clutch, 

“And be your death, for aught I know, 

“If once they find you saved their foe. 
“Now, you must bring me food and drink, 
“And also paper, pen and ink, 

“And carry safe what I shall write 
“To Padua, which you’U reach at night 
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^^Before the duomo shuts; go in, 

“And wait till Tenebrce being; 

“Walk to the third confessional, 

“Between the pillar and the wall, 

“And kneeling whisper, Whence comes peace} 
“Say it a second time, then cease; 

“And if the voice inside returns, 

From Christ and Freedom; what concerns 
The cause of Peace? — for answer, slip 
“My letter where you placed your lip; 

“Then come back happy we have done 
“Our mother service — I, the son, 

“As you the daughter of our land!^^ 

Three mornings more, she took her stand 
In the same place, with the same eyes: 

I was no surer of sun-rise 
Than of her coming: we conferred 
Of her own prospects, and I heard 
She had a lover — stout and tall, 

She said — then let her eyelids fall, 

“He could do much^^ — as if some doubt 
Entered her heart, — then, passing out, 

“She could not speak for others, who 
“Had other thoughts; herself she knew:^' 
And so she brought me drink and food. 
After four days, the scouts pursued 
Another path; at last arrived 
The help my Paduan friends contrived 
To furnish me: she brought the news. 

For the first time I could not choose 
But kiss her hand, and lay my own 
Upon her head — “This faith was shown 
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“To Italy, our mother; she 
“Uses my hand and blesses thee.” 

She followed down to the sea - shore; 

I left and never saw her more. 

How very long since I have thought 
Concerning — much less wished for — aught 
Beside the good of Italy, 

For wdiich I live and mean to die! 

I never was in love; and since 

Charles proved false, what shall now convince 

My inmost heart I have a friend? 

However, if I pleased to spend 
Real wishes on myself — say, three — 

I know at least what one should be. 

I *\yould grasp Metternich until 

I felt his red wet throat distil 

In blood thro’ these two hands. And next, 

— Nor much for that am I perplexed — 
Charles, perjured traitor, for his part, 

Should die slow of a broken heart 
Under his new employers- Last 
— Ah, there, what should I wish? For fast 
Do I grow old and out of strength. 

If 1 resolved to seek at length 
My father’s house again, how scared 
They all would look, and unprepared! 

My brothers live in Austria’s pay 
— Disowned me long ago, men say; 

And all my early mates who used 
To praise me so — perhaps induced 
More than one early step of mine — 

Are turning wise: while some opine 
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“Freedom grows license/^ some suspect 
“Haste breeds delay/* and recollect 
They always said, such premature 
Beginnings never could endure! 

So, with a sullen “All’s for best,” 

The land seems settling to its rest. 

I think then, I should wish to stand 
This evening in that dear, lost land, 
Over the sea the thousand miles, 

And know if yet that woman smiles 
With the calm smile; some little farm 
She lives in there, no doubt: what harm 
If I sat on the door-side bench, 

And, while her spindle made a trench 
Fantastically in the dust. 

Inquired of all her fortunes — just 
Her children’s ages and their names, 
And what may be the husband’s aims 
For each of them. I’d talk this out, 
And sit there, for an hour about, 

Then kiss her hand once more, and lay 
Mine on her head, and go my way. 

So much for idle wishing — how 
It steals the time I To business now. 
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THE ENGLISHMAN IN ITALY. 

PIANO DI SORRENTO. 

Fortu, Fortu, my beloved one, 

Sit here by my side, 

On my knees put up both little feet! 

I was sure, if I tried, 

1 could make you laugh spite of Scirocco. 

Now, open your eyes, 

Let me keep you amused till he vanish 
In black from the skies, 

With telling my memories over 
As you tell your beads; 

All the Plain saw me gather, I garland 
— The flowers or the weeds. 

Time for rain! for your long hot dry Autumn 
Had networked with brown 
The white skin of each grape on the bunches, 
Marked like a quail’s crown, 

Those creatures you make such account of, 
Whose heads, — speckled with white 
Over brown like a great spider’s back, 

As I told you last night, — 

Your mother bites off for her supper. 

Red-ripe as could be, 

Pomegranates were chapping and splitting 
In halves on the tree: 

And betwixt the loose walls of great flintstone, 
Or in the thick dust 

On tire path, or straight out of the rock-side, 
Wherever could thrust . 
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Some burnt sprig of bold hardy rock-flower 
Its yellow face up, 

For the prize were great butterflies fighting, 

Some five for one cup. 

So, I guessed, ere I got up this morning, 

What change was in store. 

By the quick rustle-down of the quail-nets 
Which woke me before 
I could open my shutter, made fast 
With a bough and a stone, 

And look thro’ the twisted dead vine-twigs. 

Sole lattice that's known. 

Quick and sharp rang the rings down the net-poles, 
While, busy beneath, 

Your priest and his brother tugged at them. 

The rain in their teeth. 

And out upon all the flat house-roofs 
Where split figs lay drying. 

The girls took the frails under cover: 

Nor use seemed in trying 
To get out the boats and go fishing, 

For, under the cliff. 

Fierce the black water frothed o'er the blind-rock. 

No seeing our skiff 
Arrive about noon from Amalfi, 

— Our fisher arrive, 

And pitch down his basket before us, 

All trembling alive 

With pink ^nd grey jellies, your sea-fruit; 

You touch the strange lumps, 

And mouths gape there, eyes open, all manner 
Of horns and of humps, 

Which only the fisher looks grave at, 
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While round him like imps 
Cling screaming the children as naked 
And brown as his shrimps; 

Himself too as bare to the middle 
— You see round his neck 
The string and its brass coin suspended, 

That saves him from wreck. 

But to-day not a boat reached Salerno, 

So back, to a man, 

Came our friends, with whose help in the vineyards 
Grape-harvest began. 

In the vat, halfway up in our house-side, 

Like blood the juice spins. 

While your brotlier all bare-legged is dancing 
Till breathless he grins 
Dead-beaten in effort on effort 
To keep the grapes under, 

Since still when he seems all but master. 

In pours the fresh plunder 
From girls who keep coming and going 

With basket on shoulder, , . 

And eyes sliut against the rain’s driving; 

Your girls that are older, — 

For under the hedges of aloe, 

And where, on its bed 
Of the orchard's black mould, the love-apple 
Lies pulpy and red, 

All the young ones are kneeling and filling 
Their laps with the snails 
Tempted out by this first rainy weather, — 

Your best of regales, 

As to-pight will be proved to my sorrow, 

When, supping in state, 
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We shall feast our grape-gleaners (two dozen, 

Three over one plate) 

With lasagne so tempting to swallow 
In slippery ropes, 

And gourds fried in great purple slices, 

That colour of popes. 

Meantime, see the grape bunch theyVe brought you 
The rain-water slips 

O’er the heavy blue bloom on each globe 
Which the wasp to your lips 
Still follows with fretful persistence: 

Nay, taste, while awake, 

This half of a curd-white smooth cheese-ball 
That peels, flake by flake, 

Like an onion, each smoothe^ and whiter; 

Next, sip this weak wine 
From the thin green glass flask, with its stopper, 

A leaf of the vine; 

And end with the prickly-pear’s red flesh 
That leaves thro’ its juice 
The stony black seeds on your pearl-teeth. 

Scirocco is loose! 

Hark, the quick, whistling pelt of the olives 
Which, thick in one’s track, 

Tempt the stranger to pick up and bite them, 

Tho’ not yet half black! 

How the old twisted olive trunks shudder 
The medlars let fall 

Their hard fruit, and the brittle great fig-trees 
Snap oft, figs and all, 

For here comes the whole of the tempest 1 
No 'refuge, but creep 
Back again to my side and my shoulder, 
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And listen or sleep. 

0 how will your country show next week, 

When all the vine-boughs 
Have been stripped of their foliage to pasture 
The mules and the cows'? 

Last eve, I rode over the mountains; 

Your brother, my guide, 

Soon left me, to feast on the myrtles 
That offered, each side, 

Their fruit-balls, black, glossy and luscious,— 

Or strip from the sorbs 
A treasure, or, rosy and wondrous, 

Those hairy gold orbs! 

But my mule i)icked his sure sober path out, 

Just stopping to neigh 
When he recognized down in the valley 
His mates on their way 
With the faggots and barrels of water; 

And soon we emerged 

From the plain, where the woods could scarce follow; 

And still as we urged 
Our way, the woods wondered, and left us, 

As up still we trudged 

Though the wild path grew wilder each instant. 

And place was e’en grudged 
’Mid the rock-chasms and piles of loose stones 
Like the loose broken teeth 
Of some monster which climbed there to die 
From the ocean beneath — 

Place was grudged to the silver-grey fume-weed 
That clung to the path, 

And dark rosemary ever a-dying 
That, 'spite the wind’s wrath, 

Roiert Browmnjs', 
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So loves the salt rock's face to seaward, 

And lentisks as staunch 
To the stone where they root and bear berries, 
And » . . what shows a branch 
Coral-coloured, transparent, with circlets 
Of pale seagreen leaves; 

Over all trod my mule with the caution 
Of gleaners o’er sheaves. 

Still, foot after foot like a lady: 

So, round after round, 

He climbed to the top of Calvano, 

And God’s own profound 
Was above me, and round me the mountains, 

And under, the sea. 

And within me my heart to bear witness 
What was and shall be. 

Oh, heaven and the terrible crystal! 

No rampart excludes 
Your eye from the life to be lived 
In the blue solitudes. 

Oh, those mountains, their infinite movement! 

Still moving witli you; 

For, ever some new head and breast of them 
Thrusts into view 

To obseire the intruder; you see it 
If quickly you turn 

And, before they escape you, surprise them: 

They grudge you should learn 
How the soft plains they look on, lean over 
And love (they pretend) 

— Cower beneath them, the flat sea-pine crouches, 
The wild fruit-trees bend, • 

E’en the myrtle-leaves curl, shrink and shut: 
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All is silent and grave: 

’Tis a sensual and timorous beauty, 

How fair! but a slave. 

So, I turned to the sea; nnd there slumbered 
As greenly as ever 
Those isles of the siren, your Galli; 

No ages can sever 
The Three, nor enable their sister 
To join them, — halfway 
On the voyage, she looked at Ulysses — 

No farther to-day, 

Tho* the small one, just launched in the wave, 
Watches breast-high and steady 
From under the rock, her bold sister 
Swum halfway already. 

Forth, shall we sail there together 
And see from the sides 
Quite new rocks show their faces, new haunts 
Where the siren abides 1 

Shall we sail round and round them, close over 
The rocks, tho^ unseen, 

That ruffle the grey glassy water 
To glorious green 1 

Then scramble from splinter to splinter, 

Reach land and explore, 

On the largest, the strange square black turret 
With never a door, 

Just a loop to admit the quick lizards; 

Then, stand there and hear 
The birds' quiet singing, that tells us 
What life is, so clear 1 
— Tho secret they sang to Ulysses 
When, ages ago, 

i6^ 
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He heard and he knew this life’s secret 
I hear and I know. 

Ah, seel The sun breaks o’er Calvano; 

He strikes the great gloom 
And flutters it o’er the mount’s summit 
In airy gold fume. 

All is over. Look out, see the gipsy, 

Our tinker and smith, 

Has arrived, set up bellows and forge, 

And down-squatted forthwith 
To his hammering, under the wall there; 

One eye keeps aloof 
The urchins that itch to be putting 
His jews’-harps to proof, 

While the other, thro’ locks of curled wire, 

Is watching how sleek 

Shines the hog, come to share in the windfall 
— An abbot’s own cheek. 

All is over. Wake up and come out now, 
And down let us go. 

And see the fine things got in order 
At church for the show 
Of the Sacrament, set forth this evening; 

To-morrow’s the Feast 
Of the Rosary’s Virgin, by no means 
Of Virgins the least, 

As you’ll hear in the off-hand discourse 
Which (all nature, no art) 

The Dominican brother, these three weeks. 
Was getting by heart. 

Not a pillar nor post but is dizened 
With red and blue papers; 
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All the roof waves with ribbons, each altar 
A-blaze with long tapers; 

But the great masterpiece is the scaffold 
Rigged glorious to hold 
All the fiddlers and fifers and drummers 
And trumpeters bold, 

Not afraid of Bellini nor Auber, 

Who, when the priest’s hoarse, 

Will strike us up something that’s brisk 
For the feast’s second course. 

And then will the flaxen-wigged Image 
Be carried in pomp' 

Thro’ the plain, while in gallant procession 
The priests mean to stomp. 

All round the glad church lie old bottles 
With gunpowder stopped, 

Which will be, when the Image re-enters, 
Religiously popped; 

And at night from the crest of Calvano 
Great bonfires will hang. 

On the plain will the trumpets join chorus, 
And more poppers bang. 

At all events, come— to the garden, 

As far as the wall; 

See me tap with a hoe on the plaster 
Till out there shall fall 
A scorpion with wide angry nippers! 

— “Such trifles!” you say? 

Forth, in my England at home, 

Mep. meet gravely to-day 
And debate, if abolishing Corn-laws 
Be righteous and wise 
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— If ’twere proper, Scirocco should vanish 
In black from the skies 1 


IN A GONDOLA, 

He sings. 

I SEND my heart up to thee, all my heart 
In this my singing. 

For the stars help me, and the sea bears part 
The very night is clinging 
Closer to Venice’ streets to leave one space 
Above me, whence thy face 
May light my joyous heart to thee its dwelling-place. 

She speaks. 

Say after me, and try to say 
My very words, as if each word 
Came from you of your own accord. 

In your own voice, in your own way: 

“This woman’s heart and soul and brain 
“Are mine as much as this gold chain 
“She bids me wear; which” (say again) 

“I choose to make by cherishing 
“A precious thing, or choose to fling 
“Qver the boat-side, ring by ring.” 

And yet once more say ... no word morel 
Since words are only words. Give o’er! 

Unless you call me, all the same, 

Familiarly by my pet name, 
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Which if the Three should hoar you call, 
And me reply to, would proclaim 
At once our secret to them all. 

Ask of me, too, command me, blame — 
Do, break down the partition-wall 
Twixt us, the daylight world beholds 
Curtained in dusk and splendid folds! 
What’s left but — all of me to take'l 
I am the Three’s: prevent them, slake 
Your thirst! ’Tis said, the Arab sage 
In practising with gems can loose 
Their subtle spirit in his criice 
And leave but ashes: so, sweet mage, 
Leave them my ashes when thy use 
Sucks out my soul, thy heritage! 


He sings. 


I. 

Past we glide, and past, and past! 

What’s that poor Agnese doing 
Where they make the shutters fast? 

Grey Zanobi’s just a-wooing 
To his couch the purchased bride: 
Past we glide! 


II. 

Past we glide, and past, and past! 

Why’s the Pucci Palace flaring 
Like a beacon to the blast? 

Guests by hundreds, not one caring 
If th« dear host’s neck were wried: 
Past we glide! 
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K>/ie sings. 


h 

The moth^s kiss, first! 

Kiss me as if you made believe 
You were not sure, this eve, 

How my face, your flower, had pursed 
Its petals up; so, here and there 
You brush it, till I grow aware 
Who wants me, and wide ope I burst 


II. 

The bee's kiss, now! 

Kiss me as if you entered gay 
My heart at some noonday, 

A bud that dares not disallow 
The claim, so all is rendered up, 
And passively its shattered cup 
Over your head to sleep I bow. 


He sings. 


L 

What are we two? 

I am a Jew, 

And cany thee, farther than friends can pursue, 
To a feast of our tribe; 

Where they^ need thee to bribe 
The devil that blasts them unless he imbibe 
Thy . . . Scatter the vision for ever! And now, ‘ 
As of old, I am I, thou art thou! 
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IL 

Say again, what we are? 

The sprite of a star, 

I lure thee above where the destinies bar 
My plumes their full play 
Till a ruddier ray 

Than my pale one announce there is withering away 
Some . • . Scatter the vision for ever! And now. 

As of old, I am I, thou art thou! 


He muses. 

Oh, which were best, to roam or rest? 

The land’s lap or the water^s breast? 

To sleep on yellow millet-sheaves. 

Or swim in lucid shallows just 
Eluding water-lily, leaves. 

An inch from Death’s black fingers, thrust 
To lock you, whom release he must; 
Which life were best on Summer eves? 


He speaks , musing. 

Lie back; could thought of mine improve you? 
From this shoulder let there spring 
A wing; from this, another wing; 

Wings, not legs and feet, shall move you! 
Snow-white must they spring, to blend 
With your flesh, but I intend 
They shall deepen to the end, 

Broader, into burning gold, 

Till both wings crescent-wise enfold 
Your 'perfect self, from ’neath your feet 
To o’er your head, where, lo, they meet 
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As if a million sword-blades hurled 
Defiance from you to the world! 

Rescue me thou, the only real! 

And scare away this mad ideal 
That came, nor motions to depart! 
Thanks! Now, stay ever as thou art! 

Still he muses. 


I. 

What if the Three should catch at last 
Thy serenaderl While there’s cast 
Paul’s cloak about my head, and fast 
Gian pinions me. Himself has past 
His stylet thro’ my back; I reel; 

And ... is it thou I feel? 

II. 

They trail me, these three godless knaves, 

Past every church that saints and saves, 

Nor stop till, where the cold sea raves 
By Lido’s wet accursed graves. 

They scoop mine, roll me to its brink, 

And ... on thy breast I sink! 

She replies^ inusing. 

Dip your arm o’er the boat-side, elbow-deep. 

As I do: thus: were death so unlike sleep. 

Caught this way? Death’s to fear from flame or steel, 
Or poison doubtless; but from water — feel! 

Go find the bottom! Would you stay me? There 
Now pluck a great blade of that ribbon-grass 
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To plait ill where the foolish jewel was, 

I flung away: since you have praised my hair, 
^Tis proper to be choice in what I wear. 


He speaks. 

Row home? must we row home? Too surely 
Know I where its front’s demurely 
Over the Giudecca piled; 

Window just with window mating, 

Door on door exactly waiting, 

All’s the set face of a child: 

But behind it, where’s a trace 
Of the staidness and reserve, 

And formal lines without a curve, 

In the same child’s playing-face? 

No two windows look one way 
O’er the small sei-water thread 
Below them. Ah, the autumn day 
I, passing, saw you overhead! 

First, out a cloud of curtain blew, 

Then a sweet cry, and last came you — 

To catch your lory that must needs 
Escape just then, of all times then, 

To peck a tall plant’s fleecy seeds, 

And make me happiest of men. 

I scarce could breathe to see you reach 
So far back o’er the balcony 
To catch him ere he climbed too high 
Above you in the Smyrna peach 
That quick the round smooth cord of gold, 
This^ coiled hair on your head, unrolled, 

Fell down you like a gorgeous snake 
The Roman girls were wont, of old, 
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When Rome there was, for coolness' sake 
To let lie curling o'er their bosoms. 

Dear lory, may his beak retain 
Ever its delicate rose stain 
As if the wounded lotus-blossoms 
Had marked their thief to know again! 

Stay longer yet, for others' sake 

Than mine! What should your chamber do? 

— With all its rarities that ache 

In silence while day lasts, but wake 

At night-time and their life renew, 

Suspended just to pleasure you 
Who brought against their will together 
These objects, and, while day lasts, weave 
Around them such a magic tether 
That dumb they look: your harp, believe, 
With all the sensitive tight strings 
Which dare not speak, now to itself 
Breathes slumberously, as if some elf 
Went in and out the chords, his wings 
Make murmur wheresoe'er they graze, 

As an angel may, between the maze 
Of midnight palace-pillars, on 
And on, to sow God's plagues, have gone 
Through guilty glorious Babylon. 

And while such murmurs flow, the nymph 
Bends o'er the harp-top from her shell 
As the dry limpet for the lymph 
Come with a tune he knows so well. 

And how your statues' hearts must swell! 

And how your pictures must descend 
To see each other, friend with friend! 
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Oh, could you take them by surprise, 
You’d find Schidone’s eager Duke 
Doing the quaintest courtesies 
To that prim saint by Haste-thee-Luke ! 
And, deeper into her rock den, 

Bold Castelfranco’s Magdalen 
You’d find retreated from the ken 
Of that robed counsel-keeping Ser — 

As if the Tizian thinks of her, 

And is not, rather, gravely bent 
On seeing for himself what toys 
Are these, his progeny invent. 

What litter now the board employs 
Whereon he signed a document 
That got him murdered! Each enjoys 
Its night so well, you cannot break 
The sport up, so,^ndeed must make 
More stay with me, for others’ sake. 


She speaks, 

1 . 

To-morrow, if a harp-string, say, 

Is used to tie the jasmine back 
That overfloods my room with sweets, 
Contrive your Zorzi somehow meets 
My Zanze! If the ribbon’s black, 

The Three are watching: keep away I 


II. 

Your gondola — let Zorzi wreathe 
A mesh of water-weeds about 
Its prow, as if he unaware 
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Had struck some quay or bridge-foot stair! 

That I may throw a paper out 
As you and he go underneath. 

There^s Zanze’s vigilant taper; safe are we. 

Only one minute more to-night with me? 
jtesume your past self of a month ago! 

Be you the bashful gallant, I will be 
The lady with the colder breast than snow. 

Now bow you, as becomes, nor touch my hand 
More than I touch yours when I step to land, 

And say, “All thanks, Siora!" — 

Heart to heart 

And lips to lips! Yet once more, ere we part, 
Clasp me and make me thine, as mine thou art! 

He is surprised^ and stabbed^ 

It was ordained to be so, sweet! — and best 
Comes now, beneath thine eyes, upon thy breast. 
Still kiss me! Care not for the cowards! Care 
Only to put aside thy beauteous hair 
My blood will hurt! The Three, I do not scorn 
To death, because they never lived: but I 
Have lived indeed, and so~(yet one more kiss)— can 
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WARING. 

L 

I. 

What’s become of Waring 
Since he gave us all the slip, 

Chose land-travel or seafaring, 

Roots and chest or staff and scrip, 

Rather than pace up and down 
Any longer London town*! 

II. 

Who’d have guessed it from liis lip 
Or his brow’s accustomed bearing, 

On the night he thus took ship 
Or started landwarti? — little caring 
For us, it seems, who supped together 
(Friends of his too, I remember) 

And walked home thro’ the merry weather, 
The snowiest in all December. 

I left his arm that night myself 

For what’s-his-name’s, the new prose-poet 

Who wrote the book there, on the shelf— 

JIow, forsooth, was I to know it 

If Waring meant to glide away 

Like a ghost at break of day'f 

Never looked he half so gay! 

ni. 

He was prouder than the devil: 

How he must have cursed our revel! 

Ay and many other meetings, 
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Indoor visits, outdoor greetings, 

As up and down he paced this London, 

With no work done, but great works undone, 
Where scarce twenty knew his name. 

Why not, then, have earlier spoken, 

Written, bustled] Who’s to blame 
If your silence kept unbroken? 

“True, but there were sundry jottings, 
“Stray-leaves, fragments, blurrs and blottings, 
“Certain first steps were achieved 
“Already which” — (is that your meaning?) 
“Had well borne out whoe’er believed 
“In more to come!” But who goes gleaning 
Hedge-side chance-blades, while full-sheaved 
Stand cornfields by him? Pride, o’erweening 
Pride alone, puts forth such claims 
O’er the day’s distinguished names* 


IV. 

Meantime, how much I loved him, 

I find out now IVe lost him. 

I who cared not if I moved him. 

Who could so carelessly accost him, 
Henceforth never shall get free 
Of his ghostly company, 

His eyes that Just a little wink 
As deep I go into the merit 
Of this and that distinguished spirit — 
His cheeks’ raised colour, soon to sink^ 
As long I dwell on some stupendous 
And tremendous (Heaven defend us!) 
Monstr’-inform’-ingens-horrend-ous 
Demoniaco-seraphic 
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Penman’s latest piece of graphic. 

Nay, my very wrist grows warm 
With his dragging weight of arm. 

E’en so, swimmingly appears, 

Through one’s after-supper musings, 
Some lost lady of old years 
With her beauteous vain endeavour 
And goodness unrepaid as ever; 

The face, accustomed to refusings. 

We, puppies that we were ... Oh never 
Surely, nice of conscience, scrupled 
Being aught like false, forsooth, to? 
Telling aught but honest truth to? 

What a sin, had we centupled 
Its possessor’s grace and sweetness! 

No! she heard in its completeness 
Truth, for truth’s ajweighty matter, 

And truth, at issue, we can’t flatter! 
Well, ’tis done with; she’s exempt 
From damning us thro’ such a sally; 

And so she glides, as down a valley, 
Taking up with her contempt, 

Past our reach; and in, the flowers 
Shut her unregarded hours. 


V. 

Oh, could I have him back once more, 
This Waring, but one half-day more! 
Back, with the quiet face of yore, 

So hungry for acknowledgment 
Like mine! I’d fool him to his bent 
Feed, should not he, to heart’s content? 
I’d say, “to only have conceived, 

Robert Brorvninj^. II. 
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Planned your great works, apart from progress, 
Surpasses little works achieved I” 

Pd lie so, I should be believed. 

rd make such havoc of the claims 

Of the day’s distinguished names 

To feast him with, as feasts an ogress 

Her feverish sharp-toothed gold-crowned childl 

Or as one feasts a creature rarely 

Captured here, unreconciled 

To capture; and completely gives 

Its pettish humours license, barely 

Requiring that it lives. 


VI. 

Ichabod, Ichabod, 

The glory is departed! 

Travels Waring East awayl 
Who, of knowledge, by hearsay, 
Reports a man upstarted 
Somewhere as a god, 

Hordes grown European-hearted, 
Millions of the wild made tame 
On a sudden at his fame? 

In Vishnu-land what Avatar? 

Or who in Moscow, toward the Czar, 
With the demurest of footfalls 
Over the Kremlin’s pavement bright 
With serpentine and syenite, 

Steps, with fiv^ other Generals 
That simultaneously take snuff. 

For each to have pretext enough 
And kerchiefwise unfold his sash 
Which, softness’ self, is yet the stuff 
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To hold fast where a steel chain snaps, 

And leave the grand white neck no gash 
Waring in Moscow, to those rough 
Cold northern natures born perhaps, 

Like the lambwhite maiden dear 
From the circle of mute kings 
Unable to repress the tear, 

Each as his sceptre down he flings, 

To Dian’s fane at Taurica, 

Where now a captive priestess, she alway 
Mingles her tender grave Hellenic speech 
With theirs, tuned to the hailstone-beaten beach 
As pours some pigeons, from the myrrhy lands 
Rapt by the whirlblast to fierce Scythian strands 
Where breed the swallows, her melodious cry 
Amid their barbarous twitter! 

In Russia? Neverl# Spain were fitter! 

Ay, most likely 'tis in Spain 

That we and Waring meet again 

Now, while he turns down that cool narrow lane 

Into the blackness, out of grave Madrid 

All fire and shine, abrupt as when there^s slid 

Ifs stiff gold blazing pall 

From some black coffin-lid. 

Or, best of all, 

I love to think 

The leaving us was just a feint; 

Back here to London did he slink, 

And now works on without a wink 
Of sleep, and we are on the brink 
Of something great in fresco-paint: 

Some gtirrefs ceiling, walls and floor, 

Up and down and o'er and o'er 
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He splashes, as none splashed before 
Since great Caldara Polidore. 

Or Music means this land of ours 
Some favour yet, to pity won 
By Purcell from his Rosy Bowers, — 

“Give me my so-long promised son, 

“Let Waring end what I begun!” 

Then down he creeps and out he steals 
Only when the night conceals 
His face; in Kent ^tis cherry-time, 

Or hops are picking: or at prime 
Of March he wanders as, too happy, 

Years ago when he was young, 

Some mild eve when woods grew sappy 
And the early moths had sprung 
To life from many a trembling sheath 
Woven the warm boughs beneath; 

While small birds said to themselves 
What should soon be actual song. 

And young gnats, by tens and twelves, 

Made as if they were the throng 

That crowd around and carry aloft 

The sound they have nursed, so sweet and pure, 

Out of a myriad noises soft, 

Into a tone that can endure 

Amid the noise of a July noon 

When all God's creatures crave their boon, 

All at once and all in tune. 

And get it, happy as Waring then, 

Having first within his ken 
What a man might do with men: 

And far too glad, in the even-glow, 

To mix with the world he meant to take 
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Into his hand, he told you, so — 

And out of it his world to make, 

To contract and to expand 
As he shut or oped his hand. 

Oh Waring, what's to really be? 

A clear stage and a crowd to see! 

Some Garrick, say, out shall not he 
The heart of Hamlet's mystery pluck? 

Or, where most unclean beasts are rife, 
Some Junius — am I right? — shall tuck 
His sleeve, and forth with flaying-knife ! 
Some Chatterton shall have the luck 
Of calling Rowley into life! 

Some one shall somehow run a muck 
With this old world for want of strife 
Sound asleep. Contrive, contrive 
To rouse us, Wariilg! Who's alive? 

Our men scarce seem in earnest now. 
Distinguished names! — but 'tis, somehow, 
As if they played at being names 
Still more distinguished, like the games 
Of children. Turn our sport to earnest 
With a visage of'the sternest! 

Bring the real times back, confessed 
Still'better than our very best! 

IL 

I. 

“When I last saw Waring . . 

(How all turned to him who spoke! 

You saw Waring? Truth or joke? 

In land-travel or sea-faring?) 
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‘‘We were sailing by Triest 
“Wliere a day or two we harboured: 

“A sunset was in the West, 

‘‘When, looking over the vessel’s side, 

“ One of our company espied 
“A sudden speck to larboard. 

“And as a sea-duck flies and swims 
“At once, so came the light craft up, 

“ With its sole lateen sail that trims 
“ And turns (the water round its rims 
“Dancing, as round a sinking cup) 

“And by us like a fish it curled, 

“ And drew itself up close beside, 

“ Its great sail on the instant furled, 

“ And o’er its thwarts a shrill voice cried, 

“ (A neck as bronzed as a Lascar’sJ 
“‘Buy wine of us, you English Brig? 

“‘Or fruit, tobacco and cigars? 

“‘A pilot for you to Triest? 

“‘Without one, look you ne’er so big, 
“‘They’ll never let you up the bay! 

‘“We natives should know best/ 

‘T turned, and ‘just those fellows’ way,’ 
“Our captain said, ‘The ’long-shore thieves 
“ ‘Are laughing at us in their sleeves/ 

HI. 

“In truth, the bpy leaned laughing back; 
“And one, half-hidden by his side 
“Under the furled sail, soon I spied, 

“ With great grass hat and kerchief black, 

“ Who looked up with his kingly throat. 
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“ Said somewhat, while the other shook 
“ His hair back from his eyes to look 
Their longest at us; then the boat, 
know not how, turned sharply round, 

‘‘ Laying her whole side on the sea 
*^As a leaping fish does; from the lee 
“Into the weather, cut somehow 
“ Her sparkling path beneath our bow, 
“And so went off, as with a bound, 

“ Into the rosy and golden half 
“ O’ the sky, to overtake the sun 
“And reach the shore, like the sea-calf 
“ Its singing cave ; yet I caught one 
“ Glance ere away the boat quite passed, 

“ And neither time nor toil could mar 
“Those features: so I saw the last 
“ Of Waring!” — Oh, never star 
Was lost here but it rose afar! 

Look East, where whole new thousands are 
In Yishnu-land what Avatar? 


THE TWINS. 

and ‘Tt-shall-be»given-unto-you. 


I. 

Grand rough old Martin Luther 
^ Bloomed fables — flowers on furze, 
The better the uncouther: 

Do roses stick like burrs? 
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n. 

A beggar asked an alms 
One day at an abbey-door, 

Said Luther; but, seized with qualms, 
The abbot replied, “We^re poor! 

III. 

“Poor, who had plenty once, 

“When gifts fell thick as rain: 

“But they give us nought, for the nonce, 
“And how should we give again 

IV. 

Then the beggar, “See your sins! , 

“Of old, unless I err, 

“Ye had brothers for inmates, twins, 
“Date and Dabitur. 

V. * 

“While Date was in good case 
“Dabitur flourished too: 

“For DabituFs lenten face 
“No wonder if Date rue. 


VI. 

“Would ye retrieve the onel 

“Try and make plump the other! 
“When Date^s penance is done, 
“Dabitur helps his brother. 

VII. 

“Only, bewafe relapse!” 

The Abbot hung his head. 

This beggar might be perhaps 
An angel, Luther said. 
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A LIGHT WOMAN. 


I. 

So far as our story approaches the end, 

Which do you pity the most of us three? — 

My friend, or the mistress of my friend 
With her wanton eyes, or me? 

n. 

My friend was already too good to lose, 

And seemed in the way of improvement yet, 
When she crossed his path with her hunting-noose 
And over him drew her net. 

• 

III. 

When I saw him tangled in her toils, 

A shame, said I, if she adds just him 
To her nine-and-ninety other spoils, 

The hundredth for a whim! 


IV. 

And before my friend be wholly hers, 

How easy to prove to him, I said, 

An eagle 's the game her pride prefers, 
Though she snaps at a wren instead! 

V. 

So, I gave her eyes my own eyes to take. 
My hand sought hers as in earnest need, 
And round she turned for my noble sake, 
And gave me herself indeed. 
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VI. 

The eagle am I, with my fame in the world, 

The wren is he, with his maiden face. 

— You look away and your lip is curledi 
Patience, a moment’s space! 

VII. 

For see, my friend goes shaking and white; 

He eyes me as the basilisk: 

I have turned, it appears, his day to night, 

Eclipsing his sun's disk. 

vm. 

And I did it, he thinks, as a very thief: 

‘‘Though I love her — that, he comprehends — 
“One should master one’s passions, (love, in chief) 
“And be loyal to one’s friends!” 

( 

IX. 

And she, — she lies in my hand as tame 
As a pear late basking over a wall; 

Just a touch to try and off it came; 

’Tis mine, — can I let it fall? 

X. 

With no mind to eat it, that’s the worsti 

Were it thrown in the road, would the case assist? 
’I'was quenching a dozen blue-flies’ thirst 
When I gave its stalk a twist. 

XI. 

And I, — what I seem to my friend, you see; 

What I soon shall seem to his love, you guess: 
What I seem to myself, do you ask of me? 

No hero, I confess. 
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XII. 

Tis an awkward thing to play wnth souls, 

And matter enough to save one^s own: 

Yet think of my friend, and the burning coals 
He played with for bits of stone! 

xni. 

One likes to show the truth for the truth; 

That the woman was light is very true: 

But suppose she says, — Never mind that youth! 
What wrong have I done to yoni 

XIV. 

AVell, any how, here the story stays, 

So far at least as I understand; 

And, Robert Browning, you writer of plays, 
Here’s a subject made to your hand! 


THE LAST RIDE TOGETHER. 


1. 

I SAID — Then, dearest, since 'tis so, 

Since now at length my fate I know. 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all, my life seemed meant for, fails, 
Since this was written and needs must be— 
My whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pride and thankfulness! 

Take back the hope you gave, — I claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

— And this beside, if you will not blame. 
Your leave for one more last ricle with me. 
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My mistress bent that brow of hers; 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through, 

Fixed me a breathing-while or two 

With life or death in the balance: right! 

The blood replenished me again; 

My last thought was at least not vain; 

I and my mistress, side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride, 

So, one day more am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night? 

III. 

Hush! if you saw some western cloud 
All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed 
By many benedictions — sun’s ‘ 

And moon’s and evening-star’s at once — 

And so, you, looking and loving best, 
Conscious grew, your passion drew 
Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too, 

Down on you, near and yet more near. 

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here! — 
Thus leant she and lingered — ^joy and fear 
Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 

IV. 

Then we began to ride. My soul 
vSmoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Past hopes already lay behind. * 

What need to strive with a life awry? 
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Had I said that, had 1 done this, 

So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she have loved me? just as well 
She might have hated, who can tell! 

Where had I been now if the worst befell? 
And here we are riding, she and 1. 


v. 

Fail I alone, in words and deeds? 

Why, all men strive and who succeeds? 

We rode; it seemed my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new, 

As the world rushed by on either side. 

1 thought, — All labour, yet no less 
Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 

Look at the end of work, contrast 
The petty dont, the undone vast, 

This present of theirs with the hopeful pastl 
I hoped she would love me; here we ride. 


VI. 

What hand and brain went ever paired? 
What heart alike conceived and dared? 

What act proved all its thought had been? 
What will but felt the fleshy screen? 

We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
There's many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman's life in each! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 

A soldier's doing! what atones? 

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is better, by their leave. 
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VII. 

What does it all mean, poet? Well, 

Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only; you expressed 
You hold things beautiful the best, 

And pace them in rhyme so, side by side. 
'Tis something, nay ’tis much: but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men'? 

Are you — poor, sick, old ere your time — 
Nearer one whit your own sublime 
Than we who never have turned a rhyme? 
Sing, riding’s a jay! For me I ride. 

VIII. 

And you, great sculptor — so, you gave 
A score of years to Art, her slave, 

And that’s your Venus, whence w^ turn 
To yonder girl that fords the burn! 

You acquiesce, and shall I repine? 

What, man of music, you grown grey 
With notes and nothing else to say, 

Is this your sole praise from a friend, 
^‘Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 

‘‘But in music we know how fashions end!” 
I gave my youth; but we ride, in fine. 


IX. 

Who knows what’s fit for us? Had fate 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being — had I signed the bond — 

Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried. 
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This foot once planted on the goal, 

This glory-garland round my soul, 

Could I descry suchl Try and test! 

I sink back shuddering from the quest. 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best? 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 


X. 

And yet — she has not spoke so long! 
What if heaven be that, fair and strong 
At life's best, with our eyes upturned 
Whither life's flower is first discerned. 
We, fixed so, ever should so abide? 
What if we still ride on, we two, 

With life for ever old yet new. 

Changed not in kind but in degree, 

The instant made eternity, — 

And heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, for ever ride? 


THE PIED PIPER OF HAMELIN; 

A child's story, 

(WRITTEN FOR, AND INSCRIBED TO, W.M. THE YOUNGER.) 


I. 

Hamelin Town 's in Brunswick, 

By famous Hanover city; 

The river Weser, deep and wide, 
Washes its wall on the southern side; 
A pleasanter spot you never spied; 
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But, when begins my ditty, 

Almost five hundred years ago, 

To see the townsfolk suffer so 
From vermin, was a pity. 


II. 

Rats! 

They fought the dogs and killed the cats, 

And bit the babies in the cradles, 

And ate the cheeses out of the vats, 

And licked the soup from the cooks' own ladles, 
Split open the kegs of salted sprats, 

Made nests inside men's Sunday hats, 

And even spoiled the women's chats. 

By drowning their speaking 
With shrieking and squeaking 
In fifty different sharps and flats, t 


ni. 

At last the people in a body 

To the Town Hall came flocking: 

‘^Tis clear,” cried they, "our Mayor's a noddy; 

"And as for our Corporation — shocking 
“To think we buy gowns lined with ermine 
“For dolts that can't or won't determine 
“What's best to rid us of our vermin! 

“You hope, because you're old and obese, 

“To find in the furry civic robe ease? 

“Rouse up, sirs! <Jive your brains a racking 
“To find the remedy we're lacking, 

“Or, sure as fate, we'll send you packing!” 

At this the Mayor and Corporation 
Quaked with a mighty consternation. 



DRAMAIIC KCMANCES. 


i ' 

IV. 

An hour they sat in council, 

At length the Mayor broke silence: 

“For a guilder Fd my ermine gown sell, 

“I wish I were a mile hence! 

“It's easy to bid one rack one's brain — 

“I'm sure my poor head aches again, 

“I've scratched it so, and all in vain. 

“Oh for a trap, a trap, a trap!” 

Just as he said this, what should hap 
At the chamber door but a gentle tap? 

“Bless us," cried the Mayor, “whaFs that?" 
(With the Corporation as he sat, 

Looking little though wondrous fat; 

Nor brighter was his eye, nor moister 
Than a too-long-opened oyster. 

Save when at nooi^ his paunch grew mutinous 
For a plate of turtle green and glutinous) 
“Only a scraping of shoes on the mat? 
“Anything like the sound of a rat 
“Makes my heart go pit-a-pat!" 


V. 

“Come in!” — the Mayor cried, looking bigger: 
And in did come the strangest figure! 

His queer long coat from heel to head 
Was half of yellow and half of red, 

And he .himself was tall and thin, 

With sharp blue eyes, each like a pin, 

And light loose hair, yet swarthy skin 
No tuft on cheek nor beard on chin, 

But lips where smiles went out and in; 

There was no guessing his kith and kin: 

Robert 
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And nobody could enough admire 
The tall man and his quaint attire. 

Quoth one: “It’s as my great-gran dsire, 

“Starting up at the Trump of Doom’s tone, 

“Had walked this way from his painted tomb-stone!” 

VI. 

He advanced to the council-table: 

And, “Please your honours,” said he, “Pm able, 

“By means of a secret charm, to draw 
“All creatures living beneath the sun, 

“That creep or swim or fly, or run, 

“After me so as you never saw! 

“And I chiefly use my charm 
“On creatures that do people harm, 

“The mole and toad and newt and viper; 

“And people call me the Pied Piper.” 

(And here they noticed round his neck 
A scarf of red and yellow stripe, 

To match with his coat of the self-same cheque; 

And at the scarfs end hung a pipe; 

And his fingers, they noticed, were ever straying 
As if impatient to be playing 
Upon this pipe, as low it dangled 
Over his vesture so old-fangled.) 

“Yet,” said he, “poor piper as I am, 

“In Tartary I freed the Cham, 

“Last June, from his huge swarms of gnats 

“I eased in Asia the Nizam 

“Of a monstrous brood of vampyre-bats: 

“And as for what your brain bewilders, 

“If I can rid your town of rats ^ 

“Will you give me a thousand guilders?” 
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*‘0ne1 fifty thousand!” — was the exclamation 
Of the astonished Mayor and Corporation, 


VII. 

Into the street the Piper stept, 

Smiling first a little smile, 

As if he knew what magic slept 
In his quiet pipe the while; 

Then, like a musical adept, , 

To blow the pipe his lips he wrinkled, 

And green and blue his sharp eyes twinkled, 
Like a candle-flame where salt is sprinkled; 
And ere three shrill notes the pipe uttered. 

You heard as if an army muttered; 

And the muttering grew to a grumbling; 

And the grumbling grew to a mighty rumbling; 
And out of the houses the rats came tumbling. 
Great rats, small rats, lean rats, brawny rats, 
Brown rats, black rats, grey rats, tawny rats, 
Grave old plodders, gay young friskers, 

Fathers, mothers, uncles, cousins, 

Cocking tails and pricking whiskers, 

Families by tens and dozens, 

Brothers, sisters, husbands, wives — 

Followed the Piper for their lives. 

From street to street he piped advancing, 

And step for step they followed dancing. 

Until they came to the river Weser 
Wherein all plunged and perished! 

— Save one who, stout as Julius Csesar, 
Swam»across and lived to carry 

iS» 
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(As he, the manuscript he cherished) 

To Rat-land home his commentary: 

Which was, “At the first shrill notes of the pipe, 

“I heard a sound as of scraping tripe, 

“And putting apples, wondrous ripe, 

“Into a cider-presses gripe: 

“And a moving away of pickle-tub-boards, 

“And a leaving ajar of conserve-cupboards, 

“And a drawing the corks of train-oil-flasks, 

“And a breaking the hoops of butter-casks: 

“And it seemed as if a voice 
“(Sweeter far than by harp or by psaltery 
“Is breathed) called out, ‘Oh rats, rejoice! 

“‘The world is grown to one vast drysaltery! 

“‘So munch on, crunch on, take your nuncheon, 
“‘Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheon!^ 

“ And just as a bulky sugar-punchf on, 

“All ready staved, like a great sun shone 
“Glorious scarce an inch before me, 

“Just as methought it said, ‘Come, bore me!' 

“ — I found the Weser rolling o'er me.” 

VIII. 

You should have heard the Hamelin people 
Ringing the bells till they rocked the steeple. 

“Go,” cried the Mayor, “and get long poles, 

“Poke out the nests and block up the holes! 

“Consult with carpenters and builders, 

“And leave in our town not even a trace 
“Of the rats!” — when suddenly, up the face 
Of the Piper perked in the market-place. 

With a, “First, if you please, my thousand guilders!’' 
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IX. 

A thousand guilders! The Mayor looked blue, 

So did the Corporation too. 

For council dinners made rare havoc 
With Claret, Moselle, Vin-de-Grave, Hock; 

And half the money would replenish 
Their cellar’s biggest butt with Rhenish. 

To pay this sum to a wandering fellow 
With a gipsy coat of red and yellow! 

^‘Beside,” quoth the Mayor with a knowing wink, 
**Our business was done at the river’s brink; 

‘‘We saw with our eyes the vermin sink, 

“And what’s dead can’t come to life, I think. 

“So, friend, we’re not the folks to shrink 
“ -From the duty of giving you something for drink, 
“And a matter of money to put in your poke; 

“But as for the guilders, what we spoke 
“Of them, as you very well know, was in joke. 
“Beside, our losses have made us thrifty. 

“A thousand guilders! Come, take fifty!” 


X. 

The Piper’s face fell, and he cried 
“No trifling! I can’t wait, beside! 

“I’ve promised to visit by dinnertime 
“Bagdat, and accept the prime 
“Of the Head-Cook’s pottage, all he’s rich in, 
“For having left, in the Caliph’s kitchen, 

“Of a nest of scorpions no survivor; 

“With him I proved no bargain-driver, 

“With you, don’t think I’ll bate a stiver! 
“And folks who put me in a passion 
“May find me pipe after another fashion” 
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cried the Mayor, think I brook 
‘‘Being worse treated than a Cook? 

“Insulted by a lazy ribald 

“With idle pipe and vesture piebald? 

“You threaten us, fellow? Do your worst, 

“Blow your pipe there till you burst!” 

XII. 

Once more he stept into the street, 

And to his lips again 

Laid his long pipe of smooth straight cane; 

And ere he blew three notes (such sweet 
Soft notes as yet musician’s cunning 
Never gave the enraptured air) 

There was a rustling that seemed like a bustling 
Of merry crowds justling at pitching and hustling. 
Small feet were pattering, wooden shoes clattering, 
Little hands clapping and little tongues chattering, 
And, like fowls in a farm-yard when barley is scattering 
Out came the children running. 

All the little boys and girls, 

With rosy cheeks and flaxen curls, 

And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls, 

Tripping and skipping, ran merrily after 

The wonderful music with shouting and laughter. 

XIII. 

The Mayor was dumb, and the Council stood 
As if they were changed into blocks of wood, 

Unable to move a step, or cry 

To the children merrily skipping by, ^ 

— Could only follow with the eye 
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That joyous crowd at the Piper^s back. 

But how the Mayor was on the rack, 

And the wretched Councirs bosoms beat, 

As the Piper turned from the High Street 
To where the Weser rolled its waters 
Right in the way of their sons and daughters I 
However he turned from South to West, 

And to Koppelberg Hill his steps addressed, 

And after him the children pressed 
Great was the joy in every breast. 

“He never can cross that mighty top! 

“He's forced to let the piping drop, 

“And we shall see our children stop!" 

When, lo, as they reached the mountain-side, 

A wondrous portal opened wide, 

As if a cavern was suddenly hollowed; 

And the Piper advanced and the children followed, 
And when all were in to the very last. 

The door in the mountain-side shut fast. 

Did I say, alii No! One was lame. 

And could not dance the whole of the way; 

And in after years, if you would blame 
His sadness, he was used to say, — 

“It's dull in our town since my playmates leftl 
“I can't forget that I'm bereft 
“Of all the pleasant sights they see, 

“Which the Piper also promised me. 

“For he led us, he said, to a joyous land, 

“Joining the town and just at hand, 

“Where waters gushed and fruit-trees grew, 

“And flowers put forth a fairer hue, 

“And everything was strange and new; 

“The sparrows were brighter than peacocks here, 
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*^And their dogs outran our fallow deer, 

‘‘And honey-bees had lost their stings, 

“And horses were born with eagles' wings: 

“And just as I became assured 

“My lame foot would be speedily cured, 

^The music stopped and I stood still, 

“And found myself outside the hill, 

“Left alone against my will, 

“To go now limping as before, 

“And never hear of that country more!” 

XIV. 

Alas, alas for Hamelin! 

There came into many a burgher's pate 
A text which says that heaven's gate 
Opes to the rich at as easy rate 
As the needle's eye takes a camel iv ! 

The mayor sent East, West, North and South, 
To offer the Piper, by word of mouth. 
Wherever it was men's lot to find him. 

Silver and gold to his heart's content, 

If he'd only return the way he went, 

And bring the children behind him. 

But when they saw 'twas a lost endeavour, 

And Piper and dancers were gone for ever, 
They made a decree that lawyers never 
Should think their records dated duly 
If, after the day of the month and year, 

These words did not as well appear, 

“And so long after what happened here 
“On the Twenty-second of July, 

“Thirteen hundred and seventy-six:” 

And the better in memory to fix 
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The place of the children’s last retreat, 
They called it, the Pied Piper’s Street — 
Where any one playing on pipe 01 tabor 
Was sure for the future to lose his labour. 
Nor suffered they hostelry or tavern 

To shock with mirth a street so solemn; 
But opposite the place of the cavern 
They wrote the story on a column, 

And on the great church-window painted 
The same, to make the world acquainted 
How their children were stolen away, 

And there it stands to this very day. 

And 1 must not omit to say 

That in Transylvania there’s a tribe 

Of alien people that ascribe 

The outlandish ways and dress 

On which their rfcighbours lay such stress, 

'J'o their fathers and mothers having risen 

Out of some subterraneous prison 

Into which they were trepanned 

Long time ago in a mighty band 

Out of Hamelin town in Brunswick land, 

But how or why, they don’t understand. 


XV. 

So, Willy, let me and you be wipers 
Of scores out with all men— especially pipers! 

And, whether they pipe us free fr6m rats or frdm mice, 
If we’ve promised them aught, let us keep our promise! 
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THE FLIGHT OF THE DUCHESS. 


I. 

You’re my friend: 

I was the man the Duke spoke to; 

I helped the Duchess to cast off his yoke, too* 
So, here’s the tale from beginning to end, 

My friend! 


II. 

Ours is a great wild country: 

If you climb to our castle’s top, 

I don’t see where your eye can stop,*^* 

For when you’ve passed the corn-field country 
Where vineyards leave off, flocks are packed, 

And sheep-range leads to cattle-tract, 

And cattle-tract to open-chase. 

And open-chase to the very base 

Of the mountain where, at a funeral pace. 

Round about, solemn and slow, 

One by one, row after row, 

Up and up the pine-trees go, 

So, like black priests up, and so 
Down the other side again 
To another greater, wilder country. 

That’s one vast red drear burnt-up plain, 
Branched through and through with many a vein 
Whence iron’s dug, and copper’s dealt; 

Look right, look left, look straight before, — 
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Beneath they mine, above they smelt, 

Copper-ore and iron-ore, 

And forge and furnace mould and melt, 

And so on, more and ^ver more, 

Till at the last, for a bounding belt. 

Comes the salt sand hoar of the great sea-shore, 
— And the whole is our Duke^s country. 

III. 

I was bom the day this present Duke was — 
(And 0, says the song, ere I was old!) 

In the castle where the other Duke was — 

(When I was happy and young, not old!) 

I in the kennel, he in the bower: 

We are of like age to an hour. 

My father was huntsman in that day; 

AVho has not hea|d my father say 
That, when a boar was brought to bay. 

Three times, four times out of five, 

AVith his huntspear heM contrive 
To get the killing-place transfixed, 

And pin him true, both eyes betwixt? 

And that's why the old Duke would rather 
He lost a salt-pit than my father, 

And loved to have him ever in call; 

That's why my father stood in the hall 
When the old Duke brought his infant out 
To show the people, and while they passed 
The wondrous bantling round about, 

Was first to start at the outside blast 
As the Kaiser's courier blew his horn, 

Just ‘a month after the babe was bom. 

‘And," quoth the Kaiser's courier, “since 



284 


DRAMATIC ROMANCES. 


‘^The Duke has got an heir, our Prince 
<< Needs the Duke’s self at his side:” 

The Duke looked down and seemed to wince, 

But he thought of wars o’er the world wide, 

Castles a-fire, men on their march, 

The toppling tower, the crashing arch; 

And up he looked, and awhile he eyed 
The row of crests and shields and banners 
Of all achievements after all manners, 

And “ay,” said the Duke with a surly pride. 

The more was his comfort when he died 
At next year’s end, in a velvet suit. 

With a gilt glove on his hand, and his foot 
In a silken shoe for a leather boot, 

Petticoated like a herald, 

In a chamber next to an ante-room, 

Where he breathed the breath of page and groom, 
What he called stink, and they, perfume: 

— They should have set him on red Berold 
Mad with pride, like fire to manage! 

They should have got his cheek fresh tannage 
Such a day as to-day in the merry sunshine! 

Had they stuck on his fist a rough- foot merlin! 
(Hark, the wind’s on the heath at its game! 

Oh for a noble falcon-lanner 

To flap each broad wing like a banner, 

And turn in the wind, and dance like flame!) 

Had they broached a cask of white beer from Berlin! 
— Or if you incline to prescribe mere wine 
Put to his lips when they saw him pine, 

A cup of our own Moldavia fine, 

Cotnar for instance, green as May sorrel 
And ropy with sweet, — we shall not quarrel. 
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IV. 

So, at home, the sick tall yellow Duchess 
Was left with the infant in her clutches. 

She being the daughter of God knows who: 

And now was the time to revisit her tribe. 
Abroad and afar they went, the two, 

And let our people rail and gibe 
At the empty hall and extinguished fire, 

As loud as we liked, but ever in vain, 

Till after long years we had our desire. 

And back came the Duke and his mother again. 


V. 

And he came back the pertest little ape 
That ever affronted human shape; 

Full of his travel, struck at himself. 

You^d say, he d^pised our bluff old ways'! 

-—Not he) For in Paris they told the elf 
That our rough North land was the Land of Lays, 
The one good thing left in evil days; 

Since the Mid- Age was the Heroic Time, 

And only in wild nooks like ours 
Could you taste of it yet as in its prime. 

And see true castles, with proper towers. 
Young-hearted women, old-minded men, 

And manners now as manners were then. 

So, all that the old Dukes had been, without knowing it, 
This Duke would fain know he was, without being it; 
'Twas not for the jo/s self, but the joy of his showing it, 
Nor for the pride^s self, but the pride of our seeing it, 
Hejevived all usages thoroughly worn-out. 

The souls of them fumed-forth, the hearts of them 
torn-out; 
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And chief in the chase his neck he perilled, 
On a lathy horse, all legs and length, 

With blood for bone, all speed, no strength; 
— They should have set him on red Berold 
With the red eye slow consuming in fire, 
And the thin stiff ear like an abbey spire! 


VI. 

Well, such as he was, he must marry, we heard: 

And out of a convent, at the word, 

Came the lady, in time of spring. 

— Oh, old thoughts they cling, they cling! 

That day, I know, with a dozen oaths 
I clad myself in thick hunting-clothes 
Fit for the chase of urox or buffle 
In winter-time when you need to muffle. 

But the Duke had a mind we shoulc^cut a figure, 
And so we saw the lady arrive: 

My friend, I have seen a white crane bigger! 

She was the smallest lady alive, 

Made in a piece of nature's madness, 

Too small, almost, for the life and gladness 
That over-filled her, as some hive 
Out of the bears' reach on the high trees 
Is crowded, with its safe merry bees: 

In truth, she was not hard to please! 

Up she looked, down she looked, round at the mead, 
Straight at the castle, that's best indeed 
To look at from outside the walls: 

As for us, styled the serfs and thralls," 

She as much thanked me as if she had said it, 

(With her eyes, do you understand'!) 

Because I patted her horse while I led it; 
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^nd Max, who rode on her other hand, 

Said, no bird flew past but she inquired 
What its true name was, nor ever seemed tired — 

If that was an eagle shq saw hover, 

And the green and grey bird on the field was the plover, 
When suddenly appeared the Duke: 

And as down she sprung, the small foot pointed 
On to my hand, — as with a rebuke, 

And as if his backbone were not jointed, 

The Duke stepped rather aside than forward, 

And welcomed her with his grandest smile; 

And, mind you, his mother all the while 
Chilled in the rear, like a wind to NorVard; 

And up, like a weary yawn, with its pullies 
Went, in a shriek, the rusty portcullis; 

And, like a glad sky the north- wind sullies, 

'J'he lady^s face stopped its play. 

As if her first haif had grown grey; 

For such things must begin some one day. 


VII. 

In a day or two she was well again; 

As who should say, “You labour in vain! 

“This is all a jest against God, who meant 
“I should ever be, as I am, content 
“And glad in his sight; therefore, glad I will be” 
So, smiling as at first went she. 


VIII. 

She was active, stirring, all fire — 
Could not rest, could not tire — 
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To a stone she might have given life! 

(I myself loved once, in my day) 

— For a shepherd^s, miner’s, huntsman’s wife, 

(I had a wife, I know what I say) 

Never in all the world such an one! 

And here was plenty to be done, 

And she tliat could do it, great or small, 

She was to do nothing at all. 

There was already this man in his post, 

This in his station, and that in his office, 

And the Duke’s plan admitted a wife, at most, 

To meet his eye, with the other trophies, 

Now outside the hall, now in it, 

To sit thus, stand thus, see and be seen, 

At the proper place in the proper minute, 

And die away the life between. 

And it was amusing enough, each infraction 
Of rule — (but for after-sadness that came) 

To hear the consummate self-satisfaction 
With which the young Duke and the old dame 
Would let her advise, and criticise. 

And, being a fool, instruct the wise, 

And, child-like, parcel out praise or blame: 

They bore it all in complacent guise, 

As though an artificer, after contriving 
A wheel- work image as if it were living. 

Should find with delight it could motion to strike him! 
So found the Duke, and his mother like him: 

The lady hardty got a rebuff — 

That had not been contemptuous enough, 

With his cursed smirk, as he nodded applause, 

And kept off the old mother-cat’s claws. 
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IX. 

I little lady grew silent and thin, 
aig and ever paling, 

.d.e way is with a hi^i chagrin; 
yomd the Duke perceived that she was ailing, 
^nd said in his heart, “'Tis done to spite me, 
“But 1 shall find in my power to right me!" 

Don^t swear, friend! The old one, many a year, 
Is in hell, and the Duke’s self . . , you shall hear. 


X. 

Well, early in autumn, at first winter-warning, 

When the stag had to break with his foot, of a morning, 
A drinking-hole out of the fresh tender ice, 

That covered the pond till the sun, in a trice, 
Loosening it, let out a ripple of gold, 

And another and another, and faster and faster, 

Till, dimpling to Blindness, the wide water rolled: 
Then it so chanced that the Duke our master 
Asked himself what were the pleasures in season, 

And found, since the calendar bade him be hearty, 
He should do the Middle Age no treason 
In resolving on a hunting-party. 

Always provided, old books showed the way of itl 
What meant old poets by their strictures'? 

And when old poets had said their say of it, 

How taught old painters in their pictures? 

We must revert to the proper channels, 

Workings in tapestiy^, paintings on panels, 

And gather up woodcraft’s authentic traditions: 

Here was food for our various ambitions, 

As on each case, exactly stated — 

To encourage your dog, now, the properest chirrup, 

Robert Brotimins'. 11. 1 9 
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Or best prayer to St. Hubert on mounting youi ^ 

We of the household took thought and debat 
Blessed was he whose back ached with the jen 
His sire was wont to do forest- work in; 

Blesseder he who nobly sunk “ohs” 

And “ahs’^ while he tugged on his grandsire’s trunk-hosv 
What signified hats if they had no rims on, 

Each slouching before and behind like the scallop, 
And able to serve at sea for a shallop, 

Loaded with lacquer and looped with crimson? 

So that the deer now, to make a short rhyme on’t, 
What with our Venerers, Prickers and Verderers, 
Might hope for real hunters at length and not murderers, 
And oh the Duke's tailor, he had a hot time on't! 


XI. 

Now you must know that when the first dizziness 
Of flap-hats and buff-coats and jack-boots subsided, 
The Duke put this question, The Duke's part provided, 
‘‘Had not the Duchess some share in the business?" 
For out of the mouth of two or three witnesses 
Did he establish all fit-or-unfitnesses: 

And, after much laying of heads together, 

Somebody's cap got a notable feather 
By the announcement with proper unction 
That he had discovered the lady's function; 

Since ancient authors gave this tenet, 

“When horns wind a mort and the deer is at siege, 
“Let the darpe of the castle prick forth on her jennet, 
“And, with water to wash the hands of her liege 
“In a clean ewer with a fair toweling, 

“Let her preside at the disemboweling." 

Now, my friend, if you had so little religion 
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As tc^ catch a hawk, some falcon-lanner, 

And thrust her broad wings like a banner 
Into a coop for a vulgar pigeon; 

And if day by day and^week by week 
You cut her claws, and sealed her eyes, 

And clipped her wings, and tied her beak, 

W'ould it cause you any great surprise 
If, when you decided to give her an airing, 

You found she needed a little preparing? 

— I say, should you be such a curmudgeon, 

If she clung to the perch, as to take it in dudgeon? 
Yet when the Duke to his lady signified, 

Just a day before, as he judged most dignified, 

In what a pleasure she was to participate, — 

And, instead of leaping wide in flashes. 

Her eyes just lifted their long lashes, 

As if pressed by fatigue even he could not dissipate, 
And duly acknowiedged the Duke’s forethought, 

But spoke of her health, if her health were worth 
aught, 

Of the weight by day and the watch by night, 

And much wrong now that used to be right, 

So, thanking him, declined the hunting, — 

Was conduct ever more affronting? 

With all the ceremony settled — 

With the towel ready, and the sewer 
Polishing up his oldest ewer, 

And the jennet pitched upon , a piebald, 

Black-barred, cream-coated and pink eye-balled,— 

No wonder if the Duke was nettled! 

And when she persisted nevertheless, — 

Well, I suppose here’s the time to confess 
That* there ran half round our lady’s chamber 

19* 
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A balcony none of the hardest to clamber; ^ 

And that Jacynth the tire- woman, ready in waiting, 
Stayed in call outside, what need of relating! 

And since Jacynth was like a Jwne rose, why, a fervent 
Adorer of Jacynth of course was your servant; 

And if she had the habit to peep through the casement, 
How could I keep at any vast distance? 

And so, as I say, on the lady’s persistence. 

The Duke, dumb stricken with amazement, 

Stood for a while in a sultry smother. 

And then, with a smile that partook of the awful, 
Turned her over to his yellow mother 
To learn what was decorous and lawful; 

And the mother smelt blood with a cat-like instinct, 
As her cheek quick whitened thro’ all its quince-tinct 
Oh, but the lady heard the whole truth at once! 

What meant she? — Who was she? — Her duty and 
station, ^ 

The wisdom of age and the folly of youth, at once. 
Its decent regard and its fitting relation — 

In brief, my friends, set all the devils in hell free 
And turn them out to carouse in a belfry 
And treat the priests to a fifty-part canon. 

And then you may guess how that tongue of hers 
ran on! 

Well, somehow or other it ended at last 
And, licking her whiskers, out she passed; 

And after her, — making (he hoped) a face 
Like Emperor tJero or Sultan Saladin, 

Stalked the Duke’s self with the austere grace 
Of ancient hero or modern paladin. 

From door to staircase — oh such a solemn 
Unbending of the vertebral column! 
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XIL 

However, at sunrise our company mustered; 

And here was the huntstpan bidding unkennel, 

And there ^neath his bonnet the pricker blustered, 
With feather dank as a bough of wet fennel; 

For the court-yard walls were filled with fog 
You might cut as an axe chops a log — 

Like so much wool for colour and bulkiness; 

And out rode the Duke in a perfect sulkiness, 

Since, before breakfast, a man feels but queasily, 

And a sinking at the lower abdomen 
Begins the day with indifferent omen. 

And lo, as he looked around uneasily, 

The sun ploughed the fog up and drove it asunder 
This way and that from the valley under; 

And, looking thrqjugh the court-yard arch, 

Down in the valle^, what should meet him 
But a troop of Gipsies on their march] 

No doubt with the annual gifts to greet him. 

XIII. 

Now, in your land, Gipsies reach you, only 
After reaching all lands beside; 

North they go, South they go, trooping or lonely, 

And still, as they travel far and wide, 

Catch they and keep now a trace here, a trace there, 
That puts you in mind of a [dace here, a place there. 
But with us, I believe they rise out of the ground, 
And nowhere else, I take it, are found 
With the earth-tint yet so freshly embrowned; 

Born, no doubt, like insects which breed on 
The very fruit they are meant to feed on. 

For the earth— not a use to which they don^t turn it, 
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The ore that grows in the mountain's womb, 

Or the sand in the pits like a honeycomb, 

They sift and soften it, bake and burn it — 
Whether they weld you, for instance, a snaffle 
With side-bars never a brute can baffle; 

Or a lock that's a puzzle of wards within wards; 

Or, if your colt's fore-foot inclines to curve inwards, 
Horseshoes they hammer which turn on a swivel 
And won't allow the hoof to shrivel. 

Then they cast bells like the shell of the winkle 
That keep a stout heart in the ram with their tinkle; 
But the sand — they pinch and pound it like otters; 
Commend me to Gipsy glass-makers and potters! 
Glasses they'll blow you, crystal-clear, 

Where just a faint cloud of rose shall appear, 

As if in pure water you dropped and let die 
A bruised black-blooded mulberry; ’ 

And that other sort, their crowning pride. 

With long white threads distinct inside, 

Like the lake-flower's fibrous roots which dangle 
Loose such a length and never tangle. 

Where the bold sword-lily cuts the clear waters, 

And the cup-lily couches with all the white daughters; 
Such are th^ works they put their hand to, 

The uses they turn and twist iron and sand to. 

And these made the troop, which our Duke saw sally 
Toward his castle from out of the valley, 

Men and women, like new-hatched spiders, 

Come out with the morning to greet our riders. 

And up they wound till they reached the ditch, 
Whereat all stopped save one, a witch 
That I knew, as she hobbled from the group, 

By her gait directly and her stoop, 
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1, whom Jacynth was used to importune 
To let that same witch tell us our fortune. 

The oldest Gipsy then above ground; 

And, sure as the autunfn season came round, 

She paid us a visit for profit or pastime, 

And every time, as she swore, for the last time. 

And presently she was seen to sidle 
Up to the Duke till she touched his bridle, 

So that the horse of a sudden reared up 
As under its nose the old witch peered up 
With her worn-out eyes, or rather eye-holes 
Of no use now but to gather brine, 

And began a kind of level whine 
Such as they used to sing to their viols 
When their ditties they go grinding 
Up and down with nobody minding: 

And then, as of^ld, at the end of the humming 
Her usual presents were forthcoming 
— A dog-whistle blowing the fiercest of trebles, 

(Just a sea-shore stone holding a dozen fine pebbles,) 
Or a porcelain mouth-piece to screw on a pipe-end, — 
And so she awaited her annual stipend. 

But this time, the Duke would scarcely vouchsafe 
A word in reply; and in vain she felt 
With twitching fingers at her belt 
For the purse of sleek pine-martin pelt, 

Ready to put what he gave in her pouch safe, — 

Till, either to quicken his apprehension. 

Or possibly with an after-intention. 

She was come, she said, to pay her duty 
To the new Duchess, the youthful beauty. 

No* sooner had she named his lady. 

Than a shine lit up the face so shady. 
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And its smirk returned with a novel meaning — 

For it struck him, the babe just wanted weaning; 

If one gave her a taste of what life was and sorrow, 
She, foolish to-day, would be “v/iser to-morrow 
And who so fit a teacher of trouble 
As this sordid crone bent well-nigh double? 

So, glancing at her wolf-skin vesture, 

(If such it was, for they grow so hirsute 
That their own fleece serves for natural fur-suit) 

He was contrasting, 'twas plain from his gesture, 

The life of the lady so flower-like and delicate 
With the loathsome squalor of this helicat. 

I, in brief, was the man the Duke beckoned 
From out of the throng, and while I drew near 
He told the crone — as I since have reckoned 
By the way he bent and spoke into her ear 
With circumspection and mystery — / 

The main of the lady^s history, 

Her frowardness and ingratitude; 

And for all the crone^s submissive attitude 
I could see round her mouth the loose plaits tightening, 
And her brow with assenting intelligence brightening, 
As though she engaged with hearty goodwill 
Whatever he now might enjoin to fulfil, 

And promised the lady a thorough frightening. 

And so, just giving her a glimpse 

Of a purse, with the air of a man who imps 

The wing of the hawk that shall fetch the hernshaw, 

He bade me take the Gipsy mother 

And set her telling some story or other 

Of hill or dale, oak-wood or fernshaw, 

To wile away a weary hour 

For the lady left alone in her bower, 
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AVhose mind and body craved exertion 
And yet shrank from all better diversion. 

♦ XIV. 

Then clapping heel to his horse, the mere curveter, 
Out rode the Duke, and after his hollo 
Horses and hounds swept, huntsman and servitor, 
And back I turned and bade the crone follow. 

And what makes me confident whafs to be told you 
Had all along been of this crone^s devising. 

Is, that, on looking round sharply, behold you, 

"Inhere was a novelty quick as surprising: 

For first, she had shot up a full head in stature, 

And her step kept pace with mine nor faltered. 

As if age had foregone its usurpature, 

And the ignoble mien was wholly altered, 

And the face looked quite of another nature. 

And the change reached too, whatever the change meant, 
Her shaggy wolf-skin cloak’s arrangement: 

For where its tatters hung loose like sedges. 

Gold coins were glittering on the edges, 

Like the band-roll strung with tomans 
Which proves the veil a Persian woman’s: 

And under her brow, like a snail’s horns newly 
Come out as after the rain he paces. 

Two unmistakeablc eye-points duly 
Live and aware looked out of their places. 

So, we went and found Jacynth at the entry 
Of the lady’s chamber standing sentry; 

I told the command and produced my companion, 
And Jacynth rejoiced to admit any one, 

For«ince last night, by the same token. 

Not a single word had the lady spoken: 
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They went in both to the presence together, 
While I in the balcony watched the weather. 

XV. ^ 

And now, what took place at the very first of all, 
I cannot tell, as I never could learn it: 

Jacynth constantly wished a curse to fall 
On that little head of hers and bum it 
If she knew how she came to drop so soundly 
Asleep of a sudden and there continue 
The whole time sleeping as profoundly 
As one of the boars my father would pin you 
^Twixt the where life holds garrison, 

— Jacynth forgive me the comparison! 

But where I begin my own narration 
Is a little after I took my station 
To breathe the fresh air from the bakony, 

And, having in those days a falcon eye, 

To follow the hunt thro’ the open country, 

From where the bushes thinlier crested 
The hillocks, to a plain where’s not one tree. 
When, in a moment, my ear was arrested 
By — was it singing, or was it saying, 

Or a strange musical instrument playing 
In the chamber? — and to be certain 
I pushed the lattice, pulled the curtain. 

And there lay Jacynth asleep, 

Yet as if a watch she tried to keep. 

In a rosy sleep along the floor 
With her head against the door; 

While in the midst, on the seat of state. 

Was a queen — the Gipsy woman late, 

With head and face downbent 
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bn the lady's head and face intent: 

For, coiled at Ker feet like a child at ease, 

The lady sat between her knees, 

And o’er them the lady’s clasped hands met, 

And on those hands her chin was set, 

And her upturned face met the face of the crone 
Wherein the eyes had grown and grown 
As if she could double and quadruple 
At pleasure the play of either pupil 
— Very like, by her hands’ slow fanning, 

As up and down like a gor-crow’s flappers 
They moved to measure, or bell clappers. 

I said, is it blessing, is it banning, 

Do they applaud you or burlesque you — 

Those hands and fingers with no flesh on? 

But, just as I thought to spring in to the rescue, 

At once I was stSpped by the lady’s expression; 

For it was life her eyes were drinking 
From the crone’s wide pair above unwinking. 

—Life’s pure fire received without shrinking. 

Into the heart and breast whose heaving 
'Fold you no single drop they were leaving, 

— Life, that filling her, passed redundant 
Into her very hair, back swerving 
Over each shoulder, loose and abundant, 

As her head thrown back showed the white throat 
curving, 

And the very tresses shared in the pleasure, 

Moving to the mystic measure, 

Bounding as the bosom bounded. 

I stopped short, more and more confounded, 

As Still her cheeks burned and eyes glistened, 

As she listened and she listened; 
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When all at once a hand detained me, 

The selfsame contagion gained me, 

And I kept time to the wondrous chime, 
Making out words and prose a*nd rhyme, 

Till it seemed that the music furled 
Its wings like a task fulfilled, and dropped 
From under the words it first had propped, 
And left them midway in the world, 

Word took word as hand takes hand, 

I could hear at last, and understand, 

And when I held the unbroken thread, 

The Gipsy said: — 

“And so at last we find my tribe. 

“And so I set thee in the midst, 

“And to one and all of them describe 
“What thou saidst and what thou di^^st, 

“Our long and terrible journey through, 

“And all thou art ready to say and do 
“In the trials that remain: 

“I trace them the vein and the other vein 
“That meet on thy brow and part again, 
“Making our rapid mystic mark; 

“And I bid my people prove and probe 
“Each eye’s profound and glorious globe 
“Till they detect the kindred spark 
“In those depths so dear and dark, 

“Like the spot^ that snap and burst and fleC;, 
“Circling over the midnight sea. 

“And on that round young cheek of thine 
“I make them recognise the tinge, 

“As when of the costly scarlet wine 
“They drip so much as will impinge 
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‘W.nd «pread in a thinnest scale afloat 
‘‘One thick gold drop from the olive’s coat 
“Over a silver plate whose sheen 
“Still thro’ the mixture shall be seen. 

“For so I prove thee, to* one and all, 

“Fit, when my people ope their breast, 

“To see the sign, and hear the call, 

“And take the vow, and stand the test 
“Which adds one more child to the rest — 
“When the breast is bare and the arms are wide, 
“And the world is left outside. 

“For there is probation to decree, 

“And many and long must the trials be 
“Thou shalt victoriously endure, 

“If that brow is true and those eyes are sure; 

“Like a jewel-finder’s fierce assay 

“Of the prize he dug from its mountain tomb, — 

“Let once the vindicating ray 

“Leap out amid the anxious gloom, 

“And steel and fire have done their part 
“And the prize falls on its finder’s heart; 

“So, trial after trial past, 

“ Wilt thou fall at the very last 

“Breathless, half in trance 

“With the thrill of the great deliverance, 

“into our arms for evermore; 

“And thou shalt know, those arms once curled 
“About thee, what we knew before, 

“How love is the only good in the world. 
“Henceforth be loved as heart can love, 

“Or brain devise, or hand approve! 

“Stand up, look below, 

“It IS our life at thy feet we throw 
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step with into light and joy; 

‘‘Not a power of life but we employ 
“To satisfy thy nature’s want; 

“Art thou the tree that props the plant, 

“Or the climbing plant that s^eks the tree — 
“Canst thou help us, must we help thee? 

“If any two creatures grew into one, 

“They would do more than the world has done; 
“Though each apart were never so weak, 

“Ye vainly through the world should seek 
“For the knowledge and the might 
“Which in such union grew their right: 

“So, to approach at least that end, 

“And blend, — as much as may be, blend 
“Thee with us or us with thee, — 

“As climbing plant or propping- tree, 

“Shall some one deck thee, over and down, 

“Up and about, with blossoms andfcaves? 

“Fix his heart’s fruit for thy garland crown, 

“Cling with his soul as the gourd-vine cleaves, 
“Die on thy boughs and disappear 
“While not a leaf of thine is sere? 

“Or is the other fate in store, 

“And art thou fitted to adore, 

“To give thy wondrous self away, 

“And take a stronger nature’s sway? 

“I foresee and could foretell 
“Thy future portion, sure and well: 

“But those passionate eyes speak true, speak true, 
“Let them say what thou shalt do! 

“Only be sure thy daily life, 

“In its peace or in its strife, 

“Never shall be unobserved, 
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“And hope for it, or doubt, or fear, — 

'‘Lo, hast thou kept thy path or swerved, 

“We are beside thee in all thy ways, 

“With our blam^^ with^our praise, 

“Our shame to feel, our pride to show, 

“Glad, angry — but indifferent, no! 

“Whether it be thy lot to go, 

“For the good of us all, where the haters meet 
“In the crowded city’s horrible street; 

“Or thou step alone through the morass 
“Where never sound yet was 
“Save the dry quick clap of the stork’s bill, 
“For the air is still, and the water still, 

“When the blue breast of the dipping coot 
“Dives under, and all is mute. 

“So, at the last shall come old age, 

“Decrepit as be As that stage; 

“How else wouldst thou retire apart 
“With the hoarded memories of thy heart, 
“And gather all to the very least 
“ Of the fragments of life’s earlier feast, 

“Let fall through eagerness to find 
“The crowning dainties yet behindl 
‘ Ponder on the entire past 
“Laid together thus at last, 

“When the twilight helps to fuse 
“The first fresh with the faded hues, 

“And the outline of the whole, 

‘*As round eve’s shades their framework roll, 
“Grandly fronts for once thy soul. 

‘‘And then as, ’mid the dark, a gleam 
“Of yet another morning breaks, 
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“And like the hand which ends a dream, 

“Death, with the might of his sunbeam, 

“Touches the flesh and the soul awakes, 

“Then — ” 

Ay, then indeed something would happen! 
But whatl For here her voice changed like a bird's; 
There grew more of the music and less of the words; 
Had Jacynth only been by me to clap pen 
To paper and put you down every syllable 
With those clever clerkly fingers, 

All Tve forgotten as well as what lingers 
In this old brain of mine that's but ill able 
To give you even this poor version 
Of the speech I spoil, as it were, with stammering 
— More fault of those who had the hammering 
Of prosody into me and syntax, 

And did it, not with hobnails but tintacks! 

But to return from this excursion,—^ 

Just, do you mark, when the song was sweetest, 

The peace most deep and the charm completest, 
There came, shall I say, a snap — 

And the charm vanished! 

And my sense returned, so strangely banished, 

And, starting as from a nap, 

I knew the crone was bewitching my lady. 

With Jacynth asleep; and but one spring made 1 
Down from the casement, round to the portal, 
Another minute and I had entered, — 

When the door opened, and more than mortal 
Stood, with a face where to my mind centred 
All beauties I ever saw or shall see. 

The Duchess; I stopped as if struck by palsy. 

She was so different, happy and beautiful, 
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>felt tt once that all was best, 

And that I had nothing to do, for the rest, 

But wait her commands, obey and be dutiful 
Not that, in fact, there was any commanding; 

1 saw the glory of her eye, 

And the brow\s height and the breast^s expanding, 
And I was hers to live or to die. 

As for finding what she wanted, 

You know God Almighty granted 

Such little signs should serve wild creatures 

To tell one another all their desires, 

So that each knows what his friend requires, 

And does its bidding without teachers. 

I preceded her; the crone 
Followed silent and alone; 

I spoke to her, but she merely jabbered 
In the old style; both her eyes had slunk 
Back to their pit^ her stature shrunk; 

‘In short, the soul in its body sunk 
Like a blade sent home to its scabbard. 

We descended, I preceding; 

Crossed the court with nobody heeding; 

All the world was at the chase, 

'Fhe court-yard like a desert-place, 

1'he stable emptied of its small fry; 

I saddled myself the very palfrey 
I remember patting while it carried her, 

The day she arrived and the Duke married her. 
And, do you know, though ifs easy deceiving 
Oneself in such matters, I can't help believing 
The lady had not forgotten it either. 

And knew the poor devil so much beneath her 
Wohld have been only too glad for her service 
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To dance on hot ploughshares like a Turk defi^ise/ 
But, unable to pay proper duty where owing it, 

Was reduced to that pitiful method of showing it. 
For though the moment I be^an setting 
His saddle on my own nag of Berold's begetting, 
(Not that I meant to be obtrusive) 

She stopped me, while his rug was shifting, 

By a single rapid finger’s lifting, 

And, with a gesture kind but conclusive. 

And a little shake of the head, refused me, — 

I say, although she never used me, 

Yet when she was mounted, the Gipsy behind her, 
And I ventured to remind her, 

I suppose with a voice of less steadiness 
Than usual, for my feeling exceeded me, 

— Something to the effect that I was in readiness 
Whenever God should please she needed me, — 
Then, do you know, her face lookeil down on me 
With a look that placed a crown on me, 

And she felt in her bosom, — mark, her bosom — 
And, as a flower-tree drops its blossom, 

Dropped me . . ah, had it been a purse 
Of silver, my friend, or gold that’s worse, 

Why, you see, as soon as I found myself 
So understood, — that a true heart so may gain 
Such a reward, — I should have gone home again, 
Kissed Jacynth, and soberly drowned myself! 

It was a little plait of hair 

Such as friends in a convent make 

To wear, each for the other’s sake, — 

This, see, which at my breast I wear, 

Ever did (rather to Jacynth’s grudgment), 

And ever shall, till the Day of Judgment. 
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Afid tllfen, — and then, — to cut short, — this is idle, 
These are feelings it is not good to foster, — 

I pushed the gate wide, she shook the bridle, 

And the palfrey boundecl, — and so we lost her. 

XVI. 

When the liquor ^s out why clink the cannikin? 

I did think to describe you the panic in 
The redoubtable breast of our master the mannikin, 
And what was the pitch of his mother’s yellowness, 
How she turned as a shark to snap the spare-rib 
Clean off, sailors say, from a pearl-diving Carib, 

When she heard, what she called the flight of the feloness 
— But it seems such child’s play, 

What they said and did with the lady away! 

And to dance on, when we’ve lost the music. 

Always made me-^and no doubt makes you — sick. 
Nay, to my mind. The world’s face looked so stern 
As that sweet form disappeared through the postern, 
She that kept it in constant good humour, 

It ought to have stopped; there seemed nothing to do 
more. 

But the world thought otherwise and went on, 

And my head’s one that its spi^e was spent on: 

Thirty years are fled since that morning, 

And with them all my head’s adorning. 

Nor did the old Duchess die outright. 

As you expect, of suppressed spite, 

The natural end of every adder 

Not suffered to empty its poison-bladder: 

But she and her son agreed, I take it, 

Thatjio ope should touch ©n the story to wake it. 

For the wound in the Duke’s pride rankled fiery, 
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So, they made no search and small inquiry — 

And when fresh Gipsies have paid us a visit, Tve 
Noticed, the cguple were never inquisitive, 

But told them they’re folks the Duke don’t want here, 
And bade them make haste and cross the frontier. 
Brief, the Duchess was gone and the Duke was glad of it, 
And the old one was in the young one’s stead. 

And took, in her place, the household’s head, 

And a blessed time the household had of it! 

And were I not, as a man may say, cautious 
How I trench, more than needs, on the nauseous, 

I could favour you with sundry touches 

Of the paint-smutches with which the Duchess 

Heightened the mellowness of her cheek’s yellowness 

(To get on faster) until at last her 

Cheek grew to be one master-plaster 

Of mucus and fucus from mere use of ceruse: 

In short, she grew from scalp to liJder 
Just the object to make you shudder. 

XVII. 

You’re my friend — 

What a thing friendship is, world without end! 

How it gives the heart and soul a stir-up 
As if somebody broached you a glorious runlet, 

And poured out, all lovelily, sparklingly, sunlit, 

Our green Moldavia, the streaky syrup, 

Cotnar as old as the time of the Druids — 

Friendship may match with that monarch of fluids; 
Each supples a dry brain, fills you its ins-and-outs, 
Gives your life’s hour-glass a shake when the thin sand 
doubts 

Whether to run on or stop short, and guarantees 
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Age is not all made of stark sloth and arrant ease. 

I have seen my little lady once more, 

Jacynth, the Gipsy, Berold, and the rest of it, 

For to me spoke the Duke, as I told you before; 

I always wanted to make a clean breast of it: 

And now it is made— why, my heart’s blood, that went 
trickle. 

Trickle, but anon, in such muddy driblets, 

Is pumped up brisk now, through the main ventricle, 
And genially floats me about the giblets. 

Til tell you what I intend to do: 

1 must see this fellow his sad life through— 

He is our Duke, after all, 

And I, as he says, but a serf and thrall. 

My father was born here, and I inherit 
His fame, a chain he bound his son with; 

Could I pay in a^ump I should prefer it, 

But there’s no mine to blow up and get done with; 
So, I must stay till the end of the chapter. 

For, as to our middle-age-manners-adapter, 

Be it a thing to be glad on or sorry on, 

Some day or other, his head in a morion 
And breast in a hauberk, his heels he’ll kick up, 

Slain by an onslaught fierce of hiccup. 

And then, when red doth the sword of our Duke rust, 
And its leathern sheath lie o’ergrown with a blue crust, 
Then I shall scrape together my earnings; 

For, you see, in the churchyard Jacynth reposes. 

And our children all went the way of the roses: 

It’s a long lane that knows no turnings. 

One needs but little tackle to travel in; 

Soj'j'jiPt' one stout cloak shall I indue; 

And for a staff, what beats the javelin 
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With which his boars my father pinned youl 
And then, for a purpose you shall hear presently, 
Taking some Cotnar, a tight plump skinfull, 

I shall go journe3dng, who but I, pleasantly 1 
Sorrow is vain and despondency sinful. 

Whafs a man’s age? He must hurr}^ more, that’s all; 
Cram in a day, what his youth took a year to hold: 
When we mind labour, then only, we’re too old — 
What age had Methusalem when he begat Saul? 

And at last, as its haven some buffeted ship sees, 
(Come all the way from the north-parts with sperm oil) 
1 hope to get safely out of the turmoil 
And arrive one day at the land of the Gipsies, 

And find my lady, or hear the last news of her 
From some old thief and son of Lucifer, 

His forehead chapleted green with wreathy hop 
Sunburned all over like an iEthiop.^ 

And when my Cotnar begins to operate 
And the tongue of the rogue to run at a proper rate, 
And our wine-skin, tight once, shows each flaccid dent, 
I shall drop in with — as if by accident — 

‘‘You never kpew then, how it all ended, 

“What fortune good or bad attended 
“The little lady your Queen befriended?” 

— And when that’s told me, what’s remaining? 

This world’s too bard for my explaining. 

The same wise judge of matters equine 
Who still preferred some slim four-year-old 
To the big-boned stock of mighty Berold, 

And, for strong Cotnar, drank French weak wine, 

He also must be such a lady’s scorner! 

Smooth Jacob still robs homely Esau: ^ 

Now up, now down, the world’s one see-saw. 
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— So,*[ shall find out some snug rorner 
Under a hedge, like Orson ihe wood-knight, 

Turn myself round and bid the world good night; 
And sleep a sound sleej^ till the trumpet's blowing 
Wakes me (unless priests cheat us laymen) 

To a world where will be no further throwing 
Pearls before swine that can't value them. Amen! 


A GRAMMARIAN'S FUNERAL, 

SHORTLY AFTER THE REVIVAL OF LEARNING IN EUROPE. 

Let us begin and carry up this corpse, 

Singing together. 

Leave we the common crofts, the vulgar thorpes, 

Each in its |pther 

Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain, 

Cared-for till cock-crow: 

Look out if yonder be not day again 
Rimming the rock-row! 

That's the appropriate countrv; there, man's thought, 
Rarer, intenser. 

Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought. 

Chafes in the censer. 

Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop; 

Seek we sepulture 

On a tall mountain, citied to the top, 

Crowded with culture! 

All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels; 

Clouds overcome it; 

No, yonSer sparkle is the citadel's 
Circling its summit. 
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Thither our path lies; wind we up the heights; 

Wait ye the warning^ 

Our low life was the level’s and the night’s; 

He’s for the morning. »* 

Step to a tune, square chests, erect each head, 

’Ware the beholders! 

This is our master, famous calm and dead. 

Borne on our shoulders. 

Sleep, crop and herd! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft 
Safe from the weather! 

He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft, 

Singing together. 

He was a man born with thy face and throat, 

Lyric Apollo! 

Long he lived nameless: how should spring take note 
Winter would follow? ^ 

Till lo, the little touch, and youth was gone! 

Cramped and diminished, 

Moaned he, ^^New measures, other feet anon! 

‘‘My dance is finished?” 

No, that’s the world’s way: (keep the mountain-side, 
Make for the city!) 

He knew the -signal, and stepped on with pride 
Over men’s pity; 

Left play for. work, and grappled with the world 
Bent on escaping: 

“What’s in the scroll,” quoth he, “thou keepest furled? 
“Show me their shaping, 

“Theirs who most studied man, the bard and sage,- 
“Give!” — So, he gowned him, 

Straight got by heart that book to its last page: 
Learned, we found him. 
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Yea, but we found him bald too, eyes like lead, 
Accents uncertain: 

^‘Time to taste life,” another would have said, 

“Up with the curtain!” 

■^rhis man said rather, “Actual life comes nextl 
“Patience a moment! 

“Grant I have mastered learning's crabbed text, 

“Still there^s the comment. 

“Let me know all! Prate not of most or least, 
“Painful or easy! 

Even to the crumbs Pd fain eat up the feast, 

“Ay, nor feel queasy.” 

Oh, such a life as he resolved to live, 

When he had learned it, 

When he had gathered all books had to give! 

Sooner, he spurned it. 

Image the whole, l|ien execute the parts — . 

Fancy the fabric 

Quite, ere you build, ere steel strike fire from quartz, 
Ere mortar dab brick! 

(Here's the town-gate reached: there's the market-place 
Gaping before us.) 

Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace 
(Hearten our chorus!) 

'J'hat before living he'd learn how to live — 

No end to learning: 

Earn the means first — God surely will contrive 
Use for our earning. 

Others mistrust and say, “But time escapes: 

“Live now or never!” 

He said, “\Vhat's time? Leave Now for dogs and apesl 
“Man has Forever.” 
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Back to his book then: deeper drooped his head: 
Calculus racked him: 

l.eaden before, his eyes grew dross of lead; 

Tussis attacked him. 

‘‘Now, master, take a little rest!’' — not he! 

(Caution redoubled, 

Step two a-breast, the way winds narrowly!) 

Not a whit troubled. 

Back to his studies, fresher than at first, 

Fierce as a dragon 

He (soul-hydroptic with a sacred thirst) 

Sucked at the flagon. 

Oh, if we draw a circle premature, 

Heedless of far gain, 

Greedy for quick returns of profit, sure 
Bad is our bargain! 

Was it not great? did not he throw:on God, 

(He loves the burthen) — 

God’s task to make the heavenly period 
Perfect the earthen? 

Did not he magnify the mind, show clear 
Just what it all meant? 

He would not discount life, as fools do here, 

Paid by instalment. 

Pie ventured neck or nothing — heaven’s success 
Found, or earth’s failure: 

“Wilt thou trust death or not?” He answered “Yes 
“Hence with life’s pale lure!” 

That low man seeks a little thing to do, 

Sees it and does it: 

This high man, with a great thing to pursue, 

Dies ere he knows it. 
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1*hat low man goes on adding one to one, 

His hundred’s soon hit: 

This high man, aiming at a millicn, 

Misses an unit. • 

That, has the world here — should he need the next, 
I.et the world mind him! 

This, throws himself on God, and imperplexed 
Seeking shall find him. 

So, with the throttling hands of death at strife. 

Ground he at grammar; 

Still, thro’ the rattle, parts of speech were rife: 

While he could stammer 
He settled Hoii's business — let it be! — 

Properly based Oun — 

Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic De^ 

Dead from the waist down. 

Well, here's the j^atform, here's the proper place: 

Hail to youi purlieus, 

All yc highfliers of the feathered race, 

Swallows and curlews! 
liere’s the top-peak; the multitude below 
Live, for they can, there: 

This man decided not to Live but Know— 

Bury this man there? 

Here — here’s his place, where meteors shoot, clouds 
form, 

Lightnings are loosened. 

Stars come and go! Let joy break with the storm, 
Peace let the dew send! 

Lofty designs must close in like effects: 

Loftily lying, 

Leave him — still loftier than the world suspects, 

Living and dying. 
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THE HERETICS TRAGEDY. 

I 

A MIDDLE-AGE INTERLUDE. 

ROSA MUNDI; SEU, FULCITE ME FLORIBUS. A CONCEIT OF MASTER 
GYSBRECHT, CANON-REGULAR OF SAINT JODOCUS-BY-THF- 
BAR, YPRES CITY. CANTUQUE, Vtrgilms. AND HATH OFTEN 
BEEN SUNG AT HOCK-TIDE AND FESTIVALS. GAVISUS ERAM, 
Jessides. 

(It would seem to be a glimpse from the burning of Jacques du 
Dourg-Molay, at Paris, A.D. 1314; as distorted by the refraction 
from Flemish brain to brain, during the course of a couple of 
centuries,] 


I. 


PREADMONISHETH THE ABBOT' DEODAET. 

The Lord, we look to once for all, 

Is the Lord we should look at, all at once: 

He knows not to vary, saith Saint Paul, 

Nor the shadow of turning, for the nonce. 

See him no other than as he is! 

Give both the infinitudes their due — 

Infinite mercy, but, I wis, 

As infinite a justice too. 

[ Organ : plagal-cadente. 

As infinite a justice too. 


II. 


ONE SINGETH. 

John, Master of the Temple of God, 
Falling to sin the Unknown Sin, 
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What !ie bought of Emperor Aldabrod, 

He sold it to Sultan Saladin: 

Till, caught by Pope Clement, a-buzzing there, 
Hornet-prince of the pad wasps’ hive, 

And dipt of his wings in Pnris square, 

They bring him now to be burned alive. 

[Ant^ wanfeth there grace of lute or clavicithern, ye 
shall say to confirm him who singeth — 

We bring John now to be burned alive. 

III. 

In the midst Is a goodly gallows built; 

’I'wixt fork and fork, a stake is stuck; 

But first they set divers tumbrils a-tilt, 

Make a trench all round with the city muck; 

Inside they pile log upon log, good store; 

Faggots not f^, blocks great and small, 

Reach a man’s mid-thigh, no less, no more, — 

For they mean he should roast in the sight of all, 

CHORUS. 

We mean he should roast in the sight of all. 


IV. 

Good sappy bavins that kindle forthwith; 

Billets that blaze substantial and slow; 
Pine-stump split deftly, dry as pith; 

Larch-heart that chars to a chalk-white glow: 
Then up they hoist me John in a chafe. 

Sling him fast like a hog to scorch, 

Spit in his face, then leap back safe, 

Sing ‘‘Laudes” and bid clap-to the torch. 
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CHORUS. 

Laus Deo — who bids clap-to the torch. 

V. 

John of the Temple, whose fame so bragged, 

Is burning alive in Paris square! 

How can he curse, if his mouth is gagged? 

Or wriggle his neck, with a collar there? 

Or heave his chest, while a band goes round? 

Or threat with his fist, since his arms are spliced? 
Or kick with his feet, now his legs are bound? 

— Thinks John, I will call upon Jesus Christ. 

\Here 07te crosseth hiviself. 


VI. 

Jesus Christ — John had bought and sold, 

Jesus Christ — John had eaten anQ drunk; 

To him, the Flesh meant silver and gold. 

(Salvd revereniid,) 

Now it was, “Saviour, bountiful lamb, 

“I have roasted thee Turks, though men roast me! 
“See thy servant, the plight wherein I am! 

“Art thou a saviour? Save thou me!^^ 

CHORUS. 

Hhs John the mocker cries, “Save thou me!’’ 

VIL 

Who maketh God’s menace an idle word? 

— Saith, it no more means what it proclaims, 

Than a damsel’s threat to her w^anton bird? — 

For she too prattles of ugly names. 
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-itSaitl%, he knoweth but one thing, — what he knows? 

That God is good and the rest is breath; 

Why else is the same styled Sharon^s rose? 

Once a rose, ever a rose, he saith. 

CHORUS. 

0, John shall yet find a rose, he saith! 
vin. 

Alack, there be roses and roses, John! 

Some, honied of taste like your leman's tongue: 
Some, bitter; for why? (roast gaily on!) 

Their tree struck root in devil’s dung. 

When Paul once reasoned of righteousness 
And of temperance and of judgment to come, 
Good Felix trembled, he could no less: 

John, snickering, crook’d his wicked thumb. 

f 

CHORUS. 

What corneth to John of the wicked thumb? 


IX. 

Ha ha, John plucketh now at his rose 
To rid himself of a sorrow at heart! 

Lo, — petal on petal, fierce rays unclose; 

Anther on anther, sharp spikes outstart; 
And with blood for dew, the bosom boils; 

And a gust of sulphur is all its smell; 
And’lo, he is horribly in the toils 
Of a coal-black giant flower of hell! 

^ CHORUS. 

What maketh heaven, That maketh helL 
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X. 

So, as John called now, through the fire amain, 
On the Name, he had cursed with, all his life — 
To the Person, he bought and sold again — 

For the Face, with his daily buffets rife — 
Feature by feature It took its place: 

And his voice, like a mad dog’s choking bark, 
At the steady whole of the Judge’s face — 

Died. Forth John’s soul flared into the dark. 

SUBJOINETH THE ABBOT DEODAET. 

God help all poor souls lost in the dark! 


END OF VOL. II.' 
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Cromwell’s Letters and Speeches 4 v. The 
Life of Schiller i v. 

A. Carr: Treheme’s Temptation 2 v. 
Egerton Castle: Consequences 2 v. 
“La Bella” etc. i v. 

Charlesworth: Oliver of the Mill i v. 
M. Cholmondeley: Diana Tempest 2 v. 
“Chronicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta 
Family,’ 'Author of- Chron . of tb c Schonb.- 
Cotta Family 2 v. The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. On Both Sides of the Sea 
2 V. Winifred Bertram i v. Diary of Mrs. 
Kitty Trevylyan 3 v. Victory of the Van- 
quished I V. The Cottage by the Cathe- 
dral I V. Against the Stream 2 v. The 
Bertram Family 2 v. Conquering and to 
Conquer 1 v, I.apsed, but not Lost 1 v. 
A. Clark : The Finding ofLot’sWifc iv. 
Mrs. W. K. Clifford: Love-Letters of 
a Worldly Woman i v. Aunt Anne 2 v. 
Last Touciics 1 v. Mrs. Keith's Crime i v. 
A Wild Proxy IV. A P'lash of Summer i v. 
Frances Power Cobbe: Re-Echoes i v. 
Coleridge; The Poems i v, 

C- R. Coleridge; An English Squire 2 v. 
M. E, Coleridge: The King with two 
Faces 2 v. [Wheels 2 v. 

Charles A. Collins: A Cruise upon 
Mortimer Collins: Sweet and Twenty 

2 V, A Fight with Fortune 2 v. 

Wilkie Collins: AfterDarkiv. Hide 

aud Seek 2 v. A Plot in Private Life, etc. 

I v. The Woman in White 2 v. Basil i v. 
Ko Name 3 v. Tlvo Dead Secret, etc. 2v. 
Antonina 2 v. Armadale 3 v. The Moon- 
stone 2 v. Man and Wife 3 v. Poor Miss 
Finch 2 V. Miss or Mrs.? i v. The New 
Magdalen 2 v. The Frozen Deep r v. The 
Law and the Lady 2 v. TheTwo Destinies 

3 V. My Lady’s Money i v. The Haunted 
Hotel I v.The Fallen Leaves 2 v. Jezebel's 
Daughter 2 V. The Black Robe 2 v. Heart 
and Science 2 v. “I say No,” 2 v. TheEvil 
Genius 2 V. The Guilty River 1 v. TheLe- 
gacy of Cain 2 v. Blind Love 2 v, 

“Cometh up as a Flower,” Author 
oi'—vide Broughton. [Thles of Unrest iv. 
Conrad : An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. 
Hugh Conway: Called Back x v. 
Bound Together 2 v. Dark Days i v. A 
Family Affair 2 v. Living or Dead 2 v. 

F. Cooper: The Spy {w. Port.l i v. Tho 
Two Admirals IV. Thcjack O’Lantern iv. 

M. Corelli; Vendetta! 2 v, Thclmazv. 
A Romance ofTwo Worlds 2 v, “ Ardath” 

3 v. Wormwood. A Drama ofParis 2 v. The 
Hired Baby, etc. i v. Barabbas 2 v. The 
Sorrows ofSatan 2 v. Th e Mighty Atom iv. 


The Murder of Delicia 1 v. Ziska 1 v. 
The County i v. 

George L. Craik: A Mammal of English 
Literature and Language a v. 

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock); John 
Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. The Head of tho 
Family 2 v. A Life for a Life 2 v. A 
Woman's Thoughts about Women i v. 
Agv.tha's Husband i y. RomacticTales 1 v. 
Domestic Stories i v. Mistress and Maid 

1 V. The Ogilvies x v. Lord Erlistoun i v. 
Christian's Mistake i v. Bread upon tho 
Waters i v. A Noble Life i v. Olivo 2V. 
Two Marriages tv. Studies from Lifciv. 
Poems x V. The Woman's Kingdom 2 v. 
The Unkind W ord 2 v. A Br.i ve Lady 2 v. 
Hannah 2 v. Fair France i v. My Mother 
and 1 1 V. The Little Lame Prince i v. Scr- 
monsoutof Church i v. The Laurel Bush i v. 
ALegacy2 v. YoungMrs. Jardine2 v. His 
Little Mother t v. Plain Speaking t v. 
Miss Tommy i v. King Arthur i v. 

Miss G. Craik; Lost and Won i v. Faith 
Unwin’s Ordeal 1 v. Leslie Tyrrell i v. 
Winifred’s Wooing i v, Mildred i v. 

I Esther Hill’s Secret 2v, Hero Trevelyan 
! 1 v. Without Kith orKin 2 v. Only a Butter- 
fly iv. Sylvia's Choice; Theresa 2 V. Anne 
[ Warwick! v. Dorcas 2 v, Two Women 2 v. 

G.M.Crai' &M.C. Stirling :TwoTalos 
of Married Life (Hard to Boar , by Miss 
Craik: A True Man, by M.C. Stirling) 2 v. 
Mrs. Augustus Craven: Eliane 2 v. 

F. M, Crawford: Mr.Isaacsiv. Doctor 
Claudius i v. To Leeward i v. A Roman 
Singer I V. An American Politician x v, 
Zoroaster IV. A Lonely Parish 2 v, Saraci- 
nescazv. Marzio’s Crucifix iv. Paul Patoff 
2v. With the Immortals 1 v. Grcifen.stein 

2 v. Sant’ Ilarin 2 v. A Cigarette-Maker’s 
Romance 1 v. Khaled i v. The W itch of 
Prague 2 v. Three Fates 2 v. Don Orsino 
2 V. The Children of the King i v. Pietro 
Ghislcri 2V. Marion Darchc iv. Katharine 
Lauderdale 2 v. The Ralstons 2 v. Casa 
Braccio 2 v. Adam Johnstone's Son x v. 
Taquisara 2 v. A Rose of Yesterday t v. 
Corlcone 2 v. [2 v. The (^ey Man 2 v. 

Crockett: The Raiders a v. Cleg Kelly 
J. W. Cross: v. George Eliot’s Life. 
Miss Cummins; The Lamplighter 2 v. 
Mabel Vaughan x v. El Fureidls x v. 
Haunted Hc.irts i v. ,, 

P. Cusbing : The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 
“Daily News”: Tho War Corre- 
spondence 1877 by A. Forbes, etc. 3 v. 
Dark x v. | Van Bibber and Others 1 v. 
R. Harding Davis; Gallegher, etc. iv. I 
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Dc Foe: Robinson Cnisoe i v. 

Delai;^: John Ward, Preacher i v. 
Democracy i v. 

Demos vide George Gissing. 

Charles Dickens: The Pickwick Club i 
{w. Port.)2v. American Notes I V Oliver 
Twist I V. Nicholas N ickleby 2 v. Sketches 
t V. Martin Chuzzla«vit2 v. A CbrisAias 
Carol ; The Chimes ; The Crickt*t on the 
Hearth i v. Master Ilumphrev’s Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 

3 V. Pictures from Italy i v. The Battle ol 
l.ife ; the Haunted Man i v. Donibey and 
Son 3 V. David Copperfield 3 v. Bleak 
House 4 V. A Child's History of England 
(2 V. 8<> M. 2,70.) Hard Times i v. Little 
Dorrit 4 V, ATalc of two Cities 2 v. Hunted 
Down ; llie Uncoiiimeicial Traveller i v. 
Great Expectations 2 v. Christmas Stories 
X V. Our Mutual Friend 4 v. Somebody’s 
Luggage ; Mrs. Limper’s Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Limper’s Legacy 1 v. Doctor Marigold's 
Picscriptions; Mug by Junction i v. No 
Thorouglilai c; The Late Miss Hollingford 

1 V. The Mystery of Edwin Drood 2 v. The 
Mudfog Papers, etc. i v. Vide Household 
Words, Novels and Tales, andj. Forster. 

Chas. Dickens: His Letters. Ed. by his 
Sister-in-law and his eldesffl3aughter 4 v. 

B. Disraeli (I.ord Beaconsficld) : Con- 
ingsby i v. Sybil r v. Contarini Fleming 
(w. Port.) 1 V. Alroy i v. Tancred 2 v. 
Vcnctia 2 V. Vivian Grey 2 v. Henrietta 
Temple I V. Lothair 2 v. Endymioii 2 v. 

Ella Hepworth Dixon: The Story of 
a Modern Woman i v. 

W. Hepworth Dixon: Pei-sonal His- 
tory of Lord Bacon 1 v. The Holy l.and 

2 V. New America 2 v. Spiritual Wi\ es 2 \'. 
Her Majesty’s Tower 4 v. Free Russia 
2 V. History of two Queens 6 v. White 
Conquest 2 v. Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

L. Dougall: Beggars Ail 2 v. 

Dowie: A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v. 
^.C. Doyle: TheSignofKoui iv.Mic.ih 
Clai ke*2 V. The Captain of the Pole-St.tr 
I V. The White Company 2 v. A Study in 
Scarlet i v. The Great Shadow, etc. \ v. 
Sherlock Holmes 2 v. The Refugees 2 v. 
'The Firm of Girdlestone 2 v. The Memoii s 
of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. Round the Red 
Lamp 1 V. The Stark Munro Letters i v. 
'The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. 
Rodney Stone 2 v. Uncle Bemac r v. The 
Tragedy of the Korosko i v. A Duct 1 v. 

Professor Henry Drummond: The 
Greatest Thing in the World, etc. 1 v. 


The Earl and the Doctor; South Sea 
Bubbles x v. {High Latitudes i v. 

The Earl of Dufferin: Letters frota 

Mrs. Edwardes: Archie Lovell 2 v. 
.Steven Law'rence, Yeoman 2 v. Ought 
weto Visither/ 2 v. A Vagabond Heroine 

1 V. Leah : A Woman of E-ashion 2 v. A 
Blue-Stocking I V. Jet: Her E'aceor Her 
Fortune? i v. Vivian the Beauty i v. A 
Ballroom Repentance 2 v. A Girton Girl 

2 V. A Playwright’s Dauglitei, etc. i v, 
Pearl-Powder r v. The Adventuress i v. 

Miss A. B. Edwards: Barbara’s His- 
tory 2 V . Miss Carew 2 v. Hand and Ci love 
I V. Half a Million of Money 2 v. Deben- 
ham’s Vow 2 v. In the Days of my Youth 
2V. Untrodden Peaks, etc. i V. Monsieur 
Maurice i v. Black l^'orest x v. A Poetry- 
Book of Elder Poets i v. A Thousand 
Miles up the Nile 2 v. A Poetiy-Book of 
Modern Poets i v. I.ord Brackenbury 2 v. 

Miss M. B. -Edwards: The Sylvestrer 
IV. Felicia 2 V. Brother Gabriel 2V. E'cre- 
stalledi V. Exchange no Robbery, etc. i v. 
Disarmed iv, Doctor Jacob i v. Pearlai v. 
Next of Kin Wanted iv. TbePartingofthe 
Ways I V. For One and the World i v. 
A EYcnch Patsonage 1 v. Fi ance ofTo-day 
IV. TwoAuntsandaNcpbevv iv. ADream 
of Jlillions I v. The Curb of Honour 
r V. E'rance of To-day (2nd Series) i v. 
A Romance of Dijon i v. The Dream- 
Charlotte IV. A Storm-Rent Sky i v. 
Reminiscences i v. 

E. Eggleston; The Faith Doctor 2 v’. 

Barbara Elbon; Bethesda 2 v. 

GcorgC'Eliot: Scenes of Clerical Uife 
2 V. Adam Bede 2 v. The Mill on the 
Floss 2 V. Silos Marner i v. Romola 2 v. 
Felix Holt 2 V. Daniel Deronda 4 V. The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob i v. Im- 
pfcssions ol Theophrastus Such IV Itssays 
and I.eaves from a Note-Book i v. 

George Eliot's Life as related in her 
Letters and journals. Edited by her lius- 
b.oud J. W. Class 4 V. 

Mrs. Elliot: Diary of anldleAVoman 
in Italy 2 v. Old Court Life in l‘'rance2 v. 
The Italians 2 v. Diary of an Idle Woman 
in Sicily 1 v. Pictures of Old Rom© x v. 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Spain 2 v. ‘ITie 
Red Cardinal x v. Sophia i v. Diary of 
an Idle Woman in Constantinople i v. Old 
Court Life in Spain 2 v. Roman Gossip t v. 

Henry Enroll: An Ugly Duckling x v, 
E. Rentoul Esler; The Way they 
loved at Griinpat x vol. 

Essays and Reviews i v. 


The frice of each volume is i Mark 60 Bfenni^^ 



CoUection of BriU'sh Authors Tauchnitz EdU^n. 


Estelle Russell 2 v. 

D'Esterre- Keeling: vide Keeling. 
Euthanasia i v. 

J. H. Ewing: Jackanapes, etc. i v. 

Flat Iron for a Farthmg 1 v. The 
Expiated 2 v. [Brownit's, etc. i v, 

F. W. Farrar: Darkness and Dawn 3 V. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 autliors, i v. 
Percy Fendall : vide F. C. Philips. 
George Manville Fenn: The Parson 
' Dumford 2 v. TIjc Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 
Fielding: Tom Jone.s 2 v. 

Five Centuries ol theEn^lish Lamjuage 
r\d literature (vol. 500) t v. (meila 2 v. 
George Fleming: Kismet iv, Andio- 
A. Forbes: My Experiences of the War 
etween France and Germany 2 v. Sol- 
iering and Scribbhng 1 v. ^lemoriesand 
Indies of War and Peace 2 v. — See also 
i3aily News,” War Correspondence. 

R. E. Forrest: Eight Days 2 v. 

Mrs. Forrester: Viva 2 v. Rhonaav. 
loy and Vitda 2 v. My Lord and My Lady 
V. 1 have laved and Loved 2 v. J une 2 v, 
JmniaVanitas t v. Although he was aLord 
V. Corisande x v. Once Again 2 v. Of the 
Vorhl, Worldly i v. Dearest 2 v.TheLight 
jt other Days i v. Too Late Repented i v. 

J, Forster: Lite of Cb<arlos Dickens 6 v. 
Pile and Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

J. Fothergill: The FirstVioIina v. Pro- 
bation 2 V. Made or Marred, etc- i v. Kith 
and Kin 2 v. Peril 2 v. Borderland 2 v. 
“ FoundDead,” Authorof — v.}, Payn. 
Caroline Fox: Memorie.s of Old Friends 
from her Journ:tls, edited by H. N. Pyma v. 
Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 

M. E. Francis : The Daenna of a. Genius 
r V. [March Hares i v. 

Harold Frederic: Illumination 2 v. 
Freeman; The Growth of the English 
Constitution iv. Select Historical Essays 
I V. Sketches from French Travel i v. 

James Anthony Froude : Oceana i v. 
The Spanish Story of the Armada, etc. t v. 

Lady G. Fullerton: Ellen Middleton 
1 V. Grantley Manor 2 v. Lady Bird 2 v. 
Too Strange not to beTrue 2 v. Constance 
Sherwood 2 v. A stormy Life 2 v. Mrs. 
Gerald’s Niece 2 v. The Ntdary’s Daugh- 
ter I V. The Jdlies of the Valley, etc. x v. 
(’ountess de Bonneval i v. Rose Leblanc 

1 V. Seven Stories i v. The Life of Luisa 
dc Carvajal 1 v. A Will and a Way, etc. 

2 V. Eliane 2 v. (r/. Craven) . Laurentia j v. 

Mrs. Gaskeli: Mary Barton iv. Ruth 
2 V. North and South t v. Lizzie Leigh, 
etc. 1 V. Charlotte BrontJS 2 v. Lois the 


Witch, etc. I V. Sylvia's Lovers 2V. A Dark 
Night’s Work x v. Wives and Daughters 
3 V. Cranford i v. Cousin PbMis, etc.®*! v. 

D. Gerard : l.ady Baby 2 v. Recba i v. 
Orthodox I V. The W rong Man t v. A Spot- 
less Reputation i v. A Forgotten Sin i v. 

E. Gerard (MadamedcLaszowska): A 
Secret Mission i v. A Foreigner 2 v. 

Agnes Gibcrne: Toe Curate’sHonie 1 v. 

G. Gissing: Demos. A Story of Eng- 
lish Socialism 2 v. New Grub Street 2 v. 

Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone: Rome 
and the Newest Fashions in Religion t v. 
Bulgarian Horrors, etc, i v. The Hellenic 
Factor in the Eastern Problem i v. 

Hal Godfrey: The Rcjuven.ition of 
Miss Semaphore i v. [Portrait) i v. 

Goldsmith: The Select Works (w. 
Ed ward J. Goodman: Too Curious i v. 
J. Gordon: A Diplf)mat’s Diary i v. 
Major-Gen. C. G. Gordon’s journals, 
.at Kartoum. Introduction and Notes by 
A. E. Hake (with eighteen Blustralions) 2v. 

Mrs. Gore : Castles in the Air i v. The 
Dean’s Daughter 2 v. IVogrcssand Pre- 
judice 2 V. M ammon 2 v. A Life's Lessons 
2v. Two Aristocracies 2 V. Heckington 2 v, 
Sarah Grand : Our M*nifoldN.ature i ▼. 
Miss Graij’:: V n tor Lescar 2 v. The 
Sun-Maid 2 v My Heait’s in the High- 
lands 2 V. Artiste 2 v. Prince Hugo 2 v. 
Cara Roma 2 v, 

M. Gray; The Silence ofDeanMait- 
1,-ind 2 r. The Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 

Ethel St. Clair Grim wood: My Three 
Years in Manijtur (with Portrait) i v. 
Grohman: T yrol and the Tyrolese i v. 
Gunter: Mr, Barnes of New York i v, 
“Guy Livingstone,” Autlior of- (iuy 
I.ivingstone x v. Sword and Gown 1 v. 
Barren Honour i v. Border and Bastille 

1 V. Maurice Dering i v. Sans Merci 2 v. 
Breaking a Butterfly 2 v. Antcros 2 v. 
Hagareno 2 v. 

J. Habberton: Helen ’s Babies &OUier 
People’sChildren i v, TheBowsbam Puzzle 
IV. OneTramp; Mrs.Mayburn’slJjvins tv. 

H. Rider Haggard: King Solomon’* 
Mines I V. She 2 v. J ess 2 v. Allan (Juatcr- 
main 2 v. The Witch’s Head 2 v. Maiwa’s 
Revenge i v. Mr. Meeson’s Will i v. Qo\. 
Quaritch, V. C, 2 v. Cleopatra 2 v. Allan’s 
Wife IV, Beatrice 2 v. Dawn 2v. Montezu- 
ma’s Daughter 2 v. The People of the Mist 

2 T. Joan Haste 2 V. Heart of the World 2 v. 
The Wizard 1 v. Doctor Theme 1 v. 
Swallow 2 V. [The World’s Desire 2 v. 

H . Rider Haggard and Andrew Lang: 
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Mrs.S. C.Hall: Can Wrong be Right?, 

1 ^ Mai^n 2 V. 

Ph. Gilirert Hamerton: Marmorne iv. 
Ficnch and Knglisli 2 v. 

Thomas Hardy: The Hand of Ethc’- 
berta 2 v. Far from the Madding Crowd 

2 V. The Return of the Native 2 v. The 
'rrumppt-Major 2 V. A Laodicean 2v^Two 
on a Tower 2 v, A^’air oi Blue Eyes 2 v. 
A Group of Noble Dames i v Tess ot the 
DTlrbcrvilles 2v. Life’s Little Ironies iv. 
Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Beatrice Harraden ; Ships that pass in 
the Night i v. In Varying Moods i v. 
Hilda Strafford, etc. i v. The Fowler 2 v. 
AgnesHarrison; Martin’sVineyardi v. 
Bret Harte: Prose and Poetr)" (Tales 
of the Argonauts ; Spanish and American 
Legends; Condensed Novels; Civic and 
Character Sketches; Poems) 2v. Idyls of 
the Foothills I V. Gabriel Conrov 2 v. Two 
Men of Sandy Bar I V. Thankful Blossom, 
etc. I V. The Story ofa Mine i v. Drift from 
'I'wo Shores i v. An Heiress of Red Dog, 
etc. IV. The Twins of Table Mountain, 
etc. IV. Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, etc. iv. 
Flip and other Stories i v. On the Frontier 
IV. By Shore and Sedge I V. Marujaiv. 
Snow-bound at Eagle’s ami Devil’s Ford 
1 V. The C rusade of the ‘^xcclsior ” 1 v. 
A Milhonaire of Rough-and-Rcady, etc. 
IV. Captainjim’s Friend, etc. IV. Cressy 
I V. The Hcritageof DeJllowMarsh, etc. 
j Y. A Waif of the Plains i v. A Ward of 
the ( iolden Gate i v. A Sappho of Green 
.Springs, etc. i v. AFirstFamdvulTasajara 
I V. Colonel Surbottle’s Client, etc. i v. 
.Susy i V. Sally Dows, etc. i v. A Protegee 
of Jack Hamlin's, etc. 1 v. The Bell- 
Ringur of Angel’s, etc. i v. Clarence i v. 
In a Hollow of the Hills, etc. i v. The I 
AnceatorsofPeterAtherly, etc. IV. Three 
Partners i v. Tales ofTrailandTown j v. 
Stories in Light and Shadow i v. 

Sir H. Havelock; Rev. W. Brock. 

G. Hawthorne: vtde “Miss Molly.” 
Nathaniel Hawthorne: The Scarlet 
Letter i v. Transformation 2 v. Passages 
from the English Note-Books 2 v. 

“ Heir of Redclyffe Author o(~~intIe 
Yonge. [2 V. Ivan de Biron a v. 

Sir Arthur Helps; Friends in Council 
Mrs.Hemans; Select Poet. Works iv. 
Maur. Hewlett: The Forest Lovers iv. 
Robert Hichens . Flames 2 v. 
Admiral H. Pasha: Sketches from my 
Life I V. [and Lord Wickenham i v. 
J. O. Hobbes: The Gods, some Mortals 


Mrs. Cashel Hoey: A Golden Sorrow 
2 V. Out of Court 2 V. 

A. E. Holdsworth: The Years that th£ 
Locust hathEaten 1 v. The Gods Arrive i v. 

OliverWendell Holmes: The Autocrat 
of the Breakfast-Table i v. Tbe Professor 
at the Breakfast-Table i v. TliePoetattbe 
Breakfast-Table i v. Over the Teacups x v. 

Hope: Mr. Witt’s Widow IV, AChange 
of Air i V. Half a Hero 1 v. The Indiscre- 
tion of the. Duchess i v. God in the Car 
I V. Chronicles of Count Antonio i v. 
Comedies of Courtship i v. Heart of Prin- 
cess Osra 1 v. Phroso 2 v. Simon Dale 2 v. 
Rupert of Hentzau 1 v. 

E.W.Hornung: A Bride from tbe Bush 
I V. Under Two Skies i v. Tiny Luttrell i v. 
The Boss ofTaroomba i t. My Lord Duke 
I V. Young Blood i v. Some Persons Un- 
known I V. The Amateur Cracksman 1 v. 

Household Words: conducted by 
Charles Dicken*?. 1851-56. 36 v, NoV 8 T.s 
and Talks reprinted from Household 
W'ords by Charles Dickens. 1856-50. iiv. 
H o w to be Happy though Married i v. 
Miss Howard: One Summer iv. Aunt 
Serena 1 v. Guenn 2 v. Tony, the Maid, 
etc. I V. Tbe Open Door 2 v. A Fellow© 
aod His Wife i v. 

W. D. Howella: A Foregone Conclu- 
sion I V. The Lady of the Aroostook x v. 
A Modem Instance 2 v. Ibe Undiscovered 
Country 1 v. Venetian Life (w. Portrait) 

1 V. Italian Journeys i v. A Chance Ac- 
quaintance 1 V. Their Wedding Journey 
IV. A Fearful Responsibility, etc. XV. A 
Woman% Reason 2 v. Dr. Breen’s Prac- 
tice 1 V. The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. 

Hughes: Tom Brown’s School Days iv. 
Mrs. Hungerford: Molly Bawn 2 v. 
Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. Faith and Unfaith 2 v. 
.Portia 2 v. Loys, Lord Berresford , etc. 
I V. Her First Appearance, etc. i v. Phyllis 
2v. Rossraoyne 2v. Doris 2 v. A Maiden 
all Forlorn, etc, i v. A Passive Crime, etc. 
I V. Green Pleasure and Grey Grief 2 v. A 
Mental Struggle 2 v. Her Week's Amuse- 
ment, etc, 1 V. LadyBranksmerea V. Lady 
Valworth’sDiaraonds IV. AModcmCirce 

2 V. Marvel a v, Tbe Hon. Mrs. Vereker 
IV. Under-Currents 2 v. In Durance \^e. 
etc. IV. ATroublesomeGirl, etc. iv. A 
Life’s Remorse 2 v. A Bom Coquette a v. 
The Duchess x v. Lady Vemer’s Flight 
IV. A Conquering Heroine , etc. x v. 
Nora Creina a v. A Mad Prank, etc. x v. 
The Hoyden 2 v. The Red House Mystery 
XV. An Unsatisfactory Ix>ver X V. Peter’s 
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Wife 2 V. The Three Graces i v, A Tug oi Johnson: Lives of the English Poets z v. 

War 1 V. The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. Emily Jolly: Colonel Dacre a v. ^ 

A Point of Conscience 2 v. A Lonely Girl “Joshua Davidson,” Authirr ol—%tde ^ 

I V. Lovice i-v. The Coming of Chloe i v. E. Lynn Linton. 

Jean ingelow; Off the Skelligs 3 v. Miss Kavanagh: Nathalie 2 v. Daisy 
Poems 2 V. Pated to be Free 2 v. Sarah Burns 2 v. Grace Lee 2 v. Kachel Gray 
de Berenger 2 V. Don John 2 v. 1 v. Adele 3 v. The Two Sicilies 2 v. 

Lady IngUs: The Siegeof Lucknow IV Seven Yeai , etc. 2 v, Frenchwomen J 
John H. Ingram; vtJg E. A. Poe. oi Letters i v English. Women of Letters 
Iota: A Yellow Aster 1 v. Children of i v. Queen Mab 2 v. Beatrice 2 v. Sybil’s 
Circumstance 2 v. Second Love 2 v. Dora 2 v. Silvia 2 v. 

Washington Irving: The Sketch Book Bessie 2 v. John Dorrien 3 v. Two Lilies 
(with Portrait) i v. The Life of Mahomet 2 v. Forget-me-nots 2 v. 

1 V. Successors of Mahomet 1 v. Oliver A. Keary: Oldburyzv. Castle Daly 2 v. 

Goldsmith 1 v. Chronicles of W^olfert’s Elsa D’Esterrc-Keeling; Three Sisters 

Roost I V. Life of Washington 5 v. i v. A Laiij;hing Philosopher iv. The Pro- 

Helen Jackson (H. H.): Ramona 2 v. fessor’s Wooing i v. In Thoughtland and 
W. Jacobs: Many Cargoes i v. in Dreamland i v. Orchardscroft iv. Ap- 
TheSkipper’sWooing IV. Sea Urchins iv. passionata i v. Uhl Maids and Young 2 v. 
CharlcsT.C.Jame8:HolyWedtockiv. Kempis: vide Thomas a Kempis. 

G. P. R. James: Morley Erustein (with R. B. Kimball: Saint Leger i v. 
Portrait) 1 v. Forest Days i v. The False Romance of Student Life abroad i v. 
Heir i v. Arabella Stuart i v. Rose Undercurrents! v. Was he Successful? iv, 
d’Albret i v. Arrah Neil i v. Agincourt To-Day in New- York 1 v. 

iv. 'The Smuggler i v. The Step-Mother A.W. Kinglakc: Euthen i v. The In- 

2 V, Beauchamp i v. Heidelberg i v. The vasion of the Crimea 14 v. 

Gipsy I V, The Castle of Ebrenstein i v. Charles Kingsley: Yeast i v. West- 
Darnley i v. Russell 2 v. The Convict ward hoi 2 v. Two Ye.'irsago2 v. Hy]>atia 
2 V. Sir Theodore Broughton 2 v. 2 v. Alton Locke i v. Heieward the 

H. James: TheAmencan2v. TheEuro- Wake 2 v. AtT-ast 2 v. 

peans IV, Daisy Miller, etc. IV. Roderick Charles Kibgsley: His Letters and 
Hudson 2 V. The Madonna of the Future, Memories of his Life, ed. by his Wife 2 v. 
etc. I V. Eugene Pickering, etc. i v. H. Kingsley: Ravensboo 2 v. Austin 
Confidence i v. Washington Square, etc. Elliotiv, Geoffryllamlyn 2 v. Thellillyars 
2 V. The Portrait of a Lady ^ V. Foreign andBurtons2V.LcightonCourtiv.Valen- 
Parts I V. French Poets and Novelists I V. tin i v. Oakshott Ca.st]e 1 v. Reginald 
The Siege of London, etc. i v. .Portraits Hetherege 2 v. The Grange Garden 2 v. 
of Places IV. A LittIcTour in France i v. Kipling : Plain Talcs from the Hills i v. 

J. Cordy Jeaffresorr; A Book about Second Jungle Book i v. Seven Seas x v. 
Doctors 2 V. A Woman in Spite of Her- “ Captains Courageous” i v. The Day’s 
self 2 V. The Real Lord Byron 3 v. Work 1 v. A I'lcet in Being i v. 

Mrs. Jenkin: “Who Breaks— Pays” MayLaffan: Flitters, Tatters, and the 

1 V. Skirmishing i v. Once and Again Counsellor, etc. 2 v. 

2 V. Two French Marriages 2 v. Within Lamb: Essays of Elia and Eliana i v. 

an Ace i v. Jupiter's Daughters i v. A. Lang: vide H. R. Haggard. 

Edwardjenkins: Ginx’sBaby,etc. 2 V. Mary tAngdon: Ida May i v. 

“Jennie of ‘ the Prince’s,’ ” Author of “ The Last of the Cavaliers," 

— vide B. H. Buxton. of— The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. The 

Jerome K. Jerome: The Idle Thoughts Gain of a Loss z v. 
ol an Idle Fellow i v. Diary of a Pil- The Hon. Emily Lawless; Hurrishiv. 
grimage i v. Novel Notes i v. Sketches Leaves from the Journal of our Life 
in Lavender, Blue and Green i v. Die in the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 i v. 
Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow i v. More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 i v. 

Douglas Jerrold : History of St. Giles Holme Lee : v. Miss Parr, jverell 2 v. 

andSt. James 2 V. Men of Character 2 V. S. Le Panu: Uncle SiUs2v. Guy Do- 

“ Halifax, "Author of— «/. Mrs. Craik. Mark Lemon; Wait for the End 2 v. 

“Johnny Ludlow," Author oi—vide Loved at Last 2 v. Falkner Lyle 2 v. 
Mrs. Henry Wood. LcytonHall, etc. 2 v. Golden Fetters 2 v* 

The price of each volume is i Mark 60 Pfennig, 
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Charles Lever: The O’Donoghue X V. JusUn M*^Carthy: The Waterdalo 
he Knight of Gwyniie 3 v. Arthur Neighbours 2 v. Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. 
O'Ltkry sv.^larry Lorrequer 2v. Charles Miss Misanthrope 2 v. A History of our . 
O'Malley 3 v. Tom Burke of “ Ours" tv. own Times 5 v. Donna Quixote 2 v. A 

i ack Hinton 2 v. The Daltons 4 v. The short History of our own Times 2 v. A 
)odd haraily Abroad tv. The Martins History o the Four Georges vols. i & 2. 
of Cro' ifaxtin t v. The Fortunes of h History of our own Times vols. 6 & 7 
jlencoro 2 v. Roland Cashel t v. Daven- (supplemental). 

port Dunn 5 V. Confesfcions of Con Cregan George Mac Donald: Alec Forb^ of 
2v. tine of Thera 2 V. MauriceTiornays v. Ilowgien 2 v. Annals of a QuietNeigh- 
Sir Jasper Carew 2 V. Barrington 2 v. A hourhood 2 v, David Elginbrod 2 v. The 
Day’s Ride 2 V. Luttrell of Arran 2 V. Tony Vicar’s Daughter 2 v. Malcolm 2 v. Sl 
B utler 2 V. Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. The George and St. Michael 2 v. TheManiuis 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. A Rent ofLossic2 v. SirGibbieav. MaryMarston 
in a Cloud i v. That Boy of Norcott's i v. 2 v. TheGifts of the Child Christ, etc. i v. 
St. Patrick’s Eve; Paul Gosslctt’s Con- The Princess and Curdie 1 v. 
fessions 1 V. Lord Kilgobbin 2 V. Mrs.Mackarness: SunbearaStoricsi v. 

O.H. Lewes : Randiorpe IV. Physio- A Peerless Wife 2 v. A Mingled Vam 2 v. 
logy of Common Life 2 v. On Actors and E.Mackay : LoveLetters of aViolinistiv. 

the Art of Acting i v. Chas.M^^Knight: OldFortDuquesne 2v. 

t' E.Lynn Linton: Joshua Davidson iv. lanMaclaren: Beside the Bonnie Brier 
Patricia Kcinbal! 2 v. 1 he Atonement of Bush i v. The Days of AuldLan^yno i v. 
Leam Duudas 2 v. The World well Lost Norman Macleod: The old Lieutenant 
2 v. Under which Lord? a v. With a and his Son i v. 

Silken Thread, etc. i v. Todinmters’ at Mrs. Macquoid: Patty 2 v. Miriam’s 
I.oanin* Head, etc. 1 v. “ My Love 1 " 2 v. Marriage 2 v. Pictures across tlie Channel 
TheGirl of the Period, etc. i v. lone 2v. 2v. TooSooui v. MyStoryav. Dianeav. 

L. W. M. Lockhart; Mine is Thine 2 v. Beside theRivei 2 v. A Faithful Lover a v. 
Lord Augustus Loftus, Dinlomatic Re- Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of — 
miuiscences of — ,1837-1862 (w.Portr.) 2 v. Mademoiselle Mori o v. Denise i v. 

Longfellow: Poetical Wo^s(w, Port.) Madame Fontenoy 1 v. On the Edge of 
3 V. *1 he Divine Comedy ol Dante Alighieri the Storm i v.^ The Atelier du Lys 2 v. 
i[ V. The New-England Tragedies 1 v. In the Olden Time 2 v. 

The DivinoTragcdy I v. Mower-de-Lucc, Lord Mahon: r/rV/tf Stanhope, 
etc. I V. The Masque of Pandora i v. E. S. Maine: Scarsdiff Rocks a v. 

M.Lonsdale: Sister Dora {w. a i^ortrait L.Malet: Colonel Enderby's Wife av. 

A Lost Battle 2 V, [ofSisterDora) i v. Lord Malmesbury: Memoirs of an 
Sir J. Lubbock : The Pleasures of Life Ex-Minister 3 v. (The Cedar Star t v. 

1 V. The Beauties of Nature (w. Illust.) i v. Mary E, Mann: A Winter’s Tale x v. 
The Use of Life i V. Scenery of SwiUer- R. Blachford Mansfield: The Log of 
land (w. Illust.) 2 v, ,‘by Ea.stwicfc i v. the Water Lily x v. 

Lutfullah ; Autobiography of Lutfullah, ^arlcTwain (Samuel L. Clemens) : Tom 
EdnaLyall: WcTwoa V. Donovanav. Sawryer i v. 'The Innocenu Abroad; or, 
IntheGolden Days a V. Knight-Errant 2 V. the New Pilgrim's Progress 2 v. ATranip 
' Won by Waiting2 V. WaylaringMen 2 V, Abroad 2 v. “ Roughing it" x v, Theln- 
Hope the Hermit 2 v. Doreen 2 v. nocents at Home i v. The Prince and the 

Lord Bulwcr. Pauper 2 v. The Stolen White Elephant, 

Robert Lord L3rtton (Owen Meredith) : etc. i v. Life on the Mississippi a v. 
Poems 2 v. Fables in Song 2 v. Sketches (w. Portrait) i v. Huckleberry 

Maarten Maartens: I’he Sin ofjoost Finn a v. Selections from American 
Avcliijgh I V. An Old Maid’s Love 2 v. Humour i v, A Yankee at the Court of ' 
God's Fool 2 V. The Greater Glory 2 v. King Arthur 2 v. The American Claimant 
My Lady Nobody 2 v. Her Memory i v. i v. The Million Pound Bank-Note, etc. 

Lord Macaulay: Histop^ of England i v. Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. Pudd'nhcad 
(w. Port.) *0 V. Critical & HistoricalE^says Wilson x v. Personal Recollections of Joan 
5 V. L^s of Ancient Romo i v. Speeches of Arc a v* Torn Sawyer, Detedive X v, 

. 2 V. Biographical Essays i v. William More Tramps Abroad 2 v. 

Pitt, Atterbury x v. (See also Trevelyan), Marmone; v. Philip G. Hamexton. 

The frice of each volume is t Mark 60 Pfennigs 
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Capt.Marryat; Jacob Faithful (w.Port.) Musicians i v. An li^cape from the Tower 
1 V. Percival Keene i v, Peter Simple tv. t v. A Haunt of Ancient Peace i v. Castle 

1 Taphet, in Search of a Father IV. Monsieur Meadow iv. In theChoir ofUVestntftister 
Violet IV. The Settlers IV. TheMjssioni v. Abbey i v. The Younjf Queen of Heails 
The Privateer’s-Man I V. The Children ot i v. Under the Dome oi St. Paul’s i v. 
the New- Forest IV. V'alerieiv. Mr.Mid- Helen Mathers (Mrs. Henry Reeves) ; 
shipman Easy I V. The King^’s Own i v. “ Cherry Ripe 1 ” 2 v. “ J^and o’ thcLeal” • 

FI. Marryat: Love’s Conflict 2 v. For i My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. As ho 
Ever and Ever 2 v. Confessions of Gerald comes up the Stair, '2tc. i v. Sam’sSvveet- 
Estcourt2v. Nelly Brooke 2 V. Voronique heart 2 v. Eyre’s Acquittal 2 v. Found Out 
2 v. Petroncl 2 v. Her I^rd and Master tv. Murder or Manslaughter? 1 v. The 
2 V. The Prey of the Gods i v. Lde of l*'ashkm of this World (80 Pf.) Blindjustice, 
(Captain Marryat I V. Mad Dumaresq2 v. etc. i v. What the Cilais Told, etc. 1 v. 

No Intentions 2 v. Fi;j:hting the Atr 2 v. Bam Wildfire 2 v. | Power in Europe 1 v. 

A Starand a Heart IV. The Poison of Asps, Col. Maurice: The Balance of Militarj' 
etc. IV. A Lucky Disappointment, etc. 1 V. George du Maurier; Trilby 2 v. The 
“ My own Child ” 2 V, Her Father’s Name Martian 2 v. jGould. 

2 V. A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. A Little “ Mehalnh," Author oi—vule Baring- 
Stepson IV. Written in Fire 2 v. Her Whyte-Melvllle: Kate Coventry i v. i 
World against a Lie2v. A Broken Bios- Hohnby House 2 v. Digby Grand i v. ^ ^ 
sora 2 V. 'Fhc Root of all Evil 2 v. The Good lorNothing 2 v. TheQueen’s Maries^i 
Fair-haired Alda 2 v. With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. The Gladiators 2 v. 1 he Brookes of 

2 V. My Sister the Actress 2 v. Phylhda Hridlemere 2 v. Cerise a v. The fnter- 
2 v. How They Loved Him 2 v. Facing ireter2v.l'he White Rose 2v. M.orN, iv. 
the Footlights (w. Portrait) 2 v. A Moment Contraband iv. Sarchedon 2v. Unclejohn 
ofMadness, etc. IV. ThcGhostof Charlotte 2v. Katerfelio iv. Sister Louise iv. Rosinc 
Cray, etc. 1 v. Peeress and Player 2 v. i v. Roys’ W’ile 2 v. Black but Comely 
Under the Lilies and Roses 2 V. Thclleart 2 v. Riding Recollections i v. 

ofjane Warner 2 V. The Heir Presumptive Q. MerecRth: 'j’be Ordeal of Richard 
2 v. The Master Passion 2 v. Spiders of Feverel 2 v.^ Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. The 
Society 2 v. Driven to Bay 2 v. A Daughter IVagic Comedians i v. Lord Ormont and 
oftheTropits2 V. Gentleman and Courtier bis Amlnta 2v.The AmazingMarriage2v. 

2v. OnCircurostantial Evidence 2v. Mount Owen Meredith; v, R. Lord Lytton. 
Eden. A Romance. 2 v. Blindfold 2 v. A L.Merrick: TheM.in who wasgoodi v. 
Scarlet Sin IV. A Bankrupt Heart 2 V. The Th:s.'^t.age/,f I'nnls r v. Cvrthia i v. One 
Spirit World i v. The Beautiful Soul i v. Man's V'lew i v. 'I hc .\i ‘.i.i -.M.ui.iger i v. 
AtHeartaRake zr. Hannah Stubbs i v. Meiriinan: Vivirg Misiley 1 v. 1 ': lioni-rs 
The Dream that Stayed 2 v. A Passing and Captives 2 v. From One Generation 
Madness IV. The Blood of theVampire IV. to Another i v. W'ith Edged Tools 2 v. 

A Soul on Fire i v. Iris the Avenger i v. The Sowers 2 v. Flotsam i v. In Kedar’s 
Mrs. Marsh; Ravenscliffe 2 v. Emilia Tents tv. Roden’s Corner iv.JSpinncnv. 
Wyndham 2 v. Castle Avon 2 v. Aubfey Merriman &Tanentyre: ilie Money- 
2v. TheHeiressofHaughton 2 V. Evelyn Milton: Tlie Poetical Works i v. 

Marston 2 v. The Rosdof Ashurst 2 v. “Miss Molly,” Author of— Geraldine ^ 
Emma Marshall: Mrs. Mainwaring's Hawthorne x v. fHungerford. 

Journal i v. Benvcnutai v. Lady Alice iv. “ Molly Bawn,” Authorof— rii/eMra. 
Dayspring I V. Life’s Aftermath r v. In the Miss Montgomery: Misunderstood iv. 
East Country 1 v. No. XIH ; or, The Story Tlirown Together 2 v. Thwarted z v. Wild 
of the Lost Vestal i v. In Four Reigns i v. Mike i v. Scaforth 2 v. The Blue Veil 
On the Banks of the Ouse t v. In tlie City r v. Transformed z v. The Fisherman’s 
of Flowers i v. Almai v. Under Salbbury Daughter, etc. i v. Colonel Norton 2 v, 
Spiro I V. The End Crowns All i v. Win- Frank Frankfort Moore; “I forbid the 
Chester Meads i v. Eventide Light 1 v. Banns” 2 v. A gray Eye oi^so 2 v. One Fair 
Winifrede’s Journal IV. Bristol Bells i v. Daughter 2 v. They call it Love 2 v. The 
In the Service of Rachel Lady Russell zv. Jesaamy Bride i v. The Millionaires i v. 

A Lily among Thnrnsi v. Penshnrst Castle G. Moore: Celibatesiv. Evelyn Innesav. 

I V. Kensington Palace z v. The White Moore: Poet. Works (w. Portr.) 5 v. 

King*s Daughter i v. The Master of the Lady Morgan's Memoirs 3 v. 

27ie price of each volume is i Mark 60 Pfennig, 
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H.MorlcyrOfEngljsb Literature in the The Ladie* Lindores 5 v. Hester3v. The 
R^q of Victoria, with Facsimiles of the Wizard’s Son 3 v. A Country Gentleman 
Si)!^ture#of Authors in the Tauchnitz andliisFamilyzv. NeighboursontheGrecn 
Edition Jv. 2000). iv. The Duke’s Daughter i v. The Fugi- 

William Morris: Poems. Edited with rives iv. Kirsteen 2 v. Life of Laurence 
a Memoir by Francis Huefier i v. OHphant 2 v. The Little Pilgrim in the 

Morrison j Tales of Mean Streets i v. Unseen iv. The Heir Presumptive and the 
A Child of the Jago i v. HeirApparent 2 v. The Sorceress 2 v. Sir 

D. Oiristie MurAy : RainhowGold 2v. Robert’s Fortune 2V. The W aj’sofLifeiv. 

E. C. Grenville: Murray : The Member Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. fG.W.E. Russell, 
for Paris 2 v. Young lirown 2 v. Ihe “One who has kept a Diary,” 
Boudoir Oibal 3 v. French Pictures in Ossian; Poems i v. 

FnghshXhalk (rst Series) 2 v. The Rur- Ouida: Idalia 2 v. Tricotrin 2v. Puck 
sians ot^b-day i v. French Pictures in 2v. Chandos2v. Strathmore 2 v. Under 
English Chalk (and Series) 2 v. Strange two Flags 2 v. Folle-Farine 2 v. A Leaf 
lalesT v.That ArtfulVirarsv. Six Months in the Storm, etc. i v. Cecil Castlcmaine's 
in the Ranks 1 v. People I have met i \ . Gage, etc. i v. Madame la Marquise, etc. 

“My Little Lady,” Author oi~vide i v. PascarH 2 v. Held in Bondage 2 v. 
E. Frances Poynter. Two little Wooden Shoes i v. Signa (w. 

The New Testament [v. loool. Port.) 3v. InaWinterCity iv. Ariadnfiav. 

Mrs. Newby: Common Sense 2 v. Friendship 2 v. Moths 3 V. Pipistrelle i v. 
Dr, J. H. Newman; Callista i v. A Village Commune 2 v. In Marerama 3 V. 
“Nina Balatka,’’ Author of — vtje Bimbi i v. Wanda 3 v. Frescoes, etc. 1 v. 
Anth. Trollope. [2 V. Owen; — aWaif2v. Princess Napraxine 3 v. Otbraar 3 v. A 
“No Church,” Author of— No Churcli UainyJune(6oPf.). DonGesualdo(6oPf.). 
Lady Augusta Noel : From Generation A House Party iv. Guilderoy 2v. SjTlin 
to Geupr.ition i v. 1 lithersea Mere 2 v. 3 V. Riiffino, etc. 1 v. Santa Barbara, etc. 

W. E. Norris; My Friend Jim i v. A i v. Two Offenders 1 v. The Silver Christ, 
Bachelor’s Blunder 2 V. ^^or and Minor etc. iv. Toxin, etc. i v. LeSelve,etc. i v. 
2 V. The Rogue 2 v. Miss ^afto a v. Mrs. The Massarenes 2 vi An Altruist, etc. x v. 
Fenton i v. Misadventure 2 v. Saint Ann’s La Strega and other Stories i v, 

IV, A Victim of Good Luck i v. The The Outcasts: vtde Roy Tellet. 

1 )anf er in Y ellow i v. Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. Miss Parr (Holme Lee) : Basil God- 

M. arietta’s Marriage 2 V. The Fight for frey’s Caprice 2 v. For Richer, for IWrer 
the Crown i v. I'ho Widower r v. 2 v. The Beautiful Miss Barrington 2 v. 

Hon. Mrs. Norton: Stuart of Uunleath Her Title of Honour i v. Echoes of a 
2V, Lost .and Saved 2v. OldSirDouglasav. Famous Year i v. Katherine’s Trial i v. 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. Bessie Fairfax 2 v. Ben Milner’s Wooing 

Novels & Tales v. Household Word.>. i v. Straightforward 2 v. Mrs. Denys ol 
Laurence Ollphant: Altiora Peto 2 v. Cote 2 v. A Poor Squire i v, 

Masollam 2 v. Mrs. Parr: Dorothv Fox i v. ThePres- 

Mrs. OHphant; The Last of the Mor- <;ottsofPamphillon a v. TheGosau Smithy, 
timers 2 v. MargaretMaitlandi v. Agnes etc. i v. Robin 2 v. Loyalty George a v. 

2 V. Madonna Mary 2 v. The Mmister’s G. Paaton: A Study in Prejudices i v. 
Wife a V, The Rector and the Doctor’s A Fair Deceiver i v. 

Family i v, Salem Chapel 2 v. The Per- “ Paul Ferroll," Author of—Paul Fer- 
peUialjpurate 2 V. Miss Marjoribanksa v. roll i v. Year after Year i v. Why Paul 
Orabra a v. Memoir of Count de Monta- Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v. 
krabert 2 v. May 2 v. Innocent 2 v. For J. Payn ; Found Dead i v. Gwendoline’s 
hove and Life 2 r. A Rose in June i v. Harvest 1 v. Like Father, like Son a v. 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v.Whiteladies Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. Cedi’s Tryst 
2 V. The Curate in Charge i v. Phoebe, i ▼. A Woman's Vengeance a v. Murphy’s 
Junior 2 v. Mre. Arthur 2 v. CaritA 2 v. Master t v. In the Heart of a Hill, etc. 
Young Musgravo 2 v. The Primrose Path i v. At Her Mercy a v. The Best of Hus- 
2 V. Within the Precincts 3 v. The greattst bands 2 1, Walter’s Word 2 v. Halves 2 v. 
Heiress in England 2 v. He that will not Fallen Fortunes 2 v. What Hecost Herav. 
when he may 2 V. Harryjoscolyn 2 v. In By Proay 2 v. Less Black than we’re 
Trust 2 V. It was a Lover and his Lass 3 v. Painted t v. Under one Roof 2 v. High 

7 hf ^rice of each volume « i Mark 6 o Pfennig. 
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Spirits I V. Hig^b Spfnts (and Series) x v. a v. Ersilia z v. ^ Among the Hills x v. 
A Confidential Agent 2 v. From Exile 2 v. Madame de Fresnel x v. 

A Grape from a Thorn 2 v. Some Private Praed: viiie Campbell-Pra^d. 

Views IV. ForCashOnlya V. Kit: A Me- E. Prentiss; Stepping Heavenward iv. 

mory 2 V. The Canon’s Ward (w. Port.l 2 V. The Prince Consort’s Speeches and 

Some Literary Recollections I V. The Talk Addresses (with Portrait) 1 v. 
of the Town z v. The Luck of the Darrells Richard Pryce: Miss MaxwelTs Afrec- 

2 v.TheHeiroftheAges2v. HoHdayTasks tion| i v. The Quiet Mrs. Fleming x v. 
I V. Glow-Worm Tales (ist Series) i v. Time and the Wunia^ i v. 

Glow-Worm Tales {2nd Series) 1 v. A Horace N. Pym: rictr Caroline Fox. 

Prince of the Blood 2 V. The Mystery of Q. : Noughts and CJnvsses 1 v. I Saw 

Mirbridge2 v. The Burnt Million 2 v. The Three Ships x v. Dead Man's Rock x v. 
Word and the Will 2 V. Sunny Stones i v. la and other Tales i v. 

A Modern Dick Whittington 2 v. A W. F. Rac: Westward by Rail i v. 

Stumble on the Threshold 2 v. A Trying Miss Bajle's Romance 2 v. The Business 
Patient i v. Gleams of Memory i v. In of Travel i v. 

Market Overt i v. George Driffeil i v. C.E. Raimond : The Ojicn Question 2 v. 
Another’s Burden i v. The Rajah’s Heir 2V. 

Miss Peard: One Year 2 v. The Rose- Churlcs Reade: “It is never too late 

Garden x v. Unawares x v. Thorpe Regis to mend ” 2 v. “ Love mo little, love mo 
1 V. A Winter Story 1 v. A Malngal, eU . long" i v. The Cloister and the Hearth 
I V. Cartouche i v. Mother Molly i v. 2 v. Haid Cash 3 v. Put Yourself m lus 
Schloss and Town 2 V. Contradictions 2 v. Place 2 v. A lemblc Temptation 2 v. 
Near Neighbouis 1 v. Alicia Tennant Peg Woflington i v. Christie Johnstone 
1 V. Madame’s Grand-Daughter X V. x v. A Simpleton 2 v. The Wandering 
Pemberton ; The Impregnable City I V. Hciri v. A Woman-Hater 2 v. Readiana 
A Woman of Kronstadt xv. The Phantom i v. Singleheart and J>oublcrace i v. 
x\miy I vol. ITie Garden of Swords i v. “ Recommended to Mercy,” Auth.of — 

A Penitent Soul IV. [English Poetry 3 V. Recornm.toik»rcy 2 v. Zoe’s “Bi.inJ"2v. 
Bishop Percy: Rehques of Ancient Grace Rhy^; Mary Doraimo i v. 

F. C, Philips: As in a Looking Glass James Rice: vtde W. Besant. 

IV. The Dean and his Daughter XV. Lucy A. Bate Richards: So very Human 3 V. 

Smith X V. A Luck}' Young W’oman 1 v. Richardson: Clarissa Harlowc 4 v. 

Jack and Three ] ills IV. Little Mrs. Mur- Mrs. Riddell (F.G.Trafford) : George 

ray i v. Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship i v. Geith of Fen Court 2 v. Maxwell Drewitt 
Social Vicissitudes I V. Extenuating Cir- 2 v. The Race for Wealth 2 v. Far above 
cumstances, etc. 1 V. More Soci.ii Vidssi- Rubies 2 v. I’lie Earl’s Promise 2 v. 
tudes I V. Constance 2 V. That Wicked Mortomley’s Estate 2 v. [Thackeray. 
Mad’moiselle, etc. i v. A Doctor in Dii- Anne Thackeray Ritchie: vide Miss 

ficulties X V. Black andW'^hite i v. “One Rev. F. W. Robertson: Sermons 4 v. 

Never Knows ” 2 v. Of Course i v. Miss Ch. H. Ross: The Pretty Widow i v. A 

Ormerod’s Protege i v. My little Husband London Romance 2 v. [and Sonnets x v. 
I V. Mrs. Bouverie x v. A Question of Dante G. Rossetti; Poems iv. Ballads 
Colour IV. A Devil in Nun’s veiling IV. Roy Tcllet: Die Outcasts i v. A 
A Full Confession, etc. i >. Tlie Luckiest Draugbtof Lethe iv. Pastor & Prelate a v. 
ofThree i v. Poor Little Bella i v. J. Ruffini; Laviniaz v. Doctor Antonio 

F. C. Philips & P. Fcndall: ADaugh- iv.^ LorenxoBenouii v. Vincenzt^av. A 
tor’s Sacrifice x v. Margaret Byng i v. { QuietNookin the Jura xv. TheParagreens 
F. C. Philips & C. J. Wills: The Fatal I on a Visit to Piiris i v. Carlino, etc. t v. 
Phrync i v. Scudamores i v. A Maiden Russell: A Sailor's Sweetheart a v. The 
Fair to See i v. Sybil Ross’s Marriage 1 v “ Lady Maud" a v. A Sea (Jueen 2 v, 

E. Phillpotts; Lying Prophets 2 v. G. W. E. Russell: Collections and 

Edgar Allan Poe; Poems and Essays, Recollections 2 v. 
edited with a new Memoir byj . H. Ingram Sain: The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v, 

X v. Tales, edited by T. H. Ingram x v. John Saunders: Israel Mort, Overman 

Pope: Select Poet. Works (w. Port.) a v. The Shipowner’s Daughter 2 v. A 
1 v. Noble Wife 2 v. 

E. Frances Poynter: My Little Laay Katherine Saunders: Joan Merry- 

The price of each volume is i Mark 60 Ifmnig* 



JBriitsk Authors Tat$chnitz Edition. 13 

weather, « 3 fc.^ V. vjiiaeon'sRocTc,etc. 1 v. Mcii,ctc.iv. Across the JPlainsiy, Island 
n»e High Mills 2 v, Sfbastian j v. Nights* Entertainments x^. Catriona iv. 

Col.R.iLSavage: My Official Wife IV. Weir of Hermiston i v. St. Ives 2 v. 
Di^Little^ady of Lagunitas (w. Port.) “Still Waters,” Author of— Still 
2 V. Prince Schamyl’s Wooing i v. The Waters i v. Dorothy i v. DeCressy i v. 
M;iskedVenus2v. Delilahof Harlem 2 v. Unde Ralph x v. Maiden Sisters x v. 
Ilje Anarchist 2 v. A Daughter of Judas Martha Brown i v. Vanessa iv. 

1 V. In the Old Chateau i v. Miss De- M. C. Stirling: Two Tales of Married 

vereu* of the Mariquita 2 v. Checked T.ife 2 v. Vol- II. A True Man, Vol. I, 
Through 2 V. A M^ldern Corsair 2 v. In G. M. Craik. 

the Swim 2 v. The White Lady of Kha- Stockton: The House of Martha i v. 

minavatka 2 v. [of Mashonaland i v. “The Story of Elizabeth,” Author of 

Olive Schreiner; Trooper PeterHalket —vide Miss Thackeray. 

Sir Milter Scott: Waverley{w. Port.) Beecher Stowe: Uncle Tom’s Cabin 
IV. Tn^Antiquary i v. Ivanhoe 1 v, (w.Port.) 2V. AKey to Uncle Tom’sCabin 
Kenilworth tv. Quentin Durward IV. Old 2v. Dredav. TheMinister’s Wooing xv. 
Mortality i v. Guy Alannering i v. Rob Oldtown Folks 2 v. _ [Mrs. Mackamess. 
Roy I V, The Pirate j v. The Fortunes “ Sunbeam Stories,” Author of — vide 
of Nigel IV. The Black Dwarf; A Legend Swift; Gulliver’s Travels i v. 
of Montrose i v. The Bride of Lamnicr* John Addington Symonds: Sketches 
moor i v. The Heart of Mid-I.othian in Italy i v. New Italian Sketches i v. 

2 V. The Monastery I v. The Abbot i v. Tasma: Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 v. 

IVveril of the Peak 2 v. The Poetical Baroness Tautphoeus: Cyrilla 2 v. 

Work82 V. Woodstock i v. The Fair Maid The Initials 2 v. Quits 2 v. At Odds 2 v. 

of Perth X v. Anne of Geierslein x v. Colonel Meadows Taylor: Tara 3V. 

Prof. Seeley: Life and Times of Stein H. Templeton: Diary and Notes i v. 

(with a Portrait of Stein) 4 V. The Ex- Alfred (Lord) Tennyson: The Poetical 

pansion of England i v. Goethe i v. Works of, 8 v. Queen Mary x v. Harold 
MissSewell: AmyHerbert2 v. Ursula 1 v. Becket; The Cup; The Falcon i v. 
2 V. A Glimpse of the Wiyld 2 v. The Locksley Hall, etc. i v. 

Journal of a Horae Life 2 jr. After Life Alfred Lord Tennyson. A Memoir. 
2 V. The Experience of Life 2 v. By His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Shakespeare; Plays and Poems (with W. M. Thackeray; Vanity Fair 3 v. 
Portrait) {Second Kditinn) compl. 7 v. Pendennis 3 v. Miscellanies 8 v. Henry 
Shakespeare'^ sVXxnys may also be had in Esmond 2 v. The English Humourists i v. 
37 numbers, at 0,30. each number. The Newcomes 4 v. The Virginians 4 v. 
Doubtful Plays t v. The Four Georges; Level the Widower 

Shelley: A Selection from his Poems x v, i v. The Adventures of Philip 2 v. Denis 
Nathan Sheppard: Shut up in Paris Duval 1 v. Roundabout Papers a v. 
(Second Ediiion^ enlarg:ed) x v. Catherine i v. The Irish Sketch Book 2 v, 

Sheridan: The Dramatic Works i v The Paris Sketch Book (w. Portrait) e v. 
J. H. Shorthouse: John Inglesant2 v. Miss Thackeray: Story of Elizalxeth iv. 

Blanche, Lady Falaiso 1 v. The Village on the Cliff xv. OldKensing- 

Slatln Pasha: Fire and Sword in the ton 2 v. Bluebeard's Keys I v. Five Old 
Sudan (with two Maps in Colours) 3 V. Friends i v. Miss Angel i v. Out of the 
Smollett: Roderick Random i v. World i v. Fulham Lawn x v. From an 
HumphryClinker 1 V. Peregrine Pickle 2V. Island 1 v. Da Capo i v. Madame de 
Society in London 1 v. [Vineyard i v. vigne i v. A Book of Sibyls 1 v. Mrs. Dy- 
Somerville & Martin Rditt: Naboth’s raond a v. Chapters from some Memoirs iv. 
The l^anish Brothers 2 ▼. Th. a Kempis: Imitation of Christ x v. 

Earl Stanhope (Lord Mahon): The A. Thomas; Denis Donne 2 v. Ott 
Tistory of England 7 v. Reign 01 Queen Guard 2 T. Walter Goring 3 v. Played 
IVnneav. fn^entaljourncy (w.Portr.) xv. Out 2 v. Called to Account 2 v. Only 
Sterne: Tristram Shandy XV. ASenti- Herself a v. A Narrow Escape 2 v. 
Robert Louis Stevenson: Treasure Thomson: Poetical Works(w.Port.)iv. 
Island 1 V. Dr. Jckyll and Mr. Hyde, etc. Thoth x v. 

X V, Kidnapped i v. The Black Arrow x v. Tim X v. 

The Master of Ballantrae XV. The Merry F. G. Trafford; t'lhfe Mrs. RiddelU 

The ^rice of each volume is i Mark 6 o Pfennigs 
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G.O.TrcvcIyan ; The Life and Letters of 
Lord Macaulay (w. Portrait) 4 v. Selections 
from the Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. 
The American Revolution ^ with aMap)2v. 
Trois-Etoilcs: vide Murray. 

A. Trollope: Doctor Thorne 2 v. ITie 
Bertrams 2 v. The Warden i v. Barchester 
Tow’erS2 v. Castle Richmond 2 v. TheWcst 
Indies IV, Framley Parsonage 2 v. North 
America 3 v. Orley Farm 3 v. Rachel Ray 

2 V. T he Small House at Allington v. 
Can you forgive her? tv. The BcImi. 
Estate 2 V. Nina Balatka i v. The Last 
CTirouicle ofBarset 3 v. The Claverings 2 v. 
Phineas Finn 3 v. He knew lie was : Ight ;v. 
The Vicar of Bull!., iiiiuon . ^*ii Il.iiij 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite i v- Ralph the 
Heir 2 y. The Golden Lion of Granpere 
1 V. Australia and New Zealand 3 v. Lady 
Anna 2 v. Harry Heathcote oi Gangoil 

1 V. The Way we live now 4 v. The Prime 
Minister 4 v. The American Senator 3 v. 
South Africa 2V. Is He Popeniov? 5 v. An 
Fyc for an Lye i v. fohn Caldigate 3 v. 
Cousin Henry i v, 'The Duke’s Children 

3 V. Dr. Wortlc’s School i v. Ayala’s Ange 
3 V. The Fixed Period i v. Marion h'ay 

2 V, Kept in the Dark i v. Frau Froh- 
mann, etc. i v. Alice Diigdalc, etc. i v. 
La Mere Bauchc, etc. i v. The Mistletoe 
Bough , etc. I V. An Autobiography i v. 
An Old Man’s Love i v. 

T. Adolphus Trollope; Tlie Garstaugs 
of Garstang Grange 2 v. A Siren 2 v. 
Twain : vide Mark Twain. 

The Two Cosmos i v. 

Venus and Cupid 1 v. 

“V6ra," Author of-r-V^ira 1 v. The 
Hotel du Petit St. Jean i v. Blue Roses 
2 V. Within Sound of the Sea 2 v. The 
Maritime Alps, etc. 2 v. Ninette 1 v. 
Victoria R. I.; vide Leaves. 

Virginia i v. 

Ernest Alfred Vizetelly: With Zola 
in England i v. 

L. B.Walford: Mr. Smith 2 v. Pauline 
2v. Cousins2v. TroublcsonuT)aughlers2v, 
D. Mackenzie Wallace; Russia 3 v. 
Lew. Wallace; Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Eliot Warburton: The Crescent and 
the Cross 2 v. Darien 2 v. 

Mrs. H. Ward: Robert Elsmere 3 v, 
DavidGrieve3v. MissBrothertoni v.Mar- 
cdla 3 V. Bessie Costrell Tv, .S?r George 
Tressady 2v. Helbeck of Bannisdale 2v. 

S. Warren: Diary of a late Physician 
2 V. Ten Thousand a- Year 3 v. Now 
and Then 1 v. The J Jly and the Bee i v. 


“The WaterdaleNeighboufs, ’’Author 
of — ?'/■</<? Justin McCarthy. 

Theodore Watts-Dunton : Aylwi^ v. 
Hugh Westbury: Acte 2 v. 

Wells: The StJ>lcn Bacillus, etc. i v. , 
The War of the Worlds i v. The Invisible ^ 
M.an I V. The Time Machine, etc. i v. 
When the Sleeper Wakes i v. / 

Miss Wethercll: The wide, wideWorld' . 

1 v. (Juecchyav. TlnDTillsoftbcShatemnc 
2v. Say .and Seal 2 V. 'llie Old Helmet 2 

Stanley J. Weyman: The House of tht#!^ 
Wolf I V. Francis Cludde 2 v. A GentlO'*' 
man ot France 2 v. The. Man i v 3 

Under the Red Robe i v. My T.ady Rotb'i' 

2 v. From the Memoirs of a Ministec. ' *' 
France i v. The J<ed Cockade 2 
Shrewsbury 2 v. The Castle Inn 2 v, 

A Whim and its Consequences r v. * 
Walter White: Ilolid.ays in 'Fyrol i v, . 
Whitby ; The Awakening of M ary 
wkk 2 v. In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

Richard Wbileing; The Island i v. 
No, 5 John Street i v. 

S. Whitman: Imperial Germany i v. 
The Realm of the IIal>shnrgs i v. Teuton 
Studies I v. \vide Mrs. Jenkin, 

“Who Breaks— -Pays,” Authoi of — 
K. D. Wiggin: Timothy’s Quest i v. 

A ('athedral CViurtship, etc. i v. 

Mary E. ^Wilkins: Pembroke x v. 
Madclon i v. "jerome 2 v. Silence, etc. i v. i 
C. J. Wills': vide F. C. Philips. 
j.S. Winter: Regimental Legends rv. 
H. F. Wood: The Passenger from 
Scotland Yard i v. 

Mrs. Henry Wood: F.ast T.ynne 3 v. 
The Channings 2 v. Mrs. Halliburton’s 
Troubles 2 v. Verncr’s Pride 3 v. The 
Shadow of Ashlydyat 3 v. Trevlyn Hold 
2 V. I.ord Oakburn's Daughters 2 vi 
Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildied Arkell 2 v, 
Martin’s Eve 2 v. Klster’s Foll^ 2 v. LaiSfjf' I 
Adelaide’s Oath 2 v. Oi-ville College lint 
A Life’s Secret i v. The Red Court Fari^ j 
2 V. Anne Hereford 2 v. Roland Yorko 
2V. George Canterbury’s YVill 2 V. Bessyf# 
Rane 2 v. Dene Hollow 2 y. Tha foj 
NighlatOfford, etc. T V. Within theM. 

2 V. The Master of Greylands 2 v.* J ohDuy 
Ludlow 2 V. Told in the Twilight » 
Adam Grainger I V. Edina 2v. Pofl^ofl 
Abbey 2 v. Court Netherle^ifti 2 
following by “J. Ludlow”): L-osl'Itt thii# 
Post, etc. XV. A Tale of Sin, etc. » 
Anne , etc, i v. The Mystery of J essy F 
etc. t V. Helen Whitney’s Wedding, ^ 

. The Story of Dorothy Grape, cte. I \ 
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MU L. WBod^: A Village Tragedy i /. 
e Vagabonds i v. f ^ 
l/Vc^swoilh : The Toetical Woi ks2 v. 
Lascclles Wraxall: Wild Gate i v. 
Edm. Yates: Land a I Last 2 v. Ihokrn 
Harness 2 v. The Forlorn Ho^je 2 v. 
ar.k Sheep « v. The Rock Ahead 2 v. 
recked ill Fort 2 v. Ur. ^VamwIight'!> 
tient 2 Nobody’s Fortune ^v. 
>.taway 2 V. A Wiling Race 2 v. The 
low Fl ig 2 V. The ini])cndinc ‘^’VO''d 
, Two, by Tricks r v. A ‘.ilent \\ itncsi 
% RecoiJeebons and Experiences 2 v. 
it. LefiMt- Yeats: The Honour of 
■elli I vr’lhe (licvalicr d’Auriac i v. 
ss Yonge: The Heir of Redclyffe 
Heartsease 2 v. TJie Daisy Chain 
, Uynev'or Terrace 2 v. Hopes and 
i 2 V. The young Step-AIoihcr 2 v. 


The Tnal 2 v. T 1 e clever Woman 2 v. 
The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. The 
Danvers Papers, etc. i v. The Chaplet of 
Pearls 2 v. The two Guardians i v. The* 
caged Lion 2 v- The Pillars of the House 
5 V. La iy Hester i v. My young Abides 
2 V. The three iirides 2 v. W omankmd 2 v. 
Magnum JJonuin 2 v. Love and Life x v. 
Unknown to History 2 v. Stray Pearls 
(w. Port.) 2 V. The Armourer’s Prentices 
2 V. The two Sides of the Shield 2 v. Nut- 
tie’s Father 2 v. Beechcroftat Rockstono 
2 V, A reputed Changeling 2 v. Two 
penniless Princesses 1 v. That Stick i v. 
Grisly Grtsell 1 v. The Long Vacation 2 v. 

“Young Mistley,” Author of — rn'de 
Henry Seton Merriman. \? v. 

1 . Zangwilt: Dreamei’s of the Ghetto 

“Z. Z.”; The World and a Man 2 v. 


Collection of German Authors. 


B. Auerbach: On the T I eights, (Second 
lition) 3 T. Bngitta i v. Spinoza 2 v. 
G. Ebers: An Egyptian Princess 2 v, 
xfda2v. HomoSniii 2v.Thc Sisteis[Die 
hwestern] 2v. Joshua2 v. PcrAspera2v. 
Fouqu6: Undine, Sintram, etc. i v. 

F. Freiligrath ; Poems(Sec. Edition) iv, 
Wilhelm Gdrlach: Prime Bismarck 
itb Portrait) i v. f Approdtireship 2 v. 
Ooethe; Faust iv. Wilhelm Mcistcr’s 
R.GuUkow'.llirough Night to flight iv. 
F, W, Hacklhnder : Behind thoCounter 
Undel und Wandelj i v, 

Wilhenn HaufF: Three Tales i v. 
Fail! Heyse; L’Arrabiata. etc. i v. The 
padLaVc, etc. r v. Baibarossa, etc. i v. 
von Hillcrn: The Vulture Maiden 


[die Gelcr- Wally] 1 > . The Hour will come 

Salomon Kohn; Cabricl i v. [2 v. 

G. E. Lessing: Nathan the Wise and 
Emilia Galotti 1 v. 

Fanny Lewald: Stella 2 v. 

E. Marlitt: Ihe Princess of the Moor 
[das Haidepnnzesschen] 2 v. 

Maria Nathusius:Joachim v. Kaniern, 
and Diary of a poor young Lady 1 v, 

Fritz Reuter; In the Year ’13 r v. An 
old Story of my iarming Days fOt mine 
StronitidJ 3 v. [and Thorn Pieces 2 v. 

J.P. Friedrich Richter; Flower, Fruit 

J. Victor Scheffcl; Flkkchard z v. 

George Taylor; Klytia 2 v. 

H. Zsch*okke: The Princess of Brun- 
swick- Wolfenbiittel, etc. I V, 


Series for 

f Ba^er: Stories about i v. 
ya (Mkrlesworth : Hiui:>tcring 

M.s V.* 

IHrs. tiraik (Miss Mulock) ; Our Y'ear 
Three Tales for Boys i v. Three 
9 foi^ Girls T V. 

'gS, G. M. Craik; Cousin Trix x v. 
Ilja fedge worth : Mond Tales i v. 
I-Tales 2 V. [Pearl Fountain i v. 
and Julia Kavanagh: The 
k and^ary Lamb: Talcs from 
Ire I V. 

Hh Marryat: MastornunReadyiv. 
pftma Marshall: Rex and Regina xv. 
, Montgomery: The Towu-Crier; 


the Young. 

to’which is added : The Children with the 
Indian-Rubber Ball 1 v. [Girls r v. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for 
Mrs. Henry Wood : William Allair iv. 
Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or, the Rear- 
Guard of thoGrand Army t v. The Little 
Duke. Ben Sylvester’s Word i v. The 
Stokesley Secret i v. Countess Kate 1 v. 
A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. Friarswood 
Post-Office I V. Henrietta’s Wish i v 
Kings of England x v. The Lances of 
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie i v. P's and 
Q’s IV. Aunt Charlotte’s Stories of Eng* 
lish History 1 v. Bye -Words i v. Lads 
and Lasses of Langley, etc, i v. 


The frice of each volume is i Marh 6o Pfennig. 



T^uchnitz ^iptionari, 

Nuovo Dmonaric Italiano-TedeEiiO e Tedesco''Italiftna X>ll 
Rtjpiiini o Oscar BtUU. In two Volumea. Volume 1 . Segpncj 
’ Royal 8vo. Sewed Ji g,oo. Cloth xo;Oq. Half-morocco xx,5o.s 
Nuevo Diccionario Espanol- Aleman y Aleman - Espail 
D. iMts Tolhatfsen, Third Edition. In two Volumes. Royal Sv« 
Jk 15 , 00 . Cloth M 17,50. Half-morocco J(, 00 , 50 . 

Dictionary of the English and Gcnpan Language By M 
Thirty-fifth Edition. Re- written by C, Stoffel. English - (jrc^ 
German-Engftisb in one Volume. Crown 8vo. Sewed 4,50. Booi 
A complete Dictionary of the English and French Langu 

general use. By W. James and A. Mole. Fifteenth Stereot^ 
. Crown 8 VO. Sewed Ji 6,00. ^ 

A ^mplete Dictionary of the English and Italian Dangu 
general use. By W, James and Gtus. Grastt* KleventI) Stercotyp 
Crown 8vo. Sewed Ji 5,00. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German Lai 
\iy J. E. U^esse/y. Twenty-fifth Stereou’pe Edition. Revised, jUt< 
greatly enlarged by C. Sioffel and G. Payn, assisted by G. B^l\ 
SwSiwed M 1,50. Bound .M 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and French Lar 
By J. E. Wessely. Twenty-sixth Edition. Re written, improved, a 
enlarged by E. Tolhansen and G. Payn. In collaboration with 
Heymann. i6mo. Sewed 1,50. Bound 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian Lar 
By y. E. Wessely. Eighteenth Stereotype Edition. Thoroughly revise 
written by G. Rtguimt and G. Payn. x6ino.. Sewed M 1,50, 
M 2,25. C, 

A N'^w Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish Lat 

By J.E. Wessely and/ 4 . Gtrones. Twenty-third Stereotype Edition. T 
revised and entirely re-written by L. Tolhausen and C, Payn. x6m« 
M JfSO. Bound M 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and German Lar 
By J, E. Wessely. Sixth Stereotype Edition. i6rao. Sewed JK i,5( 
A 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the Italian and German Lar 

By G. Locella. Fifth Stereotype Edition. i6mo. Sewed Ji i,5( 
M 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the Latin and English 

Twelfth StereptjTpe Ihdition. x6mf>. Sewed M 1,50. B«>und uV BtS 

A New Pocket Diq^onary of the French and Spanish X^i 
By L. Tolhausen. S^ond Stereotype Edition. xOmo. Sewed Ji x,5< 
'jH 2,2$, 

Technological Dictionary in the French, English ,and 
l^stngnages by A. and L. 'Polhausen. Complete in three Parti* Four! 
Crown 8vo. Sewed Ji 26,50, 

A Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon to the Old Tes|ame 
I>r. Julius Burst, Fifth Edition. Translated from the German U 
Davidson. Royal 8vo, Sewed Ji 19,00. -jy' 

No orders of private purchasers are e^jecuted by th#; 


BERNHARD TAUCIXNITZ, LEIPZIG* 







